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TUCKER’S PEOPLE 




Q. Were you asked if you wanted to join this combination? 

A. We wasn’t asked yes or no if we want. 

Q. Well, how was the deal made? That’s what we’d like to hear, 
just how it was done? 

A. He said, “Your business, you got one-third of it left from here 
on. Two-thirds is mine.” 

Q. Who said? 

A. Tucker. That’s the way it was. 

Q. That’s all? 

A. Well, he said. . . . 

Q. Who said? 

A. Tucker. He said he’d break my bones, beat me all up if I 
don’t. 

Q. Were those Tucker’s exact words, “beat you up”? 

A. No. He said he’d put me on the spot so where did I come oflE 
arguing ? 

Q. Now were those his exact words, “put you on the spot”? 

A. Words? He didn’t have to say words. He was Tucker. 

Q. You want to change your testimony now and tell us now he 
didn’t say anything? 

A. I didn’t testimony he said anything. No sir, why should he say 
words? He was Tucker. All he does is bend his little finger 
and everybody comes running. 

Q. So the truth is, as you testify to it, that he didn’t say anything 
to you? 

A. No sir, that’s the truth. I never even seen him to point out in 
my life. 

.... an excerpt from the record, 
trial of People vs. Bunte. 
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This story has no beginning and, as you will discover if you read 
to the last page, no real ending either. 

It is a story of our own modern world, and of what the world 
docs to its people and of how a question has been laid upon both 
the world and its people, for each to answer as it can: 

Which shall be the user and which shall be used? Is the world 
a cloth that may be cut to fit its people? Or, are people cloth that 
must be cut to fit the world? 

So this story is of people cutting the world to measure where 
they can and cutting themselves to measure where they have to, 
and of the two, world and people, rolling through the umvcrsc 
embraced in batde and altered by battle. 

What was the beginning of this? Where is the end, since altered 
people alter their children, and altered children must likewise sub- 
due themselves to this way of life? They must join the battle and 
cut the world and be cut by it. Then the children are further altered 
by the battle and must alter further, in their turn, their own chil- 
dren. 

As there is no proper beginning, the story can be begun anywhere 
and it is begun in the autumn of the year 1930. A white man and 
a mulatto were talking business in the oflSce of a garage in the 
colored section of New York City. The white man’s name was Leo 
Minch. He had been in business in the garage, but the landlords 
had seen an opportunity to get more rent in the fact that Leo’s 
success with his business had increased the value of their property. 
They had brought suit, broken the lease, thrown Leo out of busi- 
ness and rented to a new tenant. The new tenant was a little em- 
barrassed. There had been no immediate profit for him in the trans- 
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action and the emotion stirred by a future profit that he would have 
to scramble for was not acute enough to subdue his embarrassment. 
He let Leo use the office during the slack hours of the afternoon 
to clear up old accounts receivable and outstanding bills. The mu- 
latto was Samson Candee, a big, fleshy West Indian of some prom- 
inence in Harlem as a real estate operator and promoter. He was 
putting a proposition to Leo and now, suddenly and unexpectedly, 
as the story begins, he began to worry about how Leo was taking it. 

It had not occurred to Samson Candee to worry about that part 
of the deal before. His proposition involved the lottery business. 
It included running a lottery and so was against the law. But it 
did not seem exactly against the law to Candee. He had grown up 
where lotteries were licensed by the government and run as a 
regular business. The law against lotteries in New York couldn’t 
seem anything more to him than a part of the local setup, one of 
the conditions under which the business had to operate, a sort of 
extra risk and tax. But, abruptly and without any reason he could 
describe to himself in words, he began to think Leo might feel 
otherwise. The thought made Candee uncertain. The meaning of 
his words became more and more general and vaguer and vaguer. 

Leo Minch sat still. He seemed to be listening. His small, heavy 
face appeared gray with thought and his eyes were dark with 
thought. Since his eyes bulged a little and looked wet, they always 
seemed to be brimming over with whatever emotion was on his 
face. But Candee wasn’t sure whether Leo was listening to what 
he was being told or to things going on inside himself. “Or maybe,” 
Candee thought, “he is a broken-up man and has. got the habit for 
liking his sleep.” Candee had noticed people like that, particularly 
since the depression. They looked all right but they couldn’t con- 
centrate. When they just had to concentrate, they got excited and 
were no good or went to sleep and were no good. 

“If it’s anything, it’s that,” Candee thought. But he couldn’t be 
sure it was anything. The man listened all right and now and then 
he said something, and whatever he said showed he had been 
listening to what he was told; but he always spoke just a little 
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bit late. He spoke only into silence and only after there had been 
time to feel the presence of silence. 

^'Or maybe/' thought Candee, “he’s sitting there feeling sorry 
for himself." Because it couldn’t be, Candee decided, the man 
was trying to make himself out so big, such a big shot that he 
didn’t have to cut a corner now and then to pick up a dollar like 
everybody else. It had said in the paper Leo’s brother was “Guinea 
Joe" Minch who, everybody knew, was one of Tucker’s people, 
one of the real boss people Tucker had working for him and the 
landlords had broken Leo’s lease because the poHce had found 
Tucker’s beer trucks in the garage on dead storage, hidden away 
there for Tucker. “Where does he come off," Candee thought, 
“sitting there with a pride on him like that, that I’m not good 
enough for him, the business I got to talk is not good enough for 
him." 

At the moment, Leo sat thinking of nothing. Soon after He had 
realized Candee was not calling to pass the time of day, but to 
outline a proposition he would have to consider, thoughts had 
begun swarming in Leo’s head. Candee’s words came to him 
through the noise of his own thoughts. Sometimes the words were 
muffled by the noise. Sometimes they were entirely smothered. 
They never became compelling enough to rise free of the noise. 

He was out of business, Leo had told himself at the beginnings 
and had come back to that again and again. “Yes, sure, plain," he 
had told himself, “everything going out, nothing coming in. Cer- 
tainly my friend, old friend of mine, fifty-year-old, life-long friend 
and best and only friend you’ll ever have, you are out on the street 
and eating yourself up with expenses like a dog eating his tail." 

Then a picture of the dog had come clearly into his mind. While 
Candee talked uncertainly and vaguely, Leo sat watching the dog 
go around in a circle after its tail. It was a starving dog. It wasn’t 
playing. It wanted to eat its tail. As he watched the dog, Leo 
thought of himself eating breakfast and going around doing noth- 
ing until lunch, eating lunch and going around doing nothing until 
supper, and eating supper and going around and around in his 
mind in bed. He thought of this and kept seeing the dog and got 
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himself all mixed up with the dog and began to feel dizzy. He 
closed his eyes. The dog vanished. The dizziness ended slowly. 
When it stopped, he opened his eyes and looked at Candee. 

He saw an effortful, rather wheedling smile of ingratiation on 
Candee’s face. The man was saying nobody could lose, there were 
some pretty low grade operators in the business but not even they 
had yet found a way to lose in it. The smile assured Leo. Candee 
had not got to the point yet and he hac^not missed anything im- 
portant by not listening, and he thought, yes, it certainly was sure 
he had to do something with the few dollars he had left. But 
what? Where was there hope for a man with not enough money 
to get along at a time when everything in the whole world was 
going down? He had $23,000 invested in apartment houses. Rub 
it out. Wash it out. Kiss it goodbye. He might as well. He could 
stall the bank for the interest on the balance owed for another 
month, another two months, then. . . . 

Although Leo did not move, he felt himself draw his finger across 
his throat and grimace. 

He had some stocks and bonds left over from trying to get rich 
on Wall Street after being finagled out of his garage. He couldn’t 
buy peanuts with them now. He had borrowed on his insurance 
policies to hold on to his apartment properties, so there was only 
small change left there. He had about $4,000 in cash in the bank. 
That was all really, that was his last cent in the world between 
him and being an old man on a park bench. And if he took his 
last cent and put it into a proposition and lost it as everybody was 
losing everything? Then where was he? And if he didn’t, he’d 
be at the same place. It would take a little longer, that was all. 
He’d eat himself up instead of letting a proposition eat him up. 
That was the only difference. 

“And you don’t have to put nothing in it,” said Candee. ’'^That’s 
the beauty of it. Just cigar money to start and after that you work 
with their money.” He smiled wheedlingly into Leo’s face and 
waited for a response. 

The silence glared in Leo’s head. He became aware that Candee 
required an answer from him, a nod of understanding, a smile of 
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approval, something. He leaned forward to smile. Then he felt 
well up in him a desire to do something at once before he ate up 
all the money he had left. “Why don’t you come to the point and 
not waste so much time,” he said urgently. 

Candee was startled, more by the urgency than by the words. “I 
thought I’d give you a general outline of the lay of the land, what 
it is,” he said. 

“No, straight to the point, that’s what I want. What you want 
out of me, how much money, straight out, that’s all, like a business- 
man, without going around the mulberry bush all the time.” 

“It’s not that kind of a proposition, to put down money and get 
chips and start to play, as I’ll show you if you give me a chance.” 

The glare of silence dimmed in Leo’s head. He remembered he 
had a long time to wait before supper and a long time to wait after 
that before going to bed, and then there would be a long time 
before he could fall asleep. There would be no hurry about falling 
asleep because he had nothing to get up for, no reason at all to get 
out of bed except that he had been an active man all his life and 
had the habit of being up and doing something to earn a dollar. 

“I’ll give you all the chance you want,” said Leo. He sat back 
placidly. “I’m not doing anything anyway just at this moment.” 
Candee regarded him uneasily. He could not decide whether he 
was dealing with a man whose mind was too quick for him or 
whose mind was disconnected and incoherent. In any case, he 
began to feel, it was not going to work out too good for him. 

Leo knew something about the lottery known as policy. It was 
a popular game in Harlem, where it was called “the numbers.” A 
player chose three numbers. If he picked the right numbers in the 
right order, or “hit” as they said, he was paid six hundred to one. 
If he had paid five cents for his three numbers, he got back $30. 
If he had paid $1, he got back $600. The winning numbers were 
arrived at daily in various ways. At this period in the history of 
the game, the pari-mutuel odds at a race track determined what 
they would be. 

The men who took the bets from the customers were called col- 
lectors. Some of them had hung around the garage when Leo 



tucker’s people 


was operating it, and three o£ the game’s bankers had stored their 
automobiles with him. Everybody in the garage had played the 
numbers every day and even Leo had put up a nickel or a dime 
once in a while “to help the boys out.” Also, to win if possible. 
Leo knew the collector worked under a controller on a commission 
basis and turned over to the controller whatever money he took 
in, less his commission. A controller might have several hundred 
collectors working for him. He took his commission from the money 
turned in to him by the collectors and handed the balance to a 
banker. The banker paid off the hits and ran the business, and 
whatever was left over was his. 

Leo had never thought of policy as a business. To him it was 
just something being done for a living by people who were not 
in business. But Candee said it was plenty of a business. He said 
he could name by name quite a few bankers who were making 
$1,000 or $1,500 a week net for themselves as their end of the take. 
He paused to make his statement dramatic. “Some of those I could 
name the names of to you,” he continued, “are taking in their 
$50,000 a year net for themselves every day in the week like clock- 
work,” and he paused again for dramatic effect. But this time he 
paused a shade too long. Leo heard the silence in the room and 
roused himself from his thoughts. 

“That’s lots of pork chops,” said Leo. 

Candee felt he was being insulted. Leo read the feeling in the 
man’s face. “That’s plenty lots of pork chops,” he said, “from having 
men with holes in their pants run around collecting a nickel and 
dime here and two cents there.” 

Candee always carried a fat, twenty-cent cigar in his mouth. 
This and his horseshoe stickpin with its small diamonds and 
rubies, his two diamond rings, and his imitation silk shirts and 
the gabardine suit he wore winter and summer composed his 
“front.” When he was short of money, he did not light the cigar 
until just before going home for the night. Now he rolled the 
unlit cigar in his mouth carefully, to keep from fraying it, and then 
took it out and held it between his fingers, delicately, to preserve 
the wrapper, and looked at it to avoid seeing the sneer on Leo’s 
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face. Leo sat still. He sneered angrily at the top of Candee’s sloped 
head, but he was listening so intently to his own thoughts that he 
was not aware of Candee at all. 

The thoughts ran, nagged, tickled and prickled on Leo’s mind 
like bugs on a ball. Just as bugs always seem to be searching for 
a way to reach the center of the ball, so Leo’s thoughts flocked 
and swarmed over the surface of his mind and seemed to seek 
the center. In the center, within the wall of the ball of his mind, 
he was afraid, not over whether he would make money, but of 
how he would nxake it. He was a lawful man and his need of money 
was lawless. 

Leo had been lawful in business all his life. He had started in 
the woolen business as an errand boy and had built a substantial 
firm for himself. But the war and the boom after it, and the big 
businessmen woolens attracted and made, and the tactics they used 
against each other, all this changed Leo’s business into something 
he couldn’t manage. Big business, fighting within itself, turned the 
industry into a lottery with yard goods as mere tickets in it. The 
woolen men down the line bet on how the woolen men up the 
line would bet on how consumers would bet on how woolen men 
would bet. Prices moved up and down violently without regard 
to value. It created a false market for materials and disturbed the 
operations of the true market. Leo was a timid man. His mind 
could not breathe well in an atmosphere of insecurity. There was 
nothing secure about betting on a market like this, but he had to 
do it to stay in business and he did it unhappily and fearfully, fear 
unbalancing his judgment, until a steeply falling market caught 
him, with shelves loaded and, before the market could recover, his 
creditors ganged up on him for their money and put him out of 
business. 

Although Leo had credit enough left to make a new start in 
woolens, he couldn’t bring himself to do if. His experience had 
been frightening enough to create in him a real revulsion for the 
business. Instead, he saw an opening for himself in butter-and-^gg 
routes in the suburbs. The construction industry had left the open- 
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ing. It had not been able to keep up efficiently with the spread of 
the city during the boom and there were not enough stores for the 
houses on the outskirts. 

Leo made money out of door-to-door selling of butter and eggs 
and staples, but he was not satisfied. The business, somehow, did 
not seem useful to him. He had been a merchant all his life, pro- 
viding goods — ^not merely service. To sell service, somehow, seemed 
false. Leo had to feel useful. If he didn’t feel useful, he felt insecure. 
And, anyway, the whole business was too risky for him. He could 
see the end of it. Big business had left a hole for him, but only 
because they were busy with other things and they would soon fill 
up the hole — ^with him inside it, if he remained. The construction 
industry would get around to putting up stores. As soon as it did, 
he would not be able to compete. He would be selling a delivery 
service to people who would not need it. 

“I’m a mouse eating when the cat is away,” he told himself and 
sold out his routes at a profit and bought a store in a newly con- 
structed neighborhood. He had a notion of developing the store 
into a chain, but the chain-store business was too big against him 
and a single store seemed too small to him. The money he could 
make out of a single store forced him too far down in the scale. 
He sold out his store, again at a profit, and then went into the 
business of buying stores in new neighborhoods, building them up 
and selling his lease at a profit. 

This was scratching for feed among the backyards of the large 
new world the big men of business were building for themselves. 
Leo scratched hard, with claws. He used the approved method for 
building up his stores — ^loss leaders and premiums, doing things for 
good will that a man who was there to make a living out of run- 
ning the store itself could not have afforded to do. Get the customers 
in, then sell them to a man who could not make a profit out of 
keeping them, especially when the chain stores would start to 
compete — ^it did not seem exaedy honest to Leo and he felt dis- 
satisfied and insecure. 

Between stores, Leo scratched in other backyards. He bought 
real estate and sold it when he could and filled in some of his time 
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with gambling on Wall Street. He operated his real estate specula- 
tions on a shoe-string, investing as little as he could in a property 
and then milking it. He stalled off the payments on the mortgages 
and taxes and bribed inspectors to overlook ^^temporarily” the re- 
pairs required by law. When he had collected enough rent to make 
back his investment and a profit, he stepped out and let his creditors 
foreclose. 

Then, suddenly, he was through with all this. He flung it from 
him and there was an emotion of violence in him and of relief as 
if he had broken some foul and loathsome hold on himself. He 
felt that way. Inside him there lay a feeling of escape and inside 
that feeling lay a revulsion against what he had escaped from. He 
made a large investment in two apartment houses, planning even- 
tually to pay off the mortgages and own them outright. He leased 
a garage and determined to run it as a business, not as a mere 
squeeze-box for squeezing out profits. 

But, however he tried to hide, the world in which he lived 
hunted him down. Whatever barricade he tried to erect for him- 
self, the world tore it down and got at him. When the depression 
cut the income on Leo’s apartment houses, the money he had put 
into these properties became valueless, and only the money that 
remained owing on them had value. When he tried to do a favor 
for a brother he had not seen in many years, he lost his garage 
business. Tucker’s business rivals found the trucks and had them 
confiscated and the garage padlocked. Leo’s landlords saw their 
opportunity to profit from Leo’s work and get more rent from a 
new tenant. And again Leo was loose in the world, with no place 
in it, feeling naked and insecure against it. 

Money was not enough to keep his feeling of insecurity under 
control. He did need money. His mind needed money to breathe, 
exactly as his lungs needed air. But money itself was insecure. He 
required ^‘position,” too, a commendable place in society, one in 
which he need not feel vulnerable to his enemies. Money was only 
the first need. Money was for survival. “Position” was to make 
survival endurable. It was for existence, and what he feared in 
these latest, hunted days of his was the existence his need for sur- 
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vival could compel him to lead. He had an example o£ what this 
could mean in his brother, the dreaded “Guinea Joe” Minch, and 
die living presence o£ his danger sat before him in Samson Candec, 
gingerly making a proposition about the policy business. 

But Leo could not recognize his danger with his conscious mind^ 
If he did, it would mean he would have to examine it and under* 
stand it and understand how small his chance for escape from it 
had become. Then his feeling of insecurity might dishevel his 
mind. He might become apathetic or erratic, one of the cases of 
“shock” so common in the depression. So, instead, whenever the 
danger became unbearably plain, his conscious mind took to lapsing 
into blankness. It struggled to keep unknown and unthought his 
unknown thoughts and his unthought thoughts. And Candee sat 
in the cloud of the struggle, puzzling over its shadow, while Leo 
sat in the middle of the struggle, “day-dreaming,” he thought, and 
finding it difficult to concentrate, and finding himself unaccountably 
contemptuous at times towards the man before him and unac- 
countably irritable at other times, as one is in the face of a danger 
whose existence one refuses to admit. 

The unlit, twenty-cent cigar was twiddled a moment gently in 
long, thick fingers as Candee wondered whether it would be useful 
for him to go on. He knew a policy banker who was in trouble. The 
banker had had bad luck and had been hit for more than he could 
pay out. The man was trying to pay off the hits in instalments. 
In the meantime, people did not place bets with a banker they 
knew was too hard up to pay his hits so the commissions of the 
bank’s controllers and collectors had fallen off. If they could hear 
of a desirable new banker, they would willingly leave their present 
banker to his debts. Candee knew all seven of the controllers con- 
cerned. He knew they could take their collectors — maybe 1,500 
collectors all told, or maybe even more — with them wherever they 
went and Mr. Minch would be a great temptation for drem to go. 
The garage had made Mr. Minch a substantial figure in Harlem. 
It had been the largest in that part of the city. The association of 
his name with Ben Tucker and “Guinea Joe” was even more at- 
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tractive for the policy business. Tucker meant big money, hits 
being paid oif with Bank o£ England solidity and promptness, and 
meant freedom from police interference. It was true that, occa- 
sionally, the police did arrest a collector for being in possession of 
policy slips — the slips on which the numbers selected and the 
amoimts bet were written. When this happened, the slips were 
confiscated and the players concerned lost, not only their chance 
to win, but the money they had paid in. An arrest like that wouldn’t 
happen to a collector working for Mr. Tucker or for Mr. Minch, 
whose name meant Tucker in Harlem now. Anyway, what was 
just as good, the customers would feel sure it wouldn’t happen, 
and they’d be happy to bet with Mr. Minch’s collectors. But if Mr. 
Minch was going to make out like this, thought Candec, put on 
the dog and give him the ritz like this, make out he’s too good 
to cut a corner for a dollar, then what was the use of giving away 
the information he had? 

The cigar was twiddled in silence. Samson Candee’s head was 
stooped in silence. Leo sneered angrily into the silence until at last 
he became aware of the silence and strove to remember what 
Candee had been saying and couldn’t and saw he was looking at 
the imlit cigar. 

‘"Here!” Leo took matches out of his pocket. “Have a light for 
that cigar of yours.” 

Samson Candee lifted his head in surprise. “No thanks ” he said. 

Leo knew that the index to Samson’s financial position was 
whether his cigar was lit. But this was a moment when he was 
contemptuous of Samson. His contempt was bodied with a hatred 
that was at once inexplicable to him and irresistible. He struck one 
of the matches and held it towards the cigar. “Go ahead, Sam,” he 
said, “and see if it’ll burn.” 

Samson pulled his cigar back and leaned forward and blew out 
th^ match. He blew slowly and thoughtfully. “You want to hurt 
my cigar with that thing?” he said at last and laughed with em- 
barrassment. 

Leo laughed, too, in an eager way. For a moment he had a sense 
of power over Samson. Then, with the volatility that afflicts a mind 
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trying to struggle away from what is inside itself, a feeling of misery 
came into Leo and sank drowning in him. He reaHzed it was not 
he who had the power, but Samson. Samson had come to him to 
make the deal and he had not wanted to make it. Yet he would 
make it all the same. He would associate with riffraff and run a 
riffraff gambling game and pay police to keep him out of jail. All 
because he had no power against Samson. The real power had been 
Samson’s and had been exerted irresistibly ever since he had men- 
tioned that Leo need risk very litde of his money to get the profits 
offered. 

Then a curious thing happened in Leo’s mind. Almost separately 
from him, without his being clearly aware of what it was making 
him do, it roused him tiredly to fight against making the deal. 
“What happens to the banker when I take away his controllers.?” 
he asked. 

Candee had been saying this thing was so good he would like 
to handle it himself without Leo, only he had so many other pro- 
motions to attend to he could not spare the time “at this junction.” 
Leo’s question interrupted him. “Who?” he said, puzzled. 

“The banker with his debts. When I take away his business.” 

“Oh him. He’s out, that’s all. Scratched. He goes right out of 
the picture altogether.” 

For a moment Leo was sorry for the banker and tried* to feel 
that he couldn’t do to another what had been done to him, couldn’t 
drive a man into the street out of business at such a time. But his 
emotion was only momentary and he began to think that, after 
all, the man’s assets were safe. If a policy banker ever had to pay 
out more than he took in, all he need do was go out of business. 
His creditors were powerless. There was no law on their side. 
Whatever the banker had to leave behind in going out of business 
was chicken feed. There was no plant, just an office for the bank 
with a few sticks of furniture in it. There was no stock of mer- 
chandise. The stock was cash. It lay in the banker’s pocket. It came 
in every day and hits did not have to be paid until the following 
day. There was not even a payroll, except for a few clerical em- 
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ployees in the olEce and the police. Everybody else worked on com- 
mission and took his commission in advance. 

So Leo’s capital would be safe. He would not have to put his last 
cent on the line. He thought of this a long time. There was a feeling 
of fright in him that he mistook for excitement. Then he was roused 
once again by something deep in him to a new attack against mak- 
ing the deal. 

“Why do you pick me out for this?” he cried. “Why not go take 
your deal to somebody who’s already in the business?” 

“Well . . Samson smiled uneasily. He believed if he revealed 
to Leo everything that made Leo the right man for the job, then 
Leo would feel he no longer needed Samson and would squeeze 
him out. “I thought we were kind of friends,” he said, “know each 
other for a long time now and I know, heard you were looking 
around for a little action somewhere and thought I’d help you out 
if I could.” 

“Yes, but how can I help you? I’d like to help, you know that, 
Sam. I like to help everybody. That’s my trouble, all my life. But 
why should these controllers go to work for me when they can 
walk across the street to another bank that is already a going 
concern ?” 

“You got a name, Mr. Minch.” 

Leo looked at Candee suspiciously. This was what he had wanted 
to bring out in the open, the name of Tucker and his connection 
with Tucker so that he could become frightened of it and revolt 
against it with the strength of fear. “I’m through here, you know,” 
he said and raised his hand slightly to indicate the o&cc and the 
garage. 

“No, but you got a real high-class name for the business, Mr. 
Minch, just what they need.” 

“Name for what? I’m through here, I told you, washed up. I’m 
not in the garage any more. It’s not mine. I’m just sitting in the 
oiEce to have a place to sit. I ain’t got a button in this place that’s 
mine.” 

“That’s all right. That’s good. You won’t need a garage to tie 
you down once you get in the policy business with your name.” 
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“What name? I told you. . . . Name for what?” 

“A name for just what’s needed to the business.” 

“What do you mean? What are you talking about?” 

“What we all heard about, Mr. Minch, read in the papers that 
time.” 

“Tucker?” 

“It’s just the name what’s needed to the business and will make 
a big business for you in a month’s time, just sitting still in a 
month’s time.” 

“You mean,” cried Leo in a high, panicky voice, “you want me 
to go in this business with Tucker?” 

“No, no,” Candee said. “Oh no, just the name, because of you 
and him being in the public eye together, connected there, by this 
thing that happened.” 

“I got no connection with Tucker,” said Leo. His voice rose. “I 
never saw him in my life. I wouldn’t know him if I saw him. I 
never heard of him from a hole in the ground.” He stood up. “And 
that so-called brother of mine who works for him!” he shouted. 
“You know what’s the truth? I’ve seen him maybe two times since 
I’m a boy. I don’t want to see him. He’s as good as dead with me, 
you hear, as far as I’m concerned!” 

Samson had risen, too. Leo took a few angry, excited steps away 
from him. Then he turned and began to search Samson’s face. 
The fleshy, leather-colored folds told Leo nothing except that Sam- 
son was startled. There was no longer any panic in Leo. Something 
in him had expected the mention of his name with Tucker’s to 
drive him into an outburst of strength over Samson, but it had 
not happened. Instead his mind was working rapidly and co- 
herently. Samson had not believed him. Nobody would believe him. 
They would all expect him to keep a connection with Tucker 
secret. But, if it ever came to the point where the truth had to be 
Droved in a way that everybody could believe, then he had his own 
words to fall back on. He had told them. Was it his fault they 
ladn’t believed him? In the meantime, Tucker’s name could be 
he capital in his business. It would be like a gold reserve. It need 



THE POWER OF SAMSON 


17 


not be there to fulfill its function. The only thing necessary was 
belief that it was there. 

The surprise faded like light in Samson’s face and left his face 
emotionless. He watched the angry fear give way in Leo to thought 
and then to an easy, pleased kind of cunning. 

“You mean you don’t talk to them/’ said Samson, “and they 
don’t answer?” 

He smiled a little. Then his smile broadened and his teeth thrust 
through the smile. Leo looked into Candee’s smile for a moment 
with the blankness of thought. After that, he, too, began cunningly 
to smile. 


II 


Samson did not understand the reason for his power over Leo, nor 
did Leo. It was hopeless for Samson ever to expect to understand 
it and nearly hopeless for Leo. The reasons were too complicated. 
Not only were things Leo himself had Hved through involved, but 
also other things of which he had no knowledge, obscure events, 
some of them going back to before he was born, others taking place 
out of his sight. One of these occurred in his parents’ bedroom in 
the tenement flat on the upper east side of Manhattan where he 
and his brother had been born. He was twelve at the time, Joe 
was eight and they slept side by side in their own bedroom while 
the incident took place. 

The boys slept and Sara Minch, their mother who had been sick 
a long time, now lay in her own room nearly dead. Her husband 
fussed in the room without looking at her. It seemed to him so 
still there that to walk in it was like walking in a cloud. Jacob, 
too, was sick. For several years he had had the feeling his own 
body was decaying around him. It was too much for him to watch 
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his wife now, lying inside her exhausted, shut-eyed body as in a 
cofSn. While Jacob fussed, the blood gushed in his downcast head 
and the windy sound of the blood blew through the cloud of quiet. 

When there was nothing further he could pretend he was doing, 
he pulled the smooth bedclothes smoother over his wife’s motion- 
less body, still without looking at her face. After that he stood still. 
He looked at the floor and looked along the floor to the wall and 
along the wall to the corner and down the corner to the floor and 
then stopped looking. He stood with his eyes open and empty. 
Finally he saw Sara’s hand below his. He began to wonder why 
he could not look at his wife’s face. A force held him. His head 
was rigid on his rigidly held neck and would not raise. He felt 
ashamed. But, how could that be.? How had he wronged her? 
He must be afraid that, if he looked at her, he would see she was 
dead. His face crinkled at the thought, but he could not raise his 
head. He touched her hand with one finger, shyly and pleadingly. 
She did not move. He lifted his eyes in fear and saw that she had 
died. 

"She is out of it,” he thought. 

The thought was unexpected and he did not understand it. He 
struggled to understand it. The words of the thought clung to his 
mind, but fear creamed in him like a wave. Fear went down 
through him and up through him and then it shook the flesh of 
his brain. 

"She has ended it,” he screamed. The cloud of emptiness in the 
room took in his words and was silent. He looked at the door 
beyond which his sons lay sleeping. "Boys,” he shouted, standing 
stock still and staring at the door, "your mother has ended it.” 

Leo and Joe stirred along each other, but did not wake and were 
not awakened. 

It had been possible to afford only a young doctor for Sara, and 
he turned out to be what is known as a nice boy. He was still 
impressed with, and not yet coarsened by, the aspects of doctoring. 
He assumed responsibilities with serious intentions and had fevy 
and weak defenses against the responsibilities he did assume. 
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Therefore it became inevitable, during the treatment of Sara in 
her last illness, for the Doctor to feel it was important that Jacob 
should understand exactly the reason for his wife’s death. If Jacob 
understood that Sara had died, fundamentally, because she had 
wanted to, he might refrain from going the same way for the sake 
of his sons. It did not occur to him that the mother and father 
had engaged privately and without words in a plot to end their 
lives and that Jacob’s shame over his wife’s death was due to shame 
over their plot. 

The Doctor began gently, as soon as the two boys were out of 
the way. The talk must be as delicate as surgery, he thought, and 
he picked among many words before uttering any. Jacob, he 
thought, no doubt was blaming himself already for the death. ’‘'If 
I had not done this or had done that or had or had not done any 
one of a hundred thousand little things, then . . .” that sort of 
thing. In that case, irremediable harm could be done by telling the 
man plainly and immediately, “It is true; in a way you are to blame; 
you did not make her want to live.” No, this was surgery. The 
truth had to be laid open, but skillfully and without shock. 

Then the Doctor discovered Jacob did not seem to understand, 
or perhaps did not want to understand, that such an event was 
possible, a person could induce illness and succumb to illness, all 
because of a thought in his mind. The Doctor felt overcome with 
helplessness at the size of his task. It was not so much that he was 
a busy man as a young man, with the feeling in him always that, 
beyond whatever he was doing, there was his life waiting for him 
to live it. He decided the whole thing would have to be done for 
Jacob by a friend whose knowledge Jacob respected. Yet, where 
was such a friend to be found Jacob seemed somewhat above his 
surroundings and there had been only neighbor men and their 
women at the funeral. The Doctor thought for a moment of making 
himself into such a friend. But he did not have the time. No, no 
time. And then, whenever he would come calling, there would be 
tension about whether to pay and what to pay for. And who, 
actually, would pay him for the visits and for treatment in a field 
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in which he was not qualified, not entirely quafificd, only in fact 
an amateur? No, no, he could not do everything for everybody. 

But he had begun, so he continued — ^somewhat less delicately now. 
“It was just a case of one thing after another,” he said. “She had 
no resistance. She kept going down, like a snowball — you know, 
things piling on. That’s the way it was.” 

“But why just her should get it?” cried Jacob. 

“I told you, no resistance. That’s the way those things work. You 
have no resistance so you get sick. The more you get sick, the less 
resistance.” 

“But why just her should have no resistance? She was a big, 
strapping woman.” 

The Doctor looked embarrassed. “The body gets worn out,” he 
said at last. 

“From children?” 

“No! Now don’t think a thing like that, not in this case!” The 
Doctor had spoken sharply. He knew what mischief such an idea 
in a widower could cause. He would not have undertaken the 
conversation at all if it had not been for Jacob’s two sons, par- 
ticularly Joe, the younger, especially attractive one. 

Now the Doctor became embarrassed again and impatient. His 
sharp tone had jarred the mood he had been constructing to make 
Jacob understand what had happened to his wife without feeling 
guilty or ashamed. He wanted Jacob to feel moved instead, to cure 
his own susceptibility to that kind of death. It would take too long 
to restore the mood and too many words. The Doctor was not a 
man for words and really there was no time, no time. 

“I’m going to tell you something that will be hard for you to under- 
stand what they mean, where they fit in in this case,” the Doctor 
said and halted, startled, because he had not intended anything 
so abrupt and businesslike. Then, even more embarrassed and more 
impatient, he floundered on with, “I want you to think about what 
I’m going to tell you, think all around it and about everything it 
means and where they fit in. It’s very complicated, so think about 
it and don’t make up your mind what the truth is about where it 
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fits in for a long time, not until youVe thought about it for a long 
long time, I mean months and years.” 

Jacob nodded and hunched forward in his chair. He liked this 
He was fond of making his life sound great with words. 

“All right,” said the Doctor, “so here it is: there are things ir 
the mind that no one knows. It’s a mystery like everything else 
Now you think of that, what goes on in the mind, things in youi 
own mind that you don’t even dream arc there, that you don’ 
know, you never heard of. And if you yourself tell yourself they’n 
there in your own mind, you’ll say to yourself, it’s a lie. But they’n 
there just the same, your own thoughts.” 

The Doctor paused and Jacob, although he still sat forward 
seemed disappointed. “Do you sec what that means?” the Docto 
cried and added with exasperation, because now he was condemninj 
himself for ever having begun, “No, you can’t sec all at once, it’ 
not possible. But think about it. Keep it in your mind. Here ar 
your thoughts. They are in your own mind and you don’t knov 
it, you never heard of them, you don’t care. But they live ther 
and they got electricity to play with and chemicals to play witt 
all this power to work with on the body and try to do to your bod; 
what they want, when you don’t even know what it is yourscli 
although it’s your body and your mind.” 

Jacob sat staring. He was no longer disappointed. Electricity am 
chemicals, power. His surprised brain fumbled with the Doctor’ 
unexpected words. The way that Sara had taken was plain to hiri 
now. He had understood it all along. The accusation had eva 
come unexpectedly into his mouth as he saw her dead. “She ha 
ended it,” he had cried. But it had not been clear to him then, as i 
was now, in the way a path is lighted for a man to follow. 

“That’s really some mystery I tell you,” he said and remaine 
staring with mouth open. 

“Yes, but you must think about it and just keep thinking abot 
it and you will know it is true, that there is a mystery in the mine 
what it’s thinking about and what it’s doing to youi Then, whe 
you know it’s true, you will see where it fits in in your case. Don 
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believe that you will get it the first time. Say no, that’s not it. The 
truth where it fits in is something else. And the second time and 
the third time and so on, so forth, like that, until at last, years 
maybe, it fits in perfectly, every little detail fits in just perfect like 
a glove.” 

“That’s really some mystery to me altogether I tell you,” said 
Jacob. 

The Doctor had a sudden feeling of fear, as if he had made an 
injection and had forgotten what he had put into the hypodermic. 
Frightened, he stared at Jacob’s face to discover whether he had 
injected a fluid that would heal or destroy. The face told him noth- 
ing of what he wanted to know. It was covered with surprise and 
grief and worry. 

“The trouble with me is,” the Doctor told himself as he left, 
“I take everything too serious.” 

The boys did not return to the house until the Doctor had gone. 

Jacob forgot the Doctor’s words more quickly than the Doctor 
did. At least, he put them out of his conscious thoughts more 
quickly. Yet the words remained underneath the surface of his 
mind, for they had been what was needed. 

Jacob was always tired now. He believed his tiredness came from 
grief, but his grief passed rather quickly and his feeling of ex- 
haustion did not. It became chronic. “I am a very sick man my- 
self,” he told himself. 

The struggle to die was begun in him. It went on below the 
surface of his mind. Sara and the Doctor had shown him the way 
out of the life he was leading. Part of him was afraid to take it 
and part of him knew he would take it. Part of him refused to 
take it for his sons’ sake and for the sake of self-preservation and 
part of him insisted on taking it. Fear and the struggle itself sucked 
his tissues empty of strength. He could not sleep well or eat well, 
but he was not aware of the fear or the struggle, only of an ex- 
haustion he believed must be caused by grief. 

“How can I get sick.?” he cried to himself. “What will become 
of my boys?” 



the power of SAMSON 


23 

Then he felt he was going to die soon. That was his fate. He 
was an unlucky man and fate had always been against him. If it 
were not for the boys, he would not be sorry. No, he was tired 
and would not be sorry to die. 

There were tubercle bacilli in him, as in all city dwellers. They 
became the harpies of his death. His mind worked nerves to work 
glands to secrete juices to stir reactions. A symphony became loose 
in him. Electrics and chemicals and the forces of nature thundered 
unheard up and down him and waked the harpies. A wall that had 
sealed the harpies in a corner of a lung wore thin and split and 
crumbled. 

“I have not long to live/' Jacob told himself. 

The harpies stretched awake and reached for food. They ate 
Jacob and fattened and ate more of him and fattened more. 

I got no resistance,” he thought. ‘‘The wind goes through me 
like my chest is paper.” 

Then Jacob was sick with tuberculosis. After that, he died. 

Before dying, Jacob set his household in order as well as a money- 
less tailor could- He had that much sense of responsibility towards 
Leo and Joe. He moved his sons into a three-room flat, small 
enough for them to manage, and trained them to manage it— all 
of it, cooking, cleaning, marketing, laundering and even sewing. 

Up to that time, Leo had been overshadowed by his younger 
brother and ignored. As a baby, Leo had been not merely unex- 
pected to his parents, but unwelcome as well. Sara and Jacob were 
then still fighting against the poverty that thronged their lives. 
A child made their struggle seem hopeless. 

They did their best for Leo. They talked love for him into them- 
selves and cooed over him and fondled him. But all the sum of 
each of them was flung into a fight against the life each was being 
compelled to live. The baby was one of the enemies in the fight. 
No matter how unnatural they would call their feeling for their 
baby, no matter how repelled they were by their feeling, no matter 
how they tried to alter it and destroy it, the feeling lived on. 
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They buried it and it lived on. They assured the world they loved 
their baby and assured each other and assured the baby and even, 
in the privacy of their own minds, assured themselves. But the fact 
that poverty had made their baby their enemy lived on and there 
could be no love in them for Leo. 

By the time Joe came, four years after Leo, Sara and Jacob 
stopped fighting and gave in to poverty as their way of life. But 
it was too late for Leo now. It would be forever too late. 

The parents turned from fighting poverty to escaping from its 
effects. Everything in their lives was turned by them into a means 
of escape. They fastened on Joe as a new baby, one they had never 
hated. He became to them a way out of the life to which they were 
bound. They loved him. His spirit was nourished by their love. 
His nourished spirit fed his body. He became a sound, burly boy. 
Health sunned his face and made him good looking. His mind, 
free of the fears that can numb minds, unfolded boldly and grasped 
and grappled and conquered. 

“A regular little genius,” he was called, ‘‘smart like a whip.” 

Since it is natural for pure man to love all men, it was natural 
that Joe and Leo should love each other. Their love went deep 
and was lodged securely. But their love had no chance to grow 
straight. It grew as they grew, in poverty. That was their foe, 
poverty. Poverty was their cultural heritage, the endless chain of 
life by which the past manacles itself to the future. Because 
poverty had made his parents ignore Leo and love Joe, the love in 
each little boy for the other developed strange growths. Leo’s love 
for his baby brother grew into admiration and then envy. Joe’s love 
for Leo grew into pity. Leo responded to Joe’s pity with gratitude. 
Joe responded to Leo’s gratitude with more pity. 

Yet the two boys remained fixed in each other. Love had no room 
to grow correctly and give off good fruits in the lives they were 
made to live. Soon, indeed, there was little to show they loved 
each other, and then there was nothing to show it and they could 
not know it themselves. There was no sign of love except, some- 
how, they were not able to let each other alone. That was the 
wonder. Poverty and life in poverty could twist their love, but 
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could not destroy it. Their love had become part of them and part 
of their fate. 

It was Leo who took to his father’s housekeeping training. Joe 
became the one who was slow to learn and indifferent and sullen 
and 'lazy.” 

"The ugly duckling grows up ” thought Jacob. Leo puzzled him. 
Joe worried him. 

This sudden change-over between the two boys was not mysteri- 
ous except perhaps to those around them. Leo was now happy. 
He had his own home to manage and he could feel that the job 
he had in the shipping department of a woolen goods firm was 
keeping it up. He no longer had parents to ignore him. He no 
longer need feel helpless in his gratitude towards Joe and thus 
resentful of his gratitude. Now it was he who was helping Joe. So 
he was settled in the tenement flat and became good at managing 
it and was settled in his job and became good at that, too. 

But Joe’s experience had been exactly opposite. The death of his 
mother and his father’s preoccupation with his own oncoming end 
moved Leo out from under a cloud, but it took away from Joe 
all the source of his strength. Before Joe could find a source of 
strength in something else, he had been put in the charge of one 
he had long pitied and now must feel guilty towards for ever having 
pitied. 

Leo planned on keeping Joe in school until Joe had learned a 
profession or had become, as he put it, "at least an educated man 
with a high school diploma.” His emotion was logical, based as it 
was on love. Until the change-over happened, Joe was successful 
in school. Leo, on the other hand, was conscious": of his own lack 
of schooling. He felt inferior to people and, not knowing enough 
to blame it on the insecurity his parents had given him, he be- 
lieved in his inferiority and blamed it on his lack of schooling. Joe, 
he determined, would be given an education. 

But Joe did not cooperate. What father and brother thought of 
as “the stage” he was going through did not end. It became worse. 
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Neither Jacob nor Leo knew what to do. No one knew Joe had 
pitied Leo. Joe himself was no longer conscious of it. No one could 
understand, not even Joe, Joe could only feel, what it meant to a 
human mind robbed of security to be placed in the power of one 
who had been pitied and now no longer need be or could be. 

Joe understood merely that any success Leo had or even any 
effort at success Leo made was something that stirred hate in him. 
Not hate for Leo. Nothing so cleansing as that. Love stood in the 
way of anything like that. Not even necessarily hate for what Leo 
was doing. Just futile, pus-bearing hate for whatever there was 
around. And Joe began to feel inferior to Leo. Soon he became 
inferior to Leo. 

Still the affair of love between the brothers went on its sick, 
sickening, crooked and crippling way. 

The way Joe lived after his father died, it was only a question of 
time until he got himself into a jam there was no getting out of, 
and now one came that seemed to be it. He was fifteen. He had 
been lucky steadily for years. Now his luck was turning against 
him. 

Joe had just been living along in Leo’s home. He tried hard to 
be as he had been and was expected to be, but he couldn’t seem 
to try hard long enough. He wanted to make enough money to 
become independent of Leo. That was his ambition. It filled him 
full. Sometimes, even, he had a sensation that, if he put his teeth 
together, he' would bite into it. 

Yet, whatever he tried in order to get money seemed to go against 
a grain in him. He’d get a job and be fired or quit and then loaf 
around with nothing to do and break out to get hold of some 
money or maybe just to be doing something. Then he’d wind up 
scared at what he’d done. He’d be frightened of the risk he’d run, 
and also ashamed at what he was becoming, and find another job 
and keep it for a few days or a week — once for four months and 
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it looked, that time, as though he really were going to setde down 
— and then be without a job and start his resdess loafing again. 

Joe shined shoes and sold newspapers and became an errand boy 
and then a messenger boy for the telegraph company and a helper 
on a truck and an apprentice in a hat factory and an apprentice 
to a furrier and delivery boy in a fruit market and helper in a 
bicycle repair store — thirty-four jobs altogether in three years. He 
was fired more often than he quit. He was fired generally because 
of the way he acted when he was told to do something and be- 
cause, whenever he worked, he was sullen and hard to get along 
with. 

‘‘You got a weakness in your character,” the exasperated Leo 
told him. “You fly apart because there’s nobody around who’s boss 
to lick you.” 

When his restless loafing had ended in trouble, Joe had always 
managed to think a way out before ^Leo could learn of it. But, he 
felt now, he was not going to think a way out of this one. He had 
owed a boy called Shortie $5 for two months as a result of a bet 
and had always told the boy he’d pay him when he got down to 
his name on the list of creditors because Shortie was soft and easy 
to push around. Now, as they were standing in a candy store, 
where the boys hung out when tired of the pool room, Shortie was 
telling him the money had to be paid right away, before eight 
o’clock that night, and Joe had the feeling he was listening to what 
he had been expecting to hear for a long time. He had no money. 
He didn’t know a place to get any. 

“The rabbit jumped up and bit me in the heart,” said Joe to 
himself. 

Shortie knew Joe had sneaked into a Lexington Avenue saloon 
about five blocks away and had crouched along the bar until a 
customer had put down a dollar bill and then had grabbed up the 
dollar bill and run. Now Shortie was saying, if he didn’t get his fi’ 
bucks before the bartender went to work at eight o’clock, he was 
going to go over to the saloon and tell the bartender where Joe 
lived. 
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The boy was skinny and small. He was sixteen, but he looked 
twelve and always felt put upon and always was put upon. By 
God, he told Joe, he was going to get his five or the pleasure of it 
and, if Joe beat him up and sent him to the hospital, it didn t make 
any difference. He wouldn’t forget, no matter how long he had to 
stay in the hospital, and as soon as he could walk again, hed go 
over to the saloon and tell the bartender where Joe lived. 

“Okay, Shortie,” said Joe. He held up his fist and pointed to it 
with one finger. “What are you going to do about this five after 
you get your fi’ bucks?” 

“I don’t care,” Shortie told him. “I’m right. I’ve let you guys 
kick me around long enough and use me and throw me around 
long enough and now I’m finished, that’s all. You got till eight and 
not another minute, that’s all.” 

Shortie was drawn so tall his body trembled. Joe could tell by 
the boy’s face just what Shortie was feeling and he thought, sud- 
denly, that must be the way he himself looked sometimes when 
arguing with Leo. Just the same, he moved on Shortie slowly, 
holding his fist up and tapping it with one finger. He moved 
scowUng, but as in a dream, with the sensation of walking through 
his own thoughts and through the image of Shortie’s white, stiff- 
ened face. 

He came to a slow halt. He realized there was no use trying to 
do anything with Shortie. It would only make everything worse. 
He had been the way Shortie was now often enough to under- 
stand that the boy was beyond being argued out of what he had 
made up his mind to do, no matter how unreasonable it was and 
no matter how unreasonable he knew it 'was, and was beyond 
being scared out of it or beaten out of it. 

For an instant, Joe pitied Shortie and, with the pity, came a feel- 
ing that he wanted Leo to know he had stolen money off a bar. 
The feeling was violent. It had pleasure in it, too, but it seemed 
crazy to him and he stopped thinking of it. 

“You know what’s coming to a squealer,” he said to Shortie. 
He lowered his fist and spit at the floor near Shortie’s feet. 

“I know what’s coming eight o’clock,” Shortie said. 
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Joe was shaking as he walked out of the candy store. He stood 
in the street, hands in pockets, and thought, ^‘This is it all right. 
Here’s the one I’ll not get out of.” 

It was an afternoon in early autumn. The doors to all the stores 
were hinged open. He walked along slowly. At fifteen, he looked 
nearly as mature as Leo, then nineteen. Leo was a dumpy young 
man. Joe was taller and broader and more solidly built. He had 
his parents’ big frame with well-muscled flesh on it. A tough-guy 
look had been laid over his face and there was a tough swing to 
his walk and to his talk. Yet, although Joe looked much more the 
man than Leo, he did not feel the better for it. Leo^s sHghtness 
made him feel too big and clumsy. 

Now he thought it was funny a fivc-dollar bet with Shortie 
should come to be the blowoflE when there had been so many other 
more important things. He told himself he was glad, anyway, that 
the thing Leo was going to find out was a little thing and thought, 
‘'Christ, fi’ bucks! There’s plenty of places to get hold of fi’ bucks.” 
He discovered he was looking into the stores as he passed them 
and thinking of the money that lay in cash drawers and looking 
at women and their pocketbooks and thinking how easy it would 
be to slip up behind one of them and grab her pocketbook and 
run, run, run like hell on legs, down the block, around the corner, 
into a doorway before the woman had time to take in enough 
breath to scream. 

“No,” he thought, “I’m in this and I’m just going to sit in it and 
take what’s coming to me.” 

His brain felt tired. He stood staring into a butcher store. It was 
empty. The butcher had gone into the big icebox in back of the 
store. A grab-and-run steal would be easy. Joe turned around 
abruptly and went home. 

“All my life I’ve been worrying about getting out of trouble,” 
he thought. “This time Fm tired. I’m going to sit in it and not 
move and the hell with it.” 

The alarm clock in the kitchen showed four o’clock when Joe 
reached home. Leo wasn’t due before 7:30. Joe sat around the house 
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for a while trying to think of something to do. He began looking 
for an object to fool around with, maybe something to repair, 
and while he was opening drawers he discovered he really was 
looking for money. He didn’t expect to find any, but he hunted 
and thought of asking Leo for $5. “What for?” he heard Leo say 
and heard himself answer, “To pay a bet,” and heard himself laugh 
at himself. If Leo knew Joe was doing any betting, he’d think Joe 
was on the way to prison. 

Joe looked in all the drawers in the house and in all the dishes 
and pots and pans. “That guy don’t leave a dime nowhere that’s not 
nailed down,” he told himself and looked behind the pictures and 
in the tank of the toilet and in Leo’s shoes. It occurred to him sud- 
denly Leo must have money somewhere. He had never thought of 
Leo’s money before but now, thinking of it, he knew Leo would not 
spend all he earned no matter how little that was. Leo had all the 
virtues, every single lousy virtue there was in the good book. Joe 
almost pulled Leo’s shoes inside out digging into them. He searched 
the linings of Leo’s clothes and even the linings of his own old 
clothes, thinking Leo might have hidden it there because he knew 
Joe wouldn’t go near old clothes and they were kept only because 
Leo never threw anything out. 

On the windowsill there was a flower pot full of dirt but without 
any plant in it. Joe poked the dirt with a pencil and got excited 
when the pencil hit something hard. It was only a stone. He dug 
the stone out and hefted it and snickered. The snicker seemed to 
float in him on a vast hopelessness. He leafed through some of Leo’s 
books and some of his own old schoolbooks and the books their 
father had left. Then he went to the closet and got out the trunk 
where Leo kept embroidered linen that had belonged to their 
mother’s trousseau. He went through all the things and even ran 
his fingers over the lining of the trunk, looking for lumps, thinking 
every lump was money. 

He got down on his hands and knees and searched under the 
furniture and looked behind the wall moldings and ran his fingers 
along all the floor boards, looking for a loose one, and sat a while 
on the floor, staring at the floor aimlessly and at his hands and at 
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the legs o£ chairs. Then he got up to look into the one place he had 
been saving for last because he knew it was in there, it must be in 
there and was in there all right and all the rest was just monkeying 
around, drawing it out, piling it up, saving the best for the end, 
making the end good, making the end happy. 

This last place was a cardboard box in which Leo had stored 
mementoes of his mother and father — a photograph, his wallet, her 
last pocketbook, the dress she had been married in, her shoes and 
his shoes and a complete outfit of his, including underwear and shirt 
and tie. Among the folds of the garments, Joe found a savings bank 
book made out in Leo’s name. No withdrawals were recorded, only 
deposits most of them for $3, some for as little as fifteen cents. 
The total was $267.35. 

Jesus!” said Joe. He was stunned and somewhat frightened. The 
word had been torn out of him. He looked around him. ^‘Why,” 
his voice was loud and surprised and fearful and angry, ‘Vouldn’t 
you just know it with a guy like that!” The words dropped into 
silence. He heard them echo and became aware of the quiet and 
the feeling of loneliness in the empty flat. He put the bank book 
into his pocket and put away the trunk and the cardboard box and 
spent a long time tidying up wherever he had searched. 

He went into the kitchen and put some water up to boil. He had 
decided to make a soup for supper with thick pieces of meat in it 
and beans and barley and with what was called in the neighbor- 
hood “soupen greens.” The feeling of surprise and fright would not 
leave him. He put in the meat and salted the water and sat down 
to wait for it to boil. 

The fire in the coal stove was silent. Darkness grew silent. He 
sat in it for a long time, hardly thinking. Then he took out the 
bank book and opened it and looked at the last figure in it — ^$267.35. 
His tongue licked along his lips. It was a rapid, involuntary gesture. 
A very hungry man might have made it at the thought of food. 

Joe didn’t know what he was going to do when Leo came home. 
He knew only that this was important. It was a crisis. Something 
was going to happen and whatever happened was going to decide 
a lot of tHngs. He wasn’t aware that he had made a decision long 
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before, while standing in the candy store facing Shortie, and had 
decided he had been driven far enough down by his emotions to- 
wards Leo and now was going to make a stop. He didn’t think of 
how he was going to do it or that he was going to do it. He thought 
only of how Leo had saved all this money out of nothing, out of the 
$12 a week he was now getting since his promotion in the shipping 
department, and had saved it in three years. 

No, less than three years. Because, when their father had died, 
there had been $20 left over from his funeral, and they had opened 
a joint savings account with it. A few months later, four, five months 
later, when the account got up to $31, he had had a fight with Leo 
and had run out of the house and had run to the bank and had 
drawn out all the money without telling Leo, because he was going 
to run away from home and make his own way that time sure. But 
he hadn’t run away. Instead, he had hung around with the money 
in his pocket and had bought a gold watch for $20 and a jackknife 
for |i and had lost the rest of the money on cards and horses and 
pool. He had told Leo the watch cost $31 and was a good invest- 
ment. “It’s something we can hock in an emergency,” he had ex- 
plained and Leo had said to keep the watch out of his sight because, 
if he ever got his hands on it, he’d smash it to pieces even though 
it cost a fortune of money. So Leo must have started this new ac- 
count after that and had saved all this money in two, two and a half 
years, 

Joe didn’t envy Leo the money. He didn’t take any satisfaction 
in learning that the family was comparatively well oS and did not 
have to worry any longer about emergencies. To him, the figures in 
the bank book were a map on which he could trace the whole course 
of their future life together — ^Leo going ahead in business and be- 
coming a solid, prosperous figure, Joe in the shadow as the no-good 
brother, the family bum, succumbing more and more to the life of 
a street loafer until he was lost in it forever. Maybe he was lost 
already. The thought was cloudy in him. It was hardly more than 
fear. He sat still in his fear and tasted it and did not know why he 
was afraid. 

“If I start all over again somewhere,” he told himself at last, “it 
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will be better. The trouble with me is Fm too weak. If I got Leo to 
lean on^ I lean on him and don’t want to work. But if it was work 
or starve to death, Fd get along all right.” 

He knew what was true about himself, that he was smart and 
resourceful. 

When Leo came home, Joe waited only for him to take off his hat 
and then told him he had something important to say and said he 
had heard of a good opportunity for a job in Kansas City. Joe had 
picked Kansas City as the place to go because it sounded far away 
and like a city. He took a chance and added, *‘in a meat-packing 
place,” and studied Leo’s face and saw only suspicion on it and 
said, “That’s a real good business to get into with plenty of mil- 
lionaires in it.” 

Joe’s voice quavered as he said it and he thought, “Oh, if only 
something wonderful like that would happen to me once in my life, 
just only the one time,” and imagined Leo handing over the money 
without fuss and imagined himself sitting on a train to Kansas City. 
He knew it couldn’t happen, not that way anyway, and thought, 
“If only he’d feel how good it would be to do it — to do it now, now, 
just the minute when I need it most and it would be the most won- 
derful, to do it without asking a single question, to do it just right 
out, ‘here, here’s the money, good luck.’ ” 

Leo was still frowning at him suspiciously. “Meat packing's Chi- 
cago,” he said. 

“This one what I was told about is hiring people is in Kansas 
City.” 

Leo knew Joe was lying, but he did not care a great deal. He 
thought for a moment of driving this foolish new notion out of 
Joe’s head by questioning him and making him admit he had not 
heard about any job there. And Joe felt Leo was going to do this. 
He stood braced for the questions and tried nervously to think of 
where Kansas City was and what meat-packing was and who 
among his friends might have told him about meat-packing. But 
Leo didn’t think the matter was important enough to waste time 


over. 
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“How do you expect to get there/’ Leo asked bluntly, “walk?” 

The unexpected question threw Joe off guard. “That’s what I was 
going to ask you, for some money/’ he said. 

“Ask me?” 

Leo’s tone was sharp and Joe floundered on. “Yes,” he said, “about 
seventy-five or a hundred, so I can get there and get a real start, the 
real right kind of a start, say with a hundred or so or whatever you 
can spare.” 

The pleading moved Leo. “Joe,” he said and looked into his 
brother’s flushed face and hungering eyes and stopped. “All right,” 
he said, “I’m not against it, you know that, if you want to go out 
and make an opportunity for yourself in business. But, why not the 
right way? Get a job here. I’ll help you. Get a job and put a few 
dollars together and then go wherever you want.” 

Joe looked up unhappily. “This job isn’t going to stay open all 
my life,” he said in a low tone. 

“Well, I know, if you had been in a position to take advantage 
of it, but . . . well, what can I do if you’re not in a position?” 

“You can give me the money if you want.” 

“Who me? Where’ll I get it?” 

“You got it.” 

“Who? What? Where should I get it? A hundred dollars.” 

“Don’t give me that,” said Joe. He lifted his face. He wasn’t em- 
barrassed any more at having had to lie. He was no longer afraid to 
be caught lying. Leo had driven him to lie and had driven him to be 
afraid to lie and had driven him to beg and had driven him to 
be ashamed of begging. But he forgot all that now because Leo 
had lied. “You got the money,” he cried. “You took it from me.” 

“That’s a new one,” said Leo. 

“Yes,” said Joe, “maybe it’s new to you, but you’ve been taking 
money from me four, five years now and I want it back, what’s 
mine.” 

“The money I took for the house before you could throw it down 
the sewer?” 

“That’s what your story was— for the house!” Joe pulled Leo’s 
bank book out of his pocket and waved it in the air. “This is a hell 
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of a fine how-do-you-do!” He slammed the bank book on the kitchen 
table and stood tall with rage. 

Leo looked at the bank book earnestly. Then he turned towards 
Joe. “Where did you find it?” he asked. 

Joe remembered suddenly how he had hunted in silence like a 
thief. What’s the difference,” he cried. “I want my money you 
stole” 

Leo looked steadily at his brother for a moment and then walked 
to the stove and lifted the lid of the soup pot and peered in. 

“Fm not playing ” said Joe. He thrust out his lower lip and nar- 
rowed his eyes and clenched his fists. “I want my money back,” 

Leo faced around quickly, throwing himself. “You think you’re a 
big clumsy ox you can beat me up for it?” he sneered. It was unfair. 
He knew it was unfair. He realized Joe felt awkward because of his 
size, but he was a short man with his own sense of inadequacy, and, 
like all short men, he hit big men where he could reach them, below 
the belt. 

“I don’t know what Fm going to do,” said Joe, and was gnawed 
into a shout. “Fm not responsible. A thing like this, to do a thing 
like this to me! I’ll break your head open, you hear, if you don’t 
give me my money back.” 

Leo was angry now, too. He ducked his head and thrust it towards 
Joe and tapped it with the fingers of one hand. “Go ahead,” he 
said. “Fm not big enough to stop you.” 

“I will!” The words broke from Joe. “Don’t drive me on like 
this! I will! I will!” He swung his fists through the air. His fists 
struck the air and thrashed it. 

Leo, his head still ducked, stood waiting and watching and sneer- 
ing. “I expect it from you,” he said finally. 

“You took my money,” cried Joe. “I got a chance now and it’s 
bad enough you take my money and hide it so I got to look for it 
like a thief without spoiling my chances, too.” 

“All right. Tell me. What’s in Kansas City? Cowboys? You want 
to be a cowboy?” 

“Never mind. I got a right to my money.” 

“If you think it’s your money,” said Leo, “go ahead to the bank 
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and draw it out. Go to Kansas City and be a cowboy. Go ahead. 
Go to the Yukon and dig up gold. Go ahead. Go! Go!” 

*Tou got to go with me to the bank. They won’t give it to me 
without you ” 

“Why not, if it’s your money, what you say.” 

“You know they won’t give it to me alone.” 

“So you want me to go and hand it over to you for a present?” 
Leo said. “Swell chance. You got a better chance to be Queen of 
England.” 

'It’s my money.” 

“How do you figure that? I took that money out of my stomach 
and put it in the bank and off my back. That’s my lunch money 
and going without a piece of fruit for breakfast and my clothes 
money in there. I walked to work when it was snowing, raining, 
when there was ice in the holes in my shoes, to save a nickel carfare 
and put a nickel more in the bank. Did you do it? Not that I re- 
member. Not once! You wouldn’t even keep a job.” 

“Part of that money comes from me. I know it. I didn’t have 
fruit either.” 

“What comes from you? The three, four dollars you made before 
Columbus came to America? That’s in there? The two cents you 
made when you could spare the time from hanging out in God 
knows where, saloons or what? That paid for your eating for six 
years? That gave you clothes and a bed to sleep in with a roof over 
it, a gold watch . . . where’s your gold watch?” 

Leo had noticed suddenly it was gone and had remembered 
suddenly he hadn’t seen it in a long time. Joe had sold the twenty- 
dollar watch for four dollars a month before. 

Joe looked around the room helplessly and saw the kitchen 
clock. It showed five minutes after eight and he thought of Shortie 
and the bartender. 

“It’s being fixed,” he said. 

He picked up the bank book and opened it and looked hurriedly 
down the row of deposits — ^3.00, 3.60, 3.00, 0.20, 3.00, 3.00, 3.10, 0.25, 
0.95, 2.15, 3.00, 3.00, 3.00, 3.00. He was trying to find one amount 
he could remember giving Leo and could claim now as his own. 
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There wasn’t any. He slapped the book shut between his two 
hands. 

‘1 gave you all the money I ever made for the house ” he said, 
‘‘and it didn’t go into the house. It went in here.” He threw the 
book on the tabic. “I want it,” he cried. “You’re not going to spoil 
my life the way you always do. That’s my money and I want it.” 

“Spoil your life? That was me who did it?” 

“Yes, you! You! Who else, making me do what I don’t want 
to do; and whatever I want to do, who else stops me! I want my 
money right this minute without arguments.” 

Joe looked again at the alarm clock and thought of the bartender 
calling the policeman on the beat. 

“You live like a bum and I did it?” said Leo. “You won’t go to 
school. You won’t settle down with a job, and I did it? You fly 
around the streets in the day, in the night — and that’s me doing it?” 

“Yes, you, you, nobody else but you. I’d be all right if you’d 
give me a chance to breathe. Look, look!” He pointed to the clock. 
“The time is going!” 

Leo did not turn his head to follow his brother’s iEnger. “Where 
is it going?” he asked, so angrily he did not know what he had 
said. 

“Give me my money back, that’s all. If you’d only let me alone, 
ril be all right. Give it to me, give it to me back!” 

Leo glared at his brother. “A fine all right you’d be,” he cried. 
The truth in Joe’s blame had stung deeply and he cried from the 
bottom of him. “You think I’m blind? You think I don’t know 
what you’re up to, Mr. Streetguy? Reeve’s grocery and Mettner’s 
shoe store and that girl, that whore bum, putting your mouth on 
that piece of, God knows, that piece of filth, germs, sickness like it 
crawls, and you with your filthy, dirty laying with her in her 
disease and grabbing pocketbooks. You think I don’t know ? You’re 
going to get yourself locked up in prison, Mr. Streetguy, and you’ll 
sit there and say I did it.” 

“What do you mean?” faltered Joe. “What are you talking about, 
me or you or what?” 

“I mean I know more than you think I know. I never said any- 
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thing before^ that’s all. Go ahead. What’s it my business! Hang 
yourself. Grow up to be in the pimp business. Become a jailbird. 
What’s it to me? Every time I say anything to you, what do I get 
out of it? I get my head bitten off. I’m butting in.” 

‘‘You’re talking you don’t know what you’re saying.” 

“All right, I don’t know. I can’t see what’s in front of my eyes. 
But I’m telling you for the last time: I didn’t do nothing but good 
to you; I never did nothing but good to you. And if you get me 
excited once more, I’m going to throw you the hell right out of 
this house and into the street where you belong. You’re a plain 
bum, that’s all.” 

Leo’s arms flew into the air and he flung them downward and 
turned and looked into the pot for a long moment, struggling to 
control himself, and said, “I’m going to eat my supper,” and 
walked to the closet to get a plate. 

The alarm clock stared at Joe. He looked away from it hastily 
and quivered. He couldn’t think. He could only feel. The things 
he had done in his restless loafing, added up like this, spoken out- 
clearly like this, shocked him. They had seemed different when he 
had done them and, later, when he had thought about them. He 
felt now that the way those things had seemed to him was not 
reality, and the way they seemed to Leo was the way they really 
were. Leo saw them as the world saw them, and what the world 
saw must be the truth. If he had thought of these crimes, these 
shocking, repulsive, smothering crimes as being not quite crimes, as 
being things he had done unwillingly and not with himself and 
thus as things for which he could not be blamed, then, Joe felt now, 
it must be because he was not part of the world. He was shut out 
of the world. 

He wanted to run. He wanted to run from the terror of being 
an outcast and from being hated and hating. He wanted to run 
from the terror and hate of Leo knowing about him and run from 
the policeman and the bartender and Shortie. His whole body 
battled to get loose from the floor on which it stood. But the clutter 
of his thoughts paralyzed him. He was held fast by the separate 
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terrors and separate hates and also by a new fear of what crimes 
lay waiting outside for an oudaw who was without money. 

So he stood shaking in his emotions. His gaze was on Leo and 
his ears strained to catch footsteps on the stairs that might be the 
policeman, and his brain felt as though it were fainting and falling 
through his head. It fainted and fell and struggled back and fainted 
and fell. Words came out of his mouth. He didn't know what he 
was saying. He couldn't even hear what he had said after he said 
it. He knew only that he was shouting and should not shout. He 
should be down on his knees begging Leo for money to run away 
from the policeman. 

“No,” Joe shouted. “You're not going to get out of it by calling 
me names this time. No, no, no!” 

Leo had not yet taken down the plate. He sprang around. “I 
warned you,” he said violently. 

“No, no! You hear? No!” The skin of Joe’s face rose and fell 
and shuddered as he shouted, but his gaze remained fastened on 
Leo. “You’re not going to get away by making me in the wrong. 
You’re the one in the wrong. You stole my money. I want it. I want 
it, you hear! You hear you! I’ll get it if I have to kill you.” His 
hand reached out and picked a heavy porcelain sugar bowl from 
the table. 

“I warned you not to get me excited,” said Leo. 

“You see this?” Joe raised the sugar bowl and looked at it and 
saw what he had in his hand and then looked at Leo. “Give me my 
money, that’s all. Give me my money or I’ll kill you dead.” 

Leo was afraid now. He drew himself up and stretched out one 
hand and pointed to the door. “Get out of my house,” he said. 

“No, never, never, you can’t make me!” Joe lifted the sugar 
bowl high over his head. “Give me the money! The last time! Give 
me the money!” 

Joe wanted to kill. The bowl jittered in his grasp as if gathering 
to leap. Leo thought he would throw it and crouched. His whole 
face curled with fear. Joe saw Leo’s face and mw his brother’s 
darting eyes and felt a wail burst inside him and slammed the 
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sugar bowl on. the floor. He jumped into the air and came down 
on both feet with all his force. The room shook. 

“Give me my money back,” he screamed. 

He ran to the stove. The sugar bowl had not broken. It had 
bounced and scattered sugar over the floor. Joe s shoes grated as 
he ran through it. The grating sounds were like nails in his ears. 
They were voices telling his guilt. He lifted the pot of soup from 
the stove and threw it as hard as he could against the wall. It 
crashed and splashed and fell to the floor and bumped and Joe 
looked at it without seeing it. 

“Ill murder you” shouted Joe at the top of his voice and kicked 
the stove and felt pain rocket up his leg and through his body 
and kicked the stove again and screamed with pain and kicked it 
again and again and screamed again and again with pain. 

Leo stood staring with open mouth. “What’s the matter, Joe?” 
he asked. His voice was strained. He came forward slowly and 
there was a look of suffering on his face. “Joe, my Joe,” he said, 
“are you in big trouble, Joe?” 

“Don’t come near!” 

Leo stopped. 

“Give me the money, that’s all!” 

“Tell me what it is if you’re in trouble, Joe.” 

Joe glanced desperately around the room. He seemed to be look- 
ing for something else to destroy. He saw the clock showing four- 
teen minutes after eight and saw the bank book on the table and 
ran to it and grabbed it up. “I want what’s mine,” he shouted, “01 
111 tear this bank book up in pieces.” 

“You behave yourself!” Leo tried to make his voice stern, but 
he was too overcome with concern for Joe. 

Joe had set out knives and spoons on the table before Leo hac 
come home. With a sudden gesture, he swept up as many as h( 
could in one hand and threw them at the window. The windov 
shattered with a crash and a hundred tinklings. The two brother; 
stood looking at each other. Their eyes were stained with fear 
Some of the glass and cutlery landed on the fire escape and the; 
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heard it tinkle and clang and some slipped through and fell to 
the courtyard below and they heard it smash and tinkle and clink. 

‘‘Now/’ cried Joe, “maybe you’re satisfied what you made me do.’’ 

Leo began to answer, but he didn’t have time. Joe sprang out 
the door, still clutching the bank book. Even as the words halted 
in Leo’s throat, he heard the door bang and heard Joe’s footsteps 
going down the stairs so quickly they sounded like heavy falling, 

“That crazy kid,” thougnt Leo, “he was going to kill me.” He 
began to sweep up the broken glass and the spilled sugar. “What’s 
going to become of a lunatic like that?” he asked himself and got 
out a mop to take up the soup. 

While Leo was mopping, Joe hurried to the freight yards on the 
Harlem River. He was going to catch a freight, west-bound. “Tc 
Kansas City,” he thought and wondered why and wondered what 
he would do when he got there and told himself, “there’s nobody 
in the whole world, whatever they try, going to stop me from 
getting to Kansas City.” 

Leo felt weak with fear and thought, “He takes my supper and 
throws it on the floor and leaves me with nothing to eat and 
breaks up the house and says I did it. Is that a person or . . . or . . . 
a what?” 

Joe skulked on the edge of the tracks, waiting. “Anybody stops 
me, they’ll get what I give Leo,” he told himself, 

Leo washed off some of the meat and made a sandwich of it 
but he didn’t feel like eating. He stared at the sandwich for a 
while and fingered it unhappily and then he went downstairs to 
look for Joe. 

Shortie was standing in a doorway nearby and, when he saw 
Leo, he came over and asked, “Is your brother upstairs, mister?” 

“He went out,” Leo told him. 

Pieces of his bank book lay on the sidewalk and another part of 
it was in the gutter. All the pages had been torn out of it and had 
been crumpled and trampled and kicked. The cover of the booi 
had been torn in half. Leo gathered up the parts carefully. 

“When you see him,” said Shortie, “tell him 111 give him anotha 
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week. He’ll know. Just say, ‘Shortie says he’ll wait another week, 
but not any longer than that.’ ” 

“You keep away from him,” said Leo. “He’s a good boy and 
you and your other tramps, you leave him alone. I see you so much 
as look at him again. I’ll lock you all up, you understand!” 

Joe was in an empty coal car now. He sat with his head in his 
hands and rocked with the car and thought the policeman must 
be upstairs by now, arguing with Leo. He heard the sugar grate 
again under his shoes and the sound plunged into him. He heard 
the window break again and it seemed to smash inside himself. 
He saw himself standing on the sidewalk, tearing and stamping 
on the bank book. 

Each time he remembered something else he had done to Leo, 
he cringed and struggled away from his cringing and told himself 
that, when he was rich, he would come back from Kansas City 
and show Leo what he had become— all by himself, without any 
of Leo’s doing, 

“I’ll be all right,” he thought, “once I get away from his bossing 
me. 

Leo stood in the doorway of the flat. He had a presentiment Joe 
would not come back. The silence in the flat seemed to him to be 
alive and gathering. 

As Joe sat with his head in his hands, his hands lay against his 
eyes, but his eyes were open and he saw Leo’s face crouched before 
him, yellow and damp, the lips trembling and the eyes bouncing 
and running back and forth in the head like animals in a trap. Joe 
closed his eyes and held himself still against the rocking of the coal 
car and the face disappeared. 

“I’ll be all right,” he told himself, “once I forget him.” 

Loneliness was now the enemy for Leo. After a long time of 
waiting -for Joe to return, he gave up his home and boarded with 
a family in the neighborhood. 

Thev s-ave him the room their son, Harry, had vacated when he 
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had married. Then, for two years, they waited for Leo to propose 
to their Sylvia, and Sylvia waited, too. 

When Leo thought of Sylvia, he described her to himself as ^‘the 
real home-maker type of beauty.” She was round-faced and had 
small, round brown eyes and her hair was coiled in a round, brown 
mass around her head. Her housekeeping talents matched her 
beauty. They were stately, firm and attractive. But, while Leo was 
drawn by her, he did not feel a need for marriage or a need even 
to love her. His only need was to keep his insecurity under con- 
trol. To be in a home where he was regarded as useful, to do useful 
things that won the respect or affection or, at least, neutrality of 
those around was enough for him. So he remained unaware that 
Sylvia wanted to marry him or that he might have wanted to 
marry her. 

But the situation went beyond his control one evening when, in 
^ gratitude for a sensation of well-being after supper, he told Sylvia’s 
mother, feel I’m not a boarder anymore, but like I’m ingrown 
in this place.” 

“Why not?” said Sylvia’s father. “You got Harry’s room, so you 
got Harry’s place, too.” 

But Mrs. Kopper was more alert to the opportunity. “When 
time goes by,” she said, “you’ll see, I’ll have trouble making you 
come for a visit.” 

“Where am I moving?” laughed Leo. “Unless you raise the 
rent, you got me here for life, a regular ingrown toenail.” 

“You can’t tell me,” said Mrs. Kopper. “I know my Sylvia. She 
will not be happy out of her own home^” 

The smile vanished from Leo’s face. 

“Mama!” cried Sylvia and then recovered herself. “What’s that 
got to do with Leo?” she asked. She saw Leo bow in confusion and 
she tossed her head high and looked down her face angrily. 

Mrs, Kopper ignored her. She leaned towards Leo. “You got to 
understand, if you want to be happy together,” she said. “My Sylvia 
is not one of those fly-by-nights, put them in a furnished- room, 
hup-hup with the dust cloth, with the broom, life is finished.* She’s 
a real, regular home-maker. She’s got it in her heart.” 
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‘‘Stop it!” cried Sylvia. “What’s it Leo’s business what I am? 
Stop it!” 

“Yes.” Leo laughed, but with his mouth only. “What’s going on 
here anyway . . • with shotguns, or what?” 

“Look at himl” Mr. Kopper’s voice and finger rose and pointed 
delightedly. “He’s blushing like he's the bride.” 

Sylvia sprang to her feet. “You make me sick!” she shouted. Her 
head was held high. It trembled and her neck swelled with effort 
to hold it rigid. “All of you!” she shouted. “The whole bunch of 
you. You make me sick to my stomach.” She flung out of the 
kitchen, where the family ate, into the parlor. 

Leo got up miserably and stood looking after her a moment 
Then he turned miserably to the table. Mr. Koppcr was laughing 
and Mrs. Kopper looked disturbed. There was no help for him 
in their faces. They had no thought of him and he realized for 
the first time how quickly he could become their enemies by hurt- 
ing Sylvia and knew it was impossible for him to remain in their 
house now unless he married Sylvia. “Where should I live?” he 
thought. “Where should I go home?” He remembered how his 
own home had felt after Joe left. 

“You’ve spoiled everything,” he said angrily to Mr. Kopper, 

“Go ’way,” said Mr. Kopper. “What’s spoiled so bad?” 

At night, after Joe had left, there had been darkness in Leo’s 
house and Leo had lain small and open-eyed in it. He had not 
cried because he had been afraid of the sounds he would make. 
He remembered now how he had held back his weeping and 
caught up his tears before they could fall in the darkness. 

“You made her cry,” he said to Mr. Kopper. “What kind of way 
is this, like a clodhopper!” 

“Crying washes out the eyes,” Mr. Kopper said. 

Leo went quickly into the parlor after Sylvia, before he had 
time to think, as if he were running from hostile faces and hostile 
loneliness. She was standing, wiping her eyes with a small handker- 
chief she had stitched and embroidered herself. 

“I don’t know what idea you must have of this, Mr. Minch,” she 
said. 
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The name hit him. It made him feel that he had already become 
a stranger in her home and it brought the insecure past back to 
him again. The past was mingled now into one feeling, a feeling 
of large darkness that prowled and crouched around him and 
padded towards him and towards him and over him and towards 
him like an animal on paws. 

“Mr. Minch was my father’s name,” he said. ‘Tm Leo.” 

As he breathed, loneliness thrust down his throat like a tongue. 
He felt smothered and felt the need for clinging and reached out 
abruptly for Sylvia’s hand. As he took her hand, he realized tu- 
multuously what he was doing and he felt it shouldn’t be like this. 
There should be love. His face wrinkled and tears crushed in his 
eyes. 

“See,” he said, blinking, “when you cry, I cry.” 

She looked away from him and put her handkerchief to her nose 
and began to weep again. He pulled her to him gently. 

“If you cry like that,” he said, “my eyes will fall out.” 

“What must you think?” Her words faltered among sobs. 

He kissed her. “What I think? I think, Sylvia ... I think. . . 

He kissed her again. His kisses reached her cheek and searched 
along her cheek and found her lips. 

She put her fists on his chest and tried to push away from him 
and wriggled her head back and away from his face. “I don’t want 
your pity,” she said. Her body squirmed in his arms. “Please, please 
now,” she cried, “please let me go this instant, at once.” 

He held her so tightly that her fists dug into her breasts and 
hurt her. His face struggled towards hers and his body crushed 
against hers and bent over it. He put his hands on the back of her 
head and pushed her face into his. He kissed her so hard that he 
could feel her teeth as bones in her lips. The sense of darkness 
had left him now as fear leaves a man when he fights. 

They were married and, even long after that, the thought would 
occur to Leo that it shouldn’t have happened like that. There 
should have been love. “Yes, yes ” he told himself, “it’s not nonsense. 
There should have been love.” He never believed he loved Sylvia. 
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He could not feel it under all his other emotions about her. The 
nearest he came was to believe he might have loved her if he had 
given himself a chance. 

Then Joe came back, after being away twenty-two years. This 
time it was Sylvia who put the brothers apart again. 

Joe had knocked around quite a while, he said, without ever 
getting really started anywhere and then, in 1915, he had gone 
up to Canada because he had heard there were plenty of jobs up 
there and he woke up one morning in the army, one of His Maj- 
esty’s soldier boys. He had been feeling down about being an out- 
cast and had got drunk. That was how it was, although he didn’t 
tell it that way. He just said he’d been a sucker like everybody 
else. But he’d got drunk and, even as he had been rolling around 
and blowing around and hollering around and feeling happy and 
feeling like fighting and talking the unhappiness out of himself 
and getting a girl, he had felt people’s eyes on him and on his 
seedy clothes. He had joined the army to join the human race. He 
had taken a gun in his hand and had gone to the killing so that 
people would look at him as if he were a human being. But it 
hadn’t worked out, because as soon as the killing had stopped 
and he had dropped his gun, he had seen people thinking of him 
once more as a dangerous animal who needed feeding. 

So he had married in France and settled down in France with a 
war bride because there was nothing waiting for him in the United 
States and because he had thought the French would be grateful 
for what had been done for them and would give an ally a break. 
But that hadn’t worked out, either. The French had been too canny 
with their money for Joe. The end of it was that he had used his 
wife’s marriage portion to pay for a third class passage *‘home” for 
himself and her and their little daughter, 

‘‘And here I am,” said Joe. “I come like Papa. You remember 
what Papa used to say how he came to America? ‘My baggage 
is my ten fingers and a needle.’ And what was the needle for? 
America couldn’t stick him enough?” 
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Joe was thirty-seven now. He was a big, heavily-muscled man 
with thinning hair and, although his clothes were new, they were 
cheap and of a foreign cut and made him look down on his luck, 
Sylvia didn’t like that. He had a habit of looking sly when he 
made a joke, and the slyness seemed so usual on his face it made 
him look even seedier. It made him look crafty and shabby. Sylvia 
did not like that either. Then, when Sylvia held out her hand to 
acknowledge Leo’s introduction of him, Joe slapped her hand down 
with one finger and said, ‘I’m not allowed to kiss the bride?” She 
told him, , It s a little late to be a bride,” but her words were 
smothered in his lips. He smacked her hard with his mouth. His 
red, hairy, rank-smelling face prickled against hers and she didn’t 
like that. 

But, most of all, she didn’t like the fact that she had to put up 
her brother’s family in her house. She had lost confidence in her 
talents as a ‘ home-maker.” She had not been able to have children, 
and Leo had not provided her life with anything that might take 
the place of children. Her empty, lonely life had emptied her. It 
annoyed her, she found, to have “strangers in the house.” Then, 
she found that Joe’s wife annoyed her and Joe’s child annoyed her, 
too. Fannette was lonely for her home in France and could speak 
little English. The child could speak no English at all and neither 
Fannette nor Joe paid much attention to her. 

Finally Leo, who had been thinking of taking Joe into his own 
woolen business, first as an employee and then, if that worked out, 
as a partner, changed his mind. It seemed to him that he and 
Joe were beginning to get on each other’s nerves just the way 
they used to as boys. So, instead of making a place for Joe, he threw 
Joe back into the world to make his own place for himself and 
bought a cigar store for him for $1,300. “Honest to God,” he told 
himself, “it’s just to get him and his family out of the house.” Yet 
he was surprised by what happened after that. 

Joe took hold of the store and made it go. He thought up mer- 
chandising stunts, some of which paid off. For instance, he sent 
a two-for-a-quarter cigar in a gift box to every one of his dime- 
cigar customers with a note he composed himself: 
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“My Baby (your store) Is One Tooth Old Today 
Watch Its Smoke (s) 

The Best At The Best Prices!” 

The customers responded very well. Some of them even acquired 
a taste for two-for-a-quarter cigars. But more profitable than his 
merchandising stunts was a delivery route he worked up in down- 
town office buildings. It made the store into quite a sound business. 

Leo was impressed. He saw that Joe had become absorbed in the 
game of expanding his little business and he decided now Joe was 
“safe.” He still felt that business provided a man with a “normal” 
life and kept him out of trouble. Neither he nor Joe had ever 
found anything in their work but aggravation of the insecurity 
into which they had been born. Joe had found insecurity in failure 
and Leo had discovered that success did not end insecurity. In 
many ways, it sharpened it. Yet neither of the brothers ever thought 
about it except to accept it as inevitable. Both found fear in busi- 
ness and accepted it because, they thought, business could not be a 
kid’s game where they give you back the marbles when you cry. 

Then Leo discovered Joe was taking bets on horse races from 
his customers. “Have you gone crazy?” he cried. “The policell put 
you out of business.” 

But Joe said making book on races was good for business and 
was a good business, too. “My cigar customers want to have a horse 
running for them now and then, so why shouldn’t I put myself 
in a position to wash them with two hands,” he told Leo. He 
couldn’t be argued out of it. 

After that, Leo never visited the store. He was afraid to. He was 
sure the store would be raided, and He felt it was going to be bad 
enough for him when it was discovered he had financed the 
business, without allowing himself to be caught on the premises 
as well. 

Leo was not merely angry with Joe. He couldn’t understand 
Joe at all or justify at all what Joe had done. It became a moral 
issue to Leo. Morality could not have stood up against the fact 
that taking bets from customers was good for business. But, the 
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trouble was, book-making wasn’t good enough, for the business. 
It jeopardized the whole enterprise for a comparatively small 
profit and so it could become a moral issue in Leo’s mind. 

'‘Who would believe we’re brothers?” Leo told himself, “We’re 
altogether two different kinds of people.” 

He felt, as he had felt before, there must be some basic defect 
in Joe’s character. To him, Joe was “bad” and he was “good.” 
Actually Leo was a “good” man — ^“good” to people and “good” 
to the law. But he was “good” only because he was insecure and 
needed to be let alone. “I am friends with everybody up to money,” 
he told himself, and meant that when being “good” aggravated 
his insecurity he stopped being “good.” 

And actually Joe was “bad.” Like his brother, he was an insecure 
man and needed respect or kindness or to be let alone, but he had 
been an outcast too long and too steadily to be able to feel he 
could get security by being “good.” So he did not bother. Instead he 
went straight to the point in business. 

That was the difference between the two brothers. 

When Leo’s woolen business became bankrupt, Joe heard about 
it and paid his brother a visit. 

“I brought five hundred of what I owe to help out,” he said. 

Leo had not expected anything like that from one he had given 
up as “bad.” He blew out his breath noisily and looked at Sylvia. 
“You see,” he cried and pointed at his brother. “You see what I 
told you what Joe is?” He realized he had given away what Sylvia 
thought of Joe and turned back to his brother. “It’s a shock to me, 
believe me,” he said. He got up and took Joe’s hand and began 
to shake it. His face was working and he squeezed Joe’s hand in 
both his hands and shook it up and down rapidly. 

“After all, it’s your money,” said Joe. 

“Believe me, believe me,” Leo said. “You don’t know how good 
it is, not the mpney, the money is a little thing, but to get help 
without asking.” 

When he became calmer, Leo asked if the cigar store had become 
strong enough to stand paying out so much money in a lump sum. 
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Joe said he had sold the store because it was tying him down too 
much. ‘1 got a certain enterprise that Fm interested in and feeling 
my way there,” he explained. When Leo began to question him 
suspiciously, he said, “111 give you all the details if you want to 
come in with me.” 

Sylvia leaned forward abruptly. She had feared for a long time 
that Leo would become involved in some business with his no-good 
brother. “I wish you luck and prosperity in whatever it is,” she 
said hastily to Joe and leaned back and lowered her head and 
smoothed her skirt, “you should get rich and not forget the balance 
of $800 what you owe.” 

“Keep out of this!” shouted Leo. 

He had never spoken to her so roughly before. Her hands flew 
towards her face. “He . , she said, “Joe . . . owes . . 

“I told you what I said, you.” Leo smacked at her with his voice. 
“What do you know? Keep out.” He turned to Joe. “Don’t do 
this,” he cried in the same violent, bullying tone. “Joe, Fm telling 
you not to do this!” 

“Do what?” Joe tried to control his anger. “What did I do?” he 
asked Sylvia. 

“You got a wife and baby,” begged Leo. “You should cut out 
this kind of stuff.” 

The pleading tone took away Joe’s anger and made him feel 
uneasy. “Maybe you know what you’re talking about,” he said and 
shrugged and laughed and turned again to Sylvia. “You’re a wit- 
ness,” he cried to her. “What did I do all of a sudden?” 

Sylvia looked away from him silently and looked at Leo and 
looked away from Leo. 

“I’ll beg him on my knees,” thought Leo. “I’ll order him. I’ll cry 
to him. I’ll break his neck and what’ll it be? What I like? No! 
What he likes!” 

Joe lowered his eyes. “I come here to do a favor, not get kicked 
around,” he said sullenly. 

Leo did not see his brother again in several years except for a 
flash once when Joe drove by as he was crossing a street. Joe was 
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alone in a $3,000 automobile, a long, chocolate-colored straight-8 
Packard with a tan top. The top was down and looked like a pretty 
girl’s pretty parasol. Joe was smoking a cigar and wore an expensive- 
looking Panama hat with the brim turned down, and he drove 
carelessly, in a busy, comfortable way. There was no mistaking 
that he was a big shot in a big shot car and that he owned it. He 
wasn’t there by invitation. 

There were two more meetings between the brothers before, the 
power of Samson could have its effect on Leo. The first of these 
meetings took place in the summer of 1929, and once more Joe 
came visiting to offer, as he believed, help. He had found out 
the top floor of Leo’s garage was nearly empty, and he said he had 
enough beer trucks to put away on dead storage for a while to 
fill it up. 

‘1 don’t want you should go in blind,” he told Leo. “They’re 
trucks belonging to Tucker.” 

Leo wanted to know who Tucker was, and Joe did not believe 
at first that Leo had never heard of him. Finally he explained, 
“He’s a man in the beer business, real beer and so forth.” 

Joe was in a hurry to get the trucks hidden away, but he didn’t 
tell Leo that. He could have put the trucks into any garage at 
the regular dead storage price without paying a bonus, but he 
hadn’t told Tucker that. He had decided to make this as nice a 
thing for Leo as could be, and now he said to his brother, “There’s 
a bonus in it that I got out of it for you, two, two and a half.” 

“Two fifty on each truck?” 

“On the lot of them, I mean. Two and a half on the lot of 
them, I mean. Two hundred and fifty dollars is what I mean, and 
furthermore it’s between us that you can bill for live storage instead 
of dead storage. That’s what I got out of Tucker for you because 
it’s in the family.” 

Leo was not in a hurry to make the deal. He wanted to gossip. 
He asked about Fannette and their daughter, and Joe said they 
had gone back to France. 
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‘‘On a visit?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“What’s this?” cried Leo. 

“What do you think it is? We didn’t get along like wt should 
so she went home. Let’s do business before pleasure. Is it a deal 
on the trucks?” 

“A bootlegger’s trucks?” 

“That’s right/’ said Joe, “if that’s what you want to call it. But 
the trucks will be clean, no beer on them or anything like that, 
just trucks.” 

“I don’t like to do business with such kind of people.” 

“You’re doing business with me.” 

Leo was silent and Joe stood up, “I’m the only one you’ll have 
to deal with,” he said. He stood a moment nervously and then 
snapped his fingers. “Come on, what do you say!” 

“Sit down,” said Leo. “I don’t sec you or hear from you in seven, 
eight years. You stick your head in my office, hello, goodbye, then 
run away. I’d like to hear more,, what this is about with Fanny 
and you.” 

“It’s an old story already. She couldn’t get used to the life here. 
She wouldn’t talk anything but French to the kid.” 

“It’s a nice language to know.” 

“A kid who lives here should talk United States. Then she kept 
playing that God damn violin of hers all the time that she had.” 

“It hurt your ears, a nice fine piece of music played beautiful?” 

“I didn’t marry a violin. You should have heard the way she 
got it in your ears all the time. It was like having somebody in 
the house crying— the kid yapping and crying all day, you couldn’t 
oil that kid up to stop squeaking, she was just like Fanny. And 
the minute the kid’s asleep she starts with her God damn violin.” 

After a while, Leo agreed to store the trucks to help Joe out. 

“None of that,” said Joe. “I’m helping you. There’s no garage- 
man in the city of New York, I can walk in anywhere and make 
this deal for a lot less than I’m paying you.” 

Leo laughed indulgently. He thought of saying, “It’s about time 
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you helped me a little/’ but he didn’t. He could be generous with 
Joe as long as he was able to pity him and feel above him. 

''Okay,” he laughed, "so you’re helping me.” 

Tucker needed an outside garage for his trucks because he was 
having trouble with a beer syndicate headed by a man known as 
Big Raymond. When Tucker had trouble, his strategy was to go 
into hiding and try to settle things from his hiding place. Big 
Raymond’s people knew this and were waiting for Joe to hide 
the trucks. As soon as the trucks reached Leo’s garage, they told 
the prohibition agents with whom they had been doing .biisiness 
and the agents, as a favor to Big Raymond’s syndicate, raided the. 
garage. 

The agents went through the place carefully. They found several 
pints of whiskey in chauffeurs’ lockers and put a padlock on the 
garage and arrested Leo and fingerprinted him. Leo’s name got 
into the newspapers as a brother of "Guinea Joe” and one news- 
paper, conducting a campaign against prohibition and gangsters,,, 
printed what it described as Joe’s police record. Joe had never 
told Leo about any of it. The convictions had all come before the 
war. There was a one-year term in prison in Illinois for armed 
robbery. There was one arrest after the war, in 1925, for "felonious, 
assault,” but the case had been dismissed for lack of evidence.. 
“As is customary in cases involving highly placed thugs,” reported 
the newspaper, "the witnesses to the assault did not testify. They 
did not believe the police would or could protect them if they 
did testify.” 

Big Raymond’s people waited for Joe to come out of hiding to* 
help his brother. But Joe knew they were waiting and knew that,, 
if he did come out, they might get a lead on where Tucker was, 
so he remained in hiding. 

Leo tried to find Joe. But the lawyer representing the corporation, 
that owned the trucks told Leo he had never heard of Joe, and 
the hotel where Joe had been living said he had checked out 
without leaving a forwarding address. Leo couldn’t think of any- 
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thing else to do except tell himself that if he ever got his hands 
on his brother again, he wouldn't let go until he had pulled him 
into pieces and had beaten the pieces into jelly and had burned 
the jelly and thrown what was left into a garbage pail and buried 
the garbage pail in manure, yes, manure, manure from diseased 
animals. 

The government had no case against Leo, but it was dragged 
out as long as possible for Big Raymond’s sake. It was dragged out 
for more than six months and then nolle pressed because Tucker 
and Big Raymond had made up their differences by that time. But, 
meanwhile, Leo had lost his garage and there was a uew tenant in it. 

A few days after the case was dropped, Joe called at Leo’s home. 
He asked for Sylvia first and seemed relieved to learn she was 
out visiting her brother Harry in Brooklyn. Leo answered Joe s 
questions as briefly as he could, but when Joe started saying how 
sorry he was about what had happened, Leo didn’t answer at all. 
He sat stiffly, with no expression on his face except stiffness. 

Joe sat in the dining room. He had his suit coat and vest un- 
buttoned, but he did not take them off. “I’ll tell you what I came 
up for,” he said finally. “It wasn’t our fault, you know that, but 
Tucker and me decided, I got him to decide to try and make it 
up to you anyway, what happened.” 

“No thanks,” said Leo. 

Joe pursed his lips and drummed on the table with his fingers. 
He had had to go through a dangerous series of quarrels to get 
Tucker to part with a good proposition for Leo. 

‘You ought to stop being like that,” he told his brother, 

“I don’t want advice from you how to be.” Leo did not raise 
his voice, but there was a quiver in it. “Frankly, we’re finished 
together. You’ve sucked enough out of me in your lifetime and 
now you and your schemes and everything about you is finished 
with me, clean.” 

Joe frowned. He had risked his own place in the business to get 
something for Leo. Tucker hadn’t seen any reason to be generous 
to a man who had made a fair, open deal and had been paid 
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fairly and had lost out because of circumstances beyond Tucker’s 
control. Joe hadn’t seen any reason for Tucker to be generous 
either, but he had argued a long time and had become angry many 
times and had threatened and pleaded, and finally Tucker had 
consented, more to keep Joe working for him than anything else. 
Tucker wasn’t a man to give anybody a fair shake unless there 
was a profit in it for him somewhere. 

‘‘I can’t make you out,” Joe said to Leo. His fingernails kept 
tapping nervously on the table. The sound was good for him. It 
was an outlet for the feeling of guilt and shame that mixed in him 
and turned to fear. “You knew what the deal was. I didn’t keep 
anything back.” 

“Never mind. I’d rather not talk about it.” Leo pressed his hand 
against his chest. “I get excited right in my heart when I think 
about it,” he said. 

“It wasn’t anything we did.” 

“All right, I agree. I did it. If that’s what you have on your 
mind, we’ll talk about something else. Did you hear from your 
wife yet or what, something.” 

“I fought to get it for you — a bottle plant, glass works in Canada. 
It’s good for a million dollars a year gross and you can have it, 
run it yourself, absolutely legitimate, not this much out of line.” Joe 
put two fingers together and held them up. “Just making bottles 
in Canada, that’s all,” he cried. 

“What’s the use, Joe?” 

“You can listen to what it is at least.” 

“No.” Leo shook his head. “I’ll tell you very frankly, I’m not 
cut out like you to be in a business where I have to hide under 
the bed.” 

“For Christ sake! Jesus! What a thing to say!” 

Leo stood up. “Where did you leave your coat?” he ashed. His 
voice was unnaturally quiet. “Fm sorry, but that’s how it is. I don’t 
want to talk about it and get all excited. I got blood pressure.” 

He walked to the closet in the hall and got Joe’s hat and topcoat. 
When he returned, Joe was standing beside the dining room table, 
buttoning his vest. Joe’s face was red and set and drops of perspira- 
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tion stood among the strands of hair on his nearly bald head. 

“I’ve made my living all my life/’ said Leo, “without doing 
things that I should be afraid.” 

“You did this once before.” Joe pointed to his coat. “Maybe you’re 
getting a habit to throw me out so often ” 

“I don’t want your jokes. You cost me plenty. Don’t forget that. 
It cost me $1,300 to buy you a cigar store and all I got back to this 
day was $500.” 

Joe had forgotten it completely. “Why didn’t you remind me/’ 
he said excitedly. “I’ll mail you a check as soon as I get to my 
office.” 

“Thanks, I’U appreciate it.” Leo nodded stiffly. Then abruptly 
he burst out. “Remind you, yes, all right,” he cried, “go ahead 
and remind you and, in the meantime, you and your big shot 
friend, Mr. Big Shot Tucker got me out of my garage and then 
ran away like rats. You cost me $20,000 equity in good will that 
I built up there, that the lease was worth. Are you going to send 
me a check for that, too, and for the nice little living expenses 
that I can’t make no more?” 

“That’s what I was here for in the first place. You ask for 
peanuts and I got cake. It’s good, Leo. Listen at least to what it is.” 

But Leo couldn’t listen. He couldn’t go into business with his 
brother, any kind of business, legal or illegal. If he did he would 
lose his hold over Joe and over himself, too. Their relationship 
would go back to what it had been in childhood before their 
mother had died. “Thanks,” he said. “Here’s your hat and coat.” 
He dropped them on the table before Joe. 

Joe put on his hat slowly. He pulled it low on his head and 
felt the brim to make sure it was snapped down. He threw his 
coat over his arm. “I don’t know,” he said and looked sullen and 
helpless. “Everywhere there’s brothers who get along together. And 
when brothers get along, they’re a big success. Wherever you look, 
it’s true. What’s Dupont? What’s Gimbels? What’s anything im- 
portant? Brothers, fathers and sons, even cousins, just so long as 
it’s family, all working together. And in this family all we can do 
is throw your brother out of the house.” 
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“I hope the next time I hear from you, twenty years from now,” 
.eo said, ‘‘it will be more sociable, Mr. Dupont.” 

So the events accumulated in Leo’s life and pur a weight on him 
3 make him bend to the power of Samson. There was no coinci- 
ience in it. The Philistines will always find a Samson. Opportunity 
0 commit a crime is not a coincidence, for the opportunity does 
lot seem like an opportunity to the man who is not looking for it. 
N[or is the necessity to commit a crime a coincidence. They, the 
pportunity and necessity, are a climax. They are prepared for and 
hey happen. 


Ill 


\t the end of Leo’s first day in the policy business, Sylvia heard 
lis key in the lock. She came rapidly from the kitchen into the 
:oyer and stood waiting for him. “Are your feet wet?” she asked. 

Rain silvered his overcoat and stained his hat. He looked down 
It his feet. They were soaked. He remembered then that it had 
Deen raining all day and he had been going from place to place 
in the rain since morning. “Why should they be wet?” he said. 
1 left them home in bed all day.” 

Sylvia did not smile. She had not been told anything about the 
policy business yet, but she had begun to suspect her husband 
was involving himself in some kind of gambling game. “I put your 
slippers under the stove to warm up,” she said. 

“My slippers? What’s this, a celebration?” 

“I knew your feet would be wet the way you’ve been acting 
lately.” 

Leo looked away from her. He took his hat and coat off and 
put them in the closet. “Who makes a celebration over wet feet?” 
he said into the closet. “Unless,” he turned and smiled nervously. 
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“she’s got some little scheme on her mind that she’s scheming to 
ask for something.” 

“I got my husband’s wet feet on my mind, he shouldn’t catch 
cold.” She went abruptly into the kitchen. 

“That’s very nice, very nice thank you,” he called after her, “to 
have such a celebration when it’s not even my birthday.” 

He went slowly down the hall into their bedroom and began 
heavily to take off his shoes and socks. He had small feet. They 
were white and sleek with cold. He pressed them flat against the 
warm, stubbly feel of the rug and sat looking at them. He knew 
now that Sylvia knew something and that he would have to tell 
her everything. He wondered why he hadn’t told her before. “There 
was nothing really to tell,” he said to himself. “This is the first day.” 

It had been a tiring day. It had been a tiring week, a tiring ten 
days. He had been tired ever since Samson Candee had first come 
to him with the proposition. Everything was so new and he got so 
excited over everything and he worried so much about everything 
and the people he had had to talk to and argue with and worry 
over and boss around and think about and deal with and kid 
with, the hundreds and hundreds of people, and the money com- 
ing in all the time and going out all the time, coming in like 
blood, going out like sweat, and the numbers. Who would imagine 
that numbers on a slip of dirty scratch paper could come into a 
man’s eyes and make him cry vinegar tears? Yes, cry! That’s 
what he had done until he had found out the number that had 
come out on his first day in business was not as bad as he had 
thought it was, in fact, was very good, although they told him 
\t was just average, not even fair average. It left him with a net 
profit of better than |8oo on the day, even after he had put aside 
I150 for legal fees because he had to figure, he had been told, 
on about $40,000 a year for bail bonds, lawyers and fines for his 
collectors who happened to get arrested. 

That was standard practice. Everything about the business was 
a regular business, standardized inside and out. Players, collectors, 
controllers, office workers and bankers were standardized. The 
arrests of collectors were standardized. Lawyers’ fees on policy cases, 
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bail bonds, fines handed down by magistrates, even the police were 
standardized. 

The police cost him $ioo a week, I50 for Detective Captain 
Milletti of the local precinct and $50 for Police Captain Lecke, 
The payments meant that the bank and the banker and the con- 
trollers would not be bothered. It was business with Milletti and 
Lecke. They were willing to make a little extra profit as long as 
it did not jeopardize their regular business, which consisted of 
being officers of the law. 

‘‘Live and let live,” Capt. Milletti had said. He was a friendly 
man and he had seen that Leo was nervous. “Playing the numbers 
is human nature.” 

“If it wasn’t numbers with them, it’d be something worse,” Leo 
had answered. 

“That’s right. So, there’ll be no trouble from us unless, that is, 
we got to.” Because, after all, he did have his regular business, 
and there would be no extra profits for him if he did not have 
his regular business, and his regular business was to pay attention 
to what was wanted by those who made a business out of taking 
care of the public interest. If these people thought there was a 
profit for them out of the public in getting Milletti to close up 
Leo’s business and put Leo in jail, then Leo would go to jail. 
But that had never happened before and was not likely to happen 
and anyway, i£ it seemed on the way, Milletti would tip Leo off 
to it. 

Leo sat staring at his small, sleek, white feet. They shone in the 
electric light. The words of all the people he had talked to ran 
up and down in his head on feet. The words tapped lightly and 
rapped and slapped and whickered lightly, and the faces of the 
people bulged and ran along the words like shadow. Collectors, 
controllers, clerical workers, lawyers, landlords, business people all, 
policemen, bondsmen, bondsmen’s runners, Samson Candee. 

He had been tough with Samson. He had had to be tough. He 
was worried and nervous and felt he was in a tough business and 
had to be tough, too, so he got dirty tough because he did not 
know how to be nice tough. Samson had wanted to be paid for 
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the work he had done and Leo, ashamed at going into the policy 
business, couldn’t even look him in the eyes, much less pay him. 

“I never heard of nothing like this before in my life,” Samson 
had said, “freezing a man right out of what is his own proposition.” 

“That’s the way it works out.” 

A look of uncertainty had spread down Samson’s face from his 
eyes. “You talk pretty rough for a little man,” he had said and 
had made an effort and had looked rigidly into Leo’s eyes, “but 
I don’t frighten when I know what my rights are.” 

He means the boxers he’s got, Leo had thought, his wrestlers 
and gamblers and pugs, his beat-up squad that he’ll send after me. 
“If you want trouble,” he had shouted, “you’ll get it. I know 
where to find it for you.” 

Candee had understood Leo meant Tucker. “No sir, Mr. Mnch,” 
he had said. “Not from me. You’re not going to have any trouble 
from me, Mr. Minch, except, I thought, because this was my 
proposition and the work I done getting the people together.” 

“I want to be fair on this thing.” Leo knew he had won his 
victory. His need to be tough had been satisfied. “If you want to 
put some of your people to work as collectors. I’ll fit you in that 
way. You can be a controller.” 

“Me?” 

Leo had laughed. “You don’t have to put on a show for me that 
you’re not temporarily hard up.” He had pointed, laughing, to the 
unlit cigar in Samson’s hand. “You carry a sign around with you.” 

Samson had answered carefully. “I wasn’t trying to hide that I 
can use a little extra money,” he had said, “but, if you don’t mind 
my telling you, the way I feel I’d rather not just as soon get mixed 
up with the people who are your downtown connections.” 

As he sat silent in his bedroom, Sylvia’s face bulged in Leo’j 
mind, too, and ran like shadow along the words. “What could 
I tell her?” he thought. “That this is the first day?” He had pui 
off telling her and put it off and put it off and now . . . well, no^^ 
he had something to tell her because it was after the first day. Bw 
he had kept quiet for more reasons than that. Was he ashamed! 
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N05 what did he have to be ashamed about? And it was more 
than that. Did he think she would have stopped him from going 
into the business? Maybe, but it was more even than that. She 
would have tried to stop him and would have failed because his 
life had left nothing in him that could have stopped him from 
going into the policy business, and he didn’t want to know that. 
He could feel it, all right, but feeling it wasn’t knowing it. 

He sighed and got up and walked, with bare feet, down the hall, 
through the dining room with the asbestos-covered steam pipe 
running under its ceiling, and into the kitchen. Sylvia was stand- 
ing over the stove. She had kicked the slippers angrily from under 
the stove into the middle of the floor. He picked them up and 
sat at the kitchen table and began putting his feet into them. 

‘‘Why do you make fun of me all the time,” Sylvia cried sud- 
denly. 

“I make fun?” 

‘‘Yes, you make it so hard when I try to do something for you.” 
She threw a stirring spoon angrily into the sink. “You don’t tell 
me anything what you’re doing, as if I’m a stranger around here. 
What’s happened to you, Leo, that you should be that way to me?” 

“I don’t know what I’m being.” 

“Yes you do, and it’s lately, only lately, since you’re up to some- 
thing, I don’t know what it is, you don’t want to tell me.” 

“What am I iip to?” 

“You’re up to something, I know it.” 

“How do you know it?” 

“How should I know? I read it in the papers.” 

“In the papers?” he said in the same quiet, mocking tone. Then 
suddenly he had to hold himself down in the chair. He grinned. 
His face had been flushed by the heat of the kitchen and now 
it was drained gray and his wet eyes stood out in it, but he con- 
tinued to force his lips into a grin. He put his hands on his 
knees. He could feel his knees tremble. 

“Where should I know?” she continued. “You don’t tell me noth- 
ing. What is it, are you in business with Joe?” 
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“You think Fm crazy,?” It shook him to speak, but his voice was 
low and steady. 

“Well, what is it? Why don’t you tell me?” 

“There’s nothing to tell, just a litde money I put down to see 
how it comes out in something that’s like a raffle in a church.” 

“In a church?” 

“Like a church or a club, bingo, like that, a raffle thing sort o£. 
Well, the hell with it, I’ll take a chance with a few dollars. What 
have I got to lose?” 

“Is there a business like that?” 

“It’s a regular business, like everything else.” 

She was thoughtful a moment. Then she began to shake her 
head. “No,” she said, “it sounds Hke Joe to me. It’s not you, you 
know that, Leo. It’s not like you.” 

“It’s not like me because I’ve been everybody’s sucker all my life. 
I went to Wall Street to pay for the numbers on the wall. Now, 
they got to come to me, buy my numbers.” 

She stared at him a long time. He tried to return her stare. It was 
harder than to control his fright over the thought that there had 
been a raid and his name was in the newspapers. He tried to put 
an amused look on his face. “What are you trying to do,” he 
laughed at last, “be Sarah Bernhardt?” Then he looked away. 

She kept staring at his averted head. Her lower lip fumbled 
nervously between her teeth. “I didn’t marry Joe,” she said. “I 
wouldn’t marry a man like that . . . not in a million years.” 

‘"What Joe? Who Joe? I haven’t seen him. I don’t even know 
where he lives.” He could return her stare boldly now. 

She became thoughtful again and then again she shook her head. 
1 won’t be married to a man like Joe,” she said. Her voice quavered 
and rose. “I can’t stand that kind of life. I won’t either, Leo, not for 
a minute.” 

“You married me, not my family,” mumbled Leo. 

She began to serve supper. 


Over supper and after supper and while she cleared the table and 
washed the dishes, Leo explained the policy business to her. He 
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talked excitedly. He urged the business on her. He made it sound 
even better than it was. 

'It’s gambhng/’ she insisted. “It’s not a business.” 

And he cried; “What’s a business? I’ve been a businessman all 
my life and, honest to God, I don’t know what a business is.” 

“You were in the garage business. That was all right. Why don’t 
you rent another garage instead of this?” 

“All right, you think the garage was so nice? I had to steal there. 
On every gallon of gas there was an overcharge, three cents — two 
cents for the chauffeur, a penny for me for helping him steal from 
his boss.” 

“That’s different. You had to do it for the business, but this . . . 
the whole business . . . it’s not a business, the whole thing.” 

“Yes, and what was the whole thing in the garage business? A 
fake! A fake all the way through! Rent space, rent it to somebody 
else and sit there. That’s the business. Fake! Fake! It’s a fake I’m 
telling you, not a business.” 

“What are you talking about, Leo? People need a garage.” 

“They won’t get it from me. I’m telling you. I used to sit there 
at night, remember, to give the night manager a day off? I used to 
sit there and think, what is this? Fake. The whole thing fake. I felt 
even I was a fake. I wasn’t alive. Have I got legs? Have I got a 
face? Am I a person? What kind of business is it for a person to 
rent an empty space with walls around it from one person and rent 
it to somebody else? You call that being in business, to be a fake, 
to pay money for nothing and divide it up into nothing and sell it 
for something, to make a living from that, from renting out noth- 
ing, space, empty space?” 

“You can’t keep your car in the street all night. It hurts the paint 
Somebody might steal it. It’s against the law.” 

“It’s against the law to steal. I did the stealing. I did the oven 
charging for the chauffeurs.” 

“That’s different,” 

“Yes? How? Tell me how. And service. I gave them service in 
the garage business. Also in the policy business. People want to bet 
on the numbers. I don’t make them. There’s not even a law to make 
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them like the law you can’t park in the street, have to use a garage. 
No, people need the numbers to have a little hope in their lives.” 

Sylvia shook her head helplessly. “I don’t know,” she said. 

“You don’t know. But I know. Stealing. On anything the chauf- 
feurs bought for their bosses — ^tires, tubes, oil, bulbs, grease, heaters, 
anything, I had to overcharge on the bill, so much for the crook and 
so much for me. That’s business? Selling nothing and stealing pen- 
nies and nickels is business ? Now at least, please God, I’m where I 
don’t have to steal any more.” 

Sylvia had dried the last dish. She hung up the towel and took a 
broom out of the closet in the kitchen and began to sweep the floor. 
Her movements were practiced and without thought. She knew the 
apartment in the dark. She knew every lump in the linoleum. This 
had been her home since she was a bride. In bride days she had 
planned for a better home and had hunted busily and happily all 
over the city to prepare for the day when they could afford and 
would need an apartment near a park or playground and with 
southern exposure and near a school and in a nice neighborhood 
with nice children to play with and with an elevator on account of 
the baby carriage. But children hadn’t come and Leo hadn’t wanted 
to move. “Why move?” he had told Sylvia. “A home is not walls, 
but the people in it. We can’t move away from ourselves.” And 
Sylvia had agreed. Leo hadn’t wanted to move because money wasn’t 
important enough to change him, and Sylvia had agreed because 
she had lost confidence in herself as a home-maker and thus had lost 
interest in the art. 

She finished half the floor and then said abruptly, “You shouldn’t 
think I’m blaming you, Leo. I know how hard it is to make a 
living.” She stopped sweeping and rested on the broom. She felt 
for the first time that whatever she thought didn’t count with him. 
He was lost to her. He had been the framework of her life. On him 
her home was to be built. There had been no children and no home, 
only the feeling in her that the framework remained. Now, even the 
feeling was gone. She realized Leo was nothing to her; she was 
nothing to him. Her face crinkled around her suddenly shut eyes 
and she lowered her head. “Leo,” she cried and could go no further. 
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The broom was shaking a little in her hands. He watched her un- 
comfortably. “If only we could have had children!” she said. 

‘‘What’s that got to do with it?” Leo’s voice lifted with surprise. 

She turned her back and leaned the broom against the cupboard 
and put both hands on her face and stood with bowed head, crying 
into her hands. Leo sighed nervously. He walked towards her and 
stood before her and tried to look into her face. “You’ve got pride 
for me, Sylvia?” he asked. “That’s why?” 

She shook her head in her hands. 

“A man can be proud when he does what’s necessary for his wife 
and himself,” he said. “That’s when he’s right to be proud.” 

“It’s not that.” She put her head on his shoulder and cried there. 

“No?” he said helplessly. “No? Not that?” He put his arms 
around her and held her lightly. “If we’re together in a nice way, 
what do we care?” he whispered into her ear. “As long as we’re nice 
together, what should we care what else.” 

She continued to cry steadily and hopelessly, and he sighed hope- 
lessly and hopelessly stroked her shoulders. 

But policy was truly a business like anything else and Leo, 
who was a “good” man, could make it a “good” business. And, after 
a while, word of Leo’s methods got around and were copied by 
other bankers because the methods were profitable. Then it became 
easy to tell the home of a numbers player who had hit. A crowd 
waited in front to be in on the payoff. Even if it were raining, the 
crowd would be there, some standing in doorways and some looking 
out of windows. 

When Leo drove up, twenty or thirty would come running. Gen- 
erally, the kids saw Leo first and ran after the big green roadster 
he had bought “for business.” When it stopped, they came up and 
touched it the way country kids touch a circus wagon. “Yeah man,” 
some said and others said, “Hmmm-hunh!” After he left, they 
would argue about how much Leo could buy if he put all his 
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money on the counter of a store. They believed he was the richest 
man that ever had been. 

Edgar did the driving for Leo. Edgar was a bony, tar-colored 
young man, made serious by horn-rimmed glasses. In addition to 
being chauffeur for Leo, he went from drop station to drop station 
during the early afternoon, picking up the policy slips left by the 
controllers and bringing them to the bank, or office as it was called. 
He also served as secretary and general assistant. 

During these payoff trips, Leo sat with Edgar in the car and the 
controller, whose collector had sold the winning policy slip, sat in 
the rumble seat. The collector usually would be upstairs with the 
winner, waiting to get his ten per cent of the payoff. 

Nobody in the crowd paid much attention to the controller or to 
Edgar. They watched Leo. They watched every move he made as 
he got out of the car slowly and went slowly into the house, his wet 
eyes shining, a smile on his gray face. People at the back would call 
out, “Porter, boss?” or “Carry your cabbage, boss?” or “Give the 
money here, boss, save climbing the stairs.” There would be laugh- 
ing and pushing at the back of the crowd and a competition to get 
off remarks, but those in front remained silent. The smiles went out 
of the faces of those nearest Leo and their mouths opened a little. 
They looked at Leo the way hungry poor look at food. 

The kids would scoot up the stairs ahead of Leo and some of the 
others would follow him. The crowd rose through the dingy build- 
ing like a flock of birds, their talk and laughter and the sound of 
their feet chattering and fluttering in the dusky, musk-drenched air. 
The controller went along with Leo. Edgar remained downstairs to 
watch the car. 

There was usually a bottle of whiskey waiting for Leo upstairs. 
It waited on a table alongside freshly polished glasses and a plate 
of cookies or cake. It was nickel-a-drink whiskey, the kind the Ne- 
groes called King Kong, and Leo never took any, 

“Never touch it during business hours,” he would say in a preach- 
er’s voice and look around to see if he had been heard and under- 
stood. If the effect were good, he would shake his finger at the bottle 
and say, “There’s more misery come out of there than a cemetery.” 
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A general murmur o£ *‘Amen” would follow and everybody would 
stare pensively at the bottle. 

But if the effect of the sermon were not good and he was pressed 
to take a drink, he would change his tactics. “If I took a drink every 
place I paid off,” he would say, “I wouldn’t know what Fm paying.” 
He liked people to remember that winning went on every day and 
that many won. Actually, however, Leo did not pay off in person 
unless the hit was for more than $ioo. All hits under $ioo were 
paid off by the controllers, and Leo merely provided the money. 

Leo paid the hit into the winner’s hand bill by bill. “Best fresh 
lettuce money can buy,” he said. 

Anything he said made everybody laugh. They were in that kind 
of nervous mood. He tried to speak loudly so that even those who 
hadn’t been able to push into the apartment and were out in the 
hall, craning on tiptoe, could hear. The audience waited for his 
words with twitching lips. 

Leo played to them as if he were an actor. The payoff was the best 
place to advertise the business, and Leo tried to get all his controllers 
to put on a show when he himself wasn’t making a personal ap- 
pearance. He had bought a ruby ring which, like the big roadster, 
was to make the customers believe he was a moneyed man, and he 
wore the ring during the day on the little finger of his right hand 
where it looked largest. He had bought it from a bail bondsman 
who claimed to have got it from one of his clients. It didn’t fit Leo. 
It was too small for his short, plump hand and, on his thick finger, 
it looked like a bone rubbed raw. 

As Leo counted the money over to the player who had hit, he 
stuck out the ring finger stiffly and wiggled it before paying over 
each bill. The gesture got laughs and also it put a spodight on the 
ruby. 

“This is the kind of thing I hate to see going on,” he said and 
shook his head. His short, round body seemed cocked. It sloped as 
stiffly as a bent ruler towards the man he was paying off and his 
behind stuck out like an old-fashioned dandy’s. His gray face hung 
over the money in mock sorrow and his eyes bulged and rolled tn 
take in the crowd and make it part of his act. 
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“Hot man!” the crowd said. “Pour it on, man!” 

Leo had grown used to the expensive car, but he never did get 
used to the ring. He carried it in his vest pocket when he went 
home. However, in the interests of his business, he made it dance 
now and strut like a candied-up dandy on a stage. 

When he had to make a payoff, Leo always stopped first at the 
bank to get a new $ioo bill. This was for the climax of his show. 
The manager of the bank made a point of chatting with him. 
He had been trying for a long time to get Leo to keep his policy 
bank’s cash reserve on deposit. 

At the beginning, the manager had been tactful. “You know, 
Mr. Minch,” he had said, “we are here to serve you. You can 
bank with us for all purposes, I mean anything at all you have 
in mind.” 

In those days, Leo was still uncertain how his business would be 
regarded, “That’s really a good thing to know,” he had replied 
and had done nothing about it. > 

Subsequently, Mr. Pierce abandoned tact and came to the point. 
■“All the policy people use their neighborhood banks,” he said. 

Leo explained that, if he deposited the cash reserve, he' would 
have to visit the bank every day to draw out money for the payoffs. 
“It’s not a good idea to put around,” he said, “that every time I 
walk out of here, I got a fortune of money in my pocket.” 

“We’ll take care of that for you.” 

‘With a bodyguard?” 

“Then you won’t have anything to worry about.” 

“Me? A policeman to be my bodyguard? For my money, my 
business?” 

“Why not?” 

“Why not? Well, if you ask me why not. ... I don’t know 
why not. But I don’t think so. No, I hardly think so.” 

Pierce looked like a born banker. He was pale-lipped and wore 
rimless glasses and had sandy, colorless hair, and everything about 
his face seemed in order. “I want to tell you something, Mr. 
Minch,” he said and looked directly into Leo’s eyes. “I know some- 
thing about this community. I’ve been up here fourteen years. They 
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say a banker has no heart, but everybody puts his heart down on 
my desk and it gets written down in our ledgers and I can truth- 
fully say I know something about what’s in the hearts of this 
community.” 

"‘I wouldn’t say that, a banker has no heart. Everybody is a 
person more or less no matter what he does for a living.” 

Pierce laughed and then became serious. “What I mean is,” he 
said, “your business is a service needed in this community. It keeps 
people contented and looking forward. If everybody ran his busi- 
ness the way you run yours, things would be a whole lot better 
off in our little community up here and in the whole country, too, 
for that matter.” 

Leo flushed with pleasure. “Honesty is the best policy,” he said. 

Pierce laughed more heartily than necessary, but even so Leo 
did not deposit his cash reserve. He kept it in a metal box under 
the floor of a closet in his bedroom. Sometimes there was more 
than $45,000 in the box and, when he stood in the closet hanging 
up his $22.50 suit or cight-nine-cent pyjamas, he could feel the 
presence of the money imder his feet. It was like standing on 
danger. 

At the payoff, Leo saved the $ioo bill for last. He made it crack 
before handing it over. It snapped before the eyes and ears of the 
crowd like a whip and what followed nearly always was the same: 

The winner held the bill with two hands and people pushed 
around him to get a look. “Who’s going to make litde ones out 
of this?” he asked. 

“That’s the point,” Leo told him. 

“I can’t use a big boy like this, boss. Scare the bartender to death 
if I flash this one on him.” 

“That’s why I give it to you.” 

The room laughed and the winner laughed, too, uncertainly. The 
laugh was brief. It halted abruptly and dropped out of the air 
and left the people standing still and breathless. 

That was what Leo waited for. As soon as the air was breathless, 
he began his speech. “You have to go to the bank to get it 
changed,” he saidL “My idea was maybe once you got in the bank 
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you’d be tempted to use your brains for yourself.” He looked 
around at his audience. “Listen, I want you all should hear me 
and pay attention for when you hit on the numbers. A man goes 
to a dance hall, what happens? The temptation is to dance. A man 
goes into a saloon, what happens that time? He eats a cheese sand- 
wich? No. The temptation is to take a little something, a little 
beer. That is human nature and is not a bad thing. It’s a good 
thing that makes the world go around. What is everything every- 
body does? Only temptation— to make money, have fun, whatever 
it is. Only a man should be smart, that’s what he has to be, smart, 
use his noodle that he’s got and go in the places where he is 
tempted good. A man goes into a bank, what is he tempted? To 
leave himself a little nest egg there for a rainy day.” 

The words went through the room like warmth. More often 
than not, they had an effect. Mr. Pierce told Leo that, in his first 
three years in the policy business, more than two hundred new 
savings accounts had been started with his $100 bills. 

“Most of them don’t last long,” he said, “but that isn’t your 
fault. I feel you ought to know that I think you are a very good 
influence in this community.” He was still trying to get Leo to 
deposit the cash reserve. 

But sometimes the winner knew his own mind and insisted on 
getting change for the f 100 from Leo. 

“It’s your money,” Leo told him, “and why should I argue with 
you? If everybody put their money in the bank instead of playing 
the numbers, how would I pay for this?” 

He held his hand high and wriggled his fat Httle finger so that 
the ruby shone like a blot of blood. 

The money came in daily and went out daily. There was flow 
as in all business and no one grumbled to any substantial effect. 
A law existed by which the community’s businessmen might have 
rid themselves of the entire enterprise, but they weren’t partic- 
ularly interested. The enterprise did not compete materially with 
anything else in the community. The bulk of the money it made 
circulate remained in the community where everybody had a chance 
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to get a piece of it. The only businessmen interested enough to use 
the law were in the business of law enforcement or in the business 
of looking out for the public interest. But, since there was not 
much profit for them in doing business where the grumblings 
were weak or artificial, not many even of these concerned them- 
selves. Scattered arrests in easy cases^ — ^in the cases of collectors 
who carried the evidence (policy slips) with them — ^were enough 
to satisfy the few who did concern themselves. 

So the policy business turned out to be as happy a thing for Leo 
as he had ever found. It made money for him and it gave him the 
chance to be “good” to a lot of people and feel safe in the world. 
He might have spent the rest of his days that way, safe, his sense 
of insecurity kept in check, except that he lived in an unlucky 
time. He had been born in the time of Rockefeller. He had spent 
his business life being hounded from the woolen business to 
butter-and-egg routes to real estate to the garage business to policy. 
He had run from place to place, looking for one place where he 
could hole up and be overlooked and at peace in a world of 
expanding big business. But all his running had done was advance 
him towards the time of Hitler, when big business and its creatures, 
when trusts and monopolies and their methods, having grown 
powerful and hungry in the hunt, were foraging even among the 
rabbit holes. 
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On the Friday before Thanksgiving, 1934, Edgar came into Leo^s 
private office. “There’s a man outside to see you who says he is 
your brother,” he said. He seemed excited. He had heard of 
“Guinea Joe” Minch, but had never talked with Leo about him. 

“My brother?” Leo frowned. “What does he look like?” 

“Like a turkey with feathers,” said Joe. He stood in the doorway, 
smiling. He wore a dark green topcoat with a green velvet collar 
and a dark green suit. His shirt was yellow. His tie was a light 
brown, and a brown silk handkerchief was folded in his breast- 
pocket. “I got fatter, didn’t I?” he asked. 

“Maybe. How do> I know? I don’t know.” Leo didn’t get up. He 
sat frowning. 

Edgar took a long, troubled look at Joe and then slipped out and 
closed the door. He worked in an outer room of the two-room 
office. This was an office Leo maintained apart from the bank’s 
office. 

Joe was fatter. He was fifty now. There was a small belly on 
him and his red face was softer and fuller and more lined. When 
Joe took off his hat, Leo was shocked to see that his brother was 
nearly bald and that what hair he had left was gray. He had 
always thought of Joe as a young man. 

Business had brought Joe. The business was a mixed pleasure. 
The proposition he had to make was going to be good for Leo. 
It would make Leo a rich man. But Joe knew Leo would be hard 
to convince and knew, too, that if Leo did not go along with the 
deal voluntarily, he would be forced. In the process of forcing 
there was a good chance he would be hurt. 

Tucker had learned about policy and had decided to merge all 
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the banks in the business into a single combination. His method 
was simple and had a long tradition among monopolists. He was 
going to break them and then take them over. He had found out 
that, during Thanksgiving week, there was a superstition about 
the number 527. A great many played it and its combinations — 
257, 275, 572, 725, 752. If any of these numbers hit, most of the 
banks would go broke. Tucker planned to pay a pari-mutuel man 
$25,000 to make sure one of them hit on the Wednesday before 
Thanksgiving. 

So the banks were to be busted Wednesday and, when they 
started looking for money to carry on their business, Tucker would 
be waiting for them. He intended to lend money for a two-thirds 
interest in the bank. 

Tucker sent Joe up to Harlem to lay the groundwork for the 
deal. Joe had been picked because of Leo. Tucker wanted some- 
body he could trust and who knew the business. He felt he could 
trust Joe and that Leo would teach his brother the business. Besides, 
Tucker needed Leo. Leo was one of the biggest bankers in the 
business. Tucker felt that, after what had happened on the garage 
deal, Joe was the only man who could sell his brother on work- 
ing along now. But Tucker didn’t tell Joe any of this. He just 
said he was cutting Joe in on the thing as a favor. 

An office was opened for Joe in Harlem and Joe went through 
the motions of trying to start a bank of his own with the help of 
a man called Herbert Ruddy, who' was the regular bondsman for 
a number of policy banks. This was to make sure that, when the 
break came, the bankers would kmfw where to look for money. 

Tucker insisted that the whole deal and what came after was 
to be kept clean. He had decided he would have to work with 
the bankers after he took two-thirds of their businesses and he 
didn’t want them sore at him. This was the only time the number 
was to be fixed. Only three people knew exactly what Tucker 
was up to — ^himself, Henry C. Wheelock, who was his attorney, 
and Joe. Tucker told his two associates that if a single word got 
out in advance or if they played 527 themselves in combination to 
make a litde extra money and people could say there must have 



75 


WITHIN THE WALLS OF THE RICH 

been something phony^ they must have known the number was 
going to hit or they wouldn’t have bet, then that was the end* 
The both o£ you will be through in every way I know how to 
make you be through,” he said. 

They knew what he meant. Tucker had been a regular killer in 
his day. He and his men hadn’t been responsible for the death o£ 
as many as people said, or as many as some automobile manufac- 
turers and steel barons had been with their fight against the unions, 
but Tucker had got his start in the world that way and had kept 
going. 

There were going to be banks that would not be busted and 
other banks that would be able to borrow money elsewhere to stay 
in business. But Tucker had that situation covered, too. The com- 
bination would be strong enough and secure enough to attract 
customers away from any rivals. I£ that weren’t enough, he would 
get the police to raid the competing banks and drive them out of 
business. 

So it looked rosy all the way up and down the line and Joe 
had worked out a nice thing for Leo with Tucker. Leo’s bank was 
to be made No. i in the combination. Where a bank needed too 
much money to re-open after the break came Wednesday, no 
money would be loaned it. The bank was to be allowed to die. Its 
controllers and collectors were to be put to work in Leo’s bank. 

Then Joe tried to get permission to argue Leo into joining the 
combination before the break came so Leo could save his money. 
Wheelock was against it and Tucker was, too, at first. 

‘If we get him on our side first,” Joe said, “we can use him in 
the negotiations with the others.” 

But Wheelock argued that Leo would know then, or guess 
anyway, that the number had been fixed and, if one knew, every- 
body knew. Joe said Leo wouldn’t guess a thing until the com- 
bination was forming and, by that time, he would be one of the 
top men and wouldn’t talk against himself. 

When Tucker still said no, Joe told him he’d have to get an- 
other boy. He said he wasn’t going to be put into the position 
of taking away his brother’s money without giving him a chance 
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o save it, not for Wheelock, not for Tucker, not for anybody 
le ever heard of. Wheelock said all right, to count Joe out and 
Fucker said Joe ought to look at this thing sensibly. 

“Fm sensible, but I’m a person, too,” Joe told Tucker. 

“We’re going to do him good in the long run.” 

“Do you think I’d touch this at all if I didn’t know that?” 

“WeU, what then?” 

“I can’t get it out of my head, that’s all, it’s in my heart that the 
poor slob worked like a son of a bitch all his life for the few 
dollars he’s got.” 

Joe’s head was lowered. His face was working in embarrassment. 
Tucker looked at Wheelock and Wheelock compressed his lips 
and shook his head, no. However, Tucker finally told Joe to go 
ahead, but to be careful what he said to Leo. Joe promised that 
he wouldn’t tell Leo anything except a combination was to be 
formed and he could get in on the ground floor, 

“If he still holds out,” said Joe, “I’ll have his bank raided. Then 
he’ll come to me to have the raid thrown out and 111 tell him, if 
he’s in the combination, the raid is out.” 

Tucker shrugged- “If you want to shoot off popcorn at your 
brother, it’s okay with me,” he said. “He’ll be in the combination 
after Wednesday anyway.” 

That was what Joe started to tell Leo about now, the combination, 
and how it was going to save everybody money on expenses and 
operate the business more efScicntly and how Leo could get in on 
the ground floor. 

After listening to it for a while, Leo said suddenly, “This is 
blackmail,” and Joe stopped talking. “You know it is,” said Leo. 

It hadn’t seemed that way to Joe at any time before, but now, 
with Leo sitting before him, it did seem like blackmail. Joe looked 
down at his hands. “I thought it was a good idea,” he said. 

“You and those friends of yours taking over my business that I 
worked to build up is a good idea to you?” 

“We’re not taking over, just a merger.” 

“You call it a merger, I call it a blackmail.” 
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Joe looked helpless. 

“What did I ever do that you should act like this to me?” cried 
Leo. 

Joe looked into a corner of the room sullenly. “I’m trying to do 
good for you,” he said. 

“A man like you knows what’s good for me? If you want to do 
me a favor, take your proposition and yourself and get out of 
here.” 

This is the third time he’s throwing me out, thought Joe angrily. 
Anger conquered his feeling of guilt. He stared at Leo with un- 
wavering eyes. “I have a good mind to do it,” he said. 

“Go ahead!” Leo flung his hand in the direction of the door. 
“Get the hell out of here with your blackmail and stealing my busi- 
ness.” 

Joe calmed himself with an effort. “The trouble with you is,” he 
said, “you’re so busy hollering you didn’t listen to me.” 

“I heard enough.” Leo stood up and looked around his oflSce. 
While his head was turning, he cried, “My own brother acts to me 
like someone he should hold up on a street corner.” 

Joe jumped to his feet. “If I weren’t your brother,” he shouted, 
“I wouldn’t be here trying to help you, let you in on the ground 
floor. Don’t you know what that means, you damn dumb fool!” 

“Yes? Like it was a second-storey burglar you’re letting me in on 
the ground floor.” 

“Cut it out.” 

“No, I’m not cutting it out. You’re a crook and you want I should 
be a crook too.” 

“Cut it out. I warn you. Cut it out now.” 

“No, it’s true!” 

“God damn it! I’m telling you. Cut it out!” Joe took a threaten- 
ing step towards his brother. 

“If you don’t like what I’m saying, then get the hell out of here, 
you won’t hear it.” 

Joe stopped. His fists unclenched and he laughed suddenly. 
“You’re as crazy as you ever was,” he said, “It reminds me of 
home.” He turned around ^d pulled his chair back close to Leo’s 
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iesk* “111 wait till you cool off,” he told Leo and sat down. “Then 
711 begin where we left oS when you went crazy.” 

He crossed his legs and searched leisurely in his pockets for a 
:igar. He bit off the end of the cigar and held the spot of tobacco 
m his lips and looked around slowly for a place to spit it. Finally 
tie removed it with arched fingers and dropped it into an ash tray 
Dn the desk. Then he fumbled in his vest pocket for a match and 
ran the match through the mouth end of the cigar. He jabbed 
gingerly and twiddled the frayed hole clean. He dropped the match 
into- the ash tray and took a silver lighter from another pocket and 
lit the cigar. He sucked deep and turned up the lighted end of the 
cigar to see that it burned evenly and, while he inspected it, a gust 
of smoke blew from his lips like a sigh of pleasure. 

Leo watched him for a moment and then went back to his desk 
and took up a letter describing an apartment house he had already 
looked over and decided not to buy. He concentrated on the letter 
carefully. 

“Now listen to me,” said Joe, “and 111 try to make this clear to 
you. Listen to me without interin^pting or 111 walk out.” 

Leo’s head darted towards him. “I interrupt already,” he said. 
“Get out.” 

“Now, Leo, for God sakes.” 

“I’m busy. Can’t you take a hint or should I tell you plain I’m 
busy?” 

“Well, you got that hot one off your chest, now listen. You said 
something you think is smart, now you can listen. There’s going 
to be a combination made whatever you say or don’t say. We’re 
going to every policy bank in the city and put the same proposition 
to come in on the combination. I’m putting it to you first because 
you’re my brother.” 

“Not interested.” 

“I got the combination to agree in advance that you would be 
the top man for the whole thing and you and I could run the banks, 
the whole combination, every bank in tfie city of New York.” 

“Not interested, not one bit.” 



WITHIN THE WALLS OF THE RICH 79 

“No? Not at all? You act as if I didn’t know what you did up 
here with the name Tucker to build up your business. I know that 
three years already, four years.” 

“Show me one thing I did,” cried Leo. “I didn’t do one thing, 
not one word. I told them I wasn’t with Tucker. They didn’t be- 
lieve me.” 

“You don’t have to worry if I know. The point is, if you can 
build up a business because you’re supposed to be connected with 
Tucker, then what do you think is going to happen when Tucker 
comes up here himself with a big band playing?” 

“It’s nothing to me what he does.” 

“Fm telling you, you can’t stand up against him. He’ll throw 
everything into one pot and there will be only one payroll on the 
legal fees for the whole combination and only one payroll for the 
ice, the okay to operate. You can’t stand up against an outfit like 
that with your expenses.” 

“You want to hear my answer now?” said Leo. “It’s no.” 

“For Christ sakes, will you get wise to yourself a minute! You 
know what will happen to your business when the combination 
starts working? It’ll dry up under your nose. You won’t have any 
business and you won’t be worth a God damn. I’m telling you. 
You’re fifty-two, what is it, fifty-three . . 

“Fifty-four already.” 

“Fifty-four years old and you’ll be out on the street and not worth 
a God damn. And don’t come to me because I won’t be able to 
help you. I’m not boss. Tucker is boss.” 

“I got my own little business and I’ll keep it and Tucker can 
keep his,” blustered Leo. “When you rob it away, all right. That’s 
the end of it.” 

“Leo, please. Nobody is going to rob you.” 

“And I’m not going to take any threats from you. Did you ever 
hear of this in your life? My own brother comes in here and holds 
a gun over my head. No. No. That’s my answer. My answer is no. 
No. No. You hear what I’m saying? Fm saying no.” 

“How do you spell it?” asked Joe. 
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Leo glared at him. His face was puffed with emotion. “Why do 
^ou do this to me, Joe?’' he said. His voice shook. It almost broke 
and he lowered his head quickly. 

It’s an agony, thought Joe. But if he didn’t go on with it, worse 
would come to Leo, worse and worse and Joe would have to blame 
himself for it. The least he could do was try to save Leo. “I see you 
don’t understand one word I’m saying,” he said. “All you do is 
holler.” Joe did not show the pain he was suffering. He was sweat- 
ing a httle, but he did not show his pain in any other way. “Here it 
is. Now listen to me, listen and don’t holler. A corporation gets 
together . , .” 

“I’m not listening.” 

“. . . gets together and they decide they’re going to merge all you 
banks together, buy you out and make you all one combination to 
be run economical, big time, on a big time business basis. I know 
about the deal and I say to the corporation. . . .” 

“You’re talking to yourself.” 

. . say to them I got just the man for you to run the combina- 
tion when it’s ready. My brother, my big, quiet, sensible, level- 
headed brother, Leo. He knows the business. He knows everybody 
in Harlem. He’s liked all over Harlem. After you come to terms 
with him and make a deal for his business, he will help you make 
the deals for the other businesses and then run the whole combina- 
tion. Isn’t that nice? What more do you want for yourself?” 

“Just you should leave me alone.” 

“You don't understand. There are big men in this city who'd 
sell their mothers’ teeth to get what I’m giving you.” 

“I understand all right,” Leo said. “A bundi of gangsters get 
together and they call themselves a corporation. You call that a 
corporation, Mr. brother of mine, with dirty necks and guns in their 
pockets and everybody a jailbird?” 

“You don’t know nothing, if you’re alive or what. Big men I’m 
telling you, the biggest men in the city of New York.” 

“I don’t do business with people like that.” 

“Is that final? I want to give you every chance, so think before 
you say if it is or it isn’t.” 
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“It’s final. It’s my final answer. Finally no,” 

“Okay.” 

Joe stood up and put on his coat and pulled his jacket smooth 
under it. He set his hat carefully on his head. 

“I suppose you know,” he said, “that your no don’t stop the 
combination. There’s going to be a combination and those that are 
not in it, that we don’t want in it, will have their business dried 
up and will be on the street crying. Don’t come crying to me then. 
It will be too late. The minute I walk out of this door, it will be 
too late for you. You’ll be out.” 

“Goodbye,” said Leo. 

He picked up the letter describing the apartment house he had 
rejected and began to read it again. 

Joe put both hands on the desk and leaned over until his face • 
was on a level with Leo’s. “Can’t you see?” he said. His words 
fell swiftly and heavily from his mouth. “Us two will have the 
keys. Can’t you see what Fm putting in your lap? Do I have to 
make blueprints? You’ve been scratching for chicken feed all your 
life and now I’ve got it for you. I’ve got something, pearls on a 
plate, Leo. You’ll be a big man.” 

“You want to make a gangster out of me, too. That’s what I 
see.” 

“Oh Jesus !’^ Joe stood up straight and cried into the air. “Jesus! 
Jesus Christ!” He kicked the foot of the desk. 

“You want to make me a big shot gangster with horns coming 
out of my head,” said Leo. 

Joe stood suffering. His face was raised towards the ceiling. His 
eyes were closed and his fists strained the seams of his coat pockets. 
Then he shook his head and’^ walked towards the door and turned 
and went back to Leo. “Tell me this,” he said. “TeE me, before you 
make up your mind yes or no you’ll study the proposition. YouE 
come down to Wheelock’s office and look at the figures. ’ 

“I don’t know who Wheelock is and where his office is and Im 
not looking at figures for what’s my business.” 

“Henry C. Wheelock. Henry Clay Wheelock, like the cigar, 
Henry Clay, He’s the lawyer for the combination. He’s got the 
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whole thing down in black and white, everything, what he’ll give 
you for your business, what your cut will be on the combination, 
the whole story.” 

“Nothing doing.” 

“Your mind is made up definitely.?” 

“Yes, final. My final answer is finally no. That’s what it was 
when I first heard it. That’s what it’ll be if you and your shyster 
crook lawyer talk till you’re blue in the face. The answer is no. 
No. Absolutely and finally, positively no.” 

Joe looked at his brother speculatively. Emotion had blotched his 
ruddy face. His face was stained with strain. There were white 
blotches on it imder the ruddiness. 

“You’re dumber than I ever thought you were,” he said. 

“Fine. Now that you know, maybe you’ll leave me alone.” 

“The trouble with you is,” said Joe, “you’re a small man. If it’s 
a small thing, you’re all right. But if it’s a big thing, you piss in 
your pants.” He twisted his body and began to mince and pout. 
“No, no,” he simpered. “Oh no, so much for me? All that for poor 
little Leo? Oh no, it can’t be. It must be some mistake. It must be 
for somebody else.” 

“You’re so funny you ought to go in the movies.” 

“Funny? You think it’s funny? It’s the saddest thing in your 
life. If you hold out your hands, it’s yours. I’ll give it to you. You 
can trust me, your own brother, to give it to you. But you can’t 
hold out your hands. You haven’t got the guts to take what is 
yours, what’s there waiting for you. That’s why you’ve been a small 
man all your hfe and you will be small to the day you are dead.” 

“You’re better when you’re funny,” said Leo. 

Joe walked to Leo slowly. He held out his two hands pleadingly. 
“Come downtown with me,” he begged. “Not right now. Tomor- 
row morning. Look at what Wheelock’s got in his office. You will 
see the possibilities. A blind man will see the possibilities. You’ll 
become a really big man.” 

He saw a stubborn look come over Leo’s face. “Just, for Christ 
sake, put a nickel in the subway,” he cried. He took a fiickel out of 
his pocket and threw it violently on the floor. “Here,” he shouted. 
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“Here’s a nickel. Put it in the subway. It will make your fortune,” 

“I don’t want a fortune,” said Leo. “All I want is not to have 
headaches from the way you yell like that.” 

“Through!” Joe spit out the word. “You want it, you’re going 
to get it, you God damn dumb son of a bitch!” 

He walked out and slammed the door behind him, and Leo took 
up the letter about the apartment house he had decided not to buy 
and sat holding it without seeing it. 

Joe walked to a telephone in a cigar store around the corner from 
his brother’s office and tried to reach Tucker. He knew what he had 
to do next to Leo. It had been his own idea. But he was ashamed 
and wanted to be told to do it. 

He called seven numbers. The first one said he had heard some- 
thing about Tucker going downtown to see Wheelock some time 
in the afternoon. After that, there were five numbers that did not 
answer and the last one said he did not know where Tucker was. 
Then Joe tried Wheelock, and Wheelock was out, too, and nobody 
knew where he was or when he was expected back. “A fine hell of 
a lawyer that is,” he said to himself. 

He walked out of the store and stood a moment on the sidewalk 
aimlessly with his hands in his pockets. One moment he felt tired 
and the next moment anger began spinning around in his head. 
When the anger stopped spinning, he became tired. Then the anger 
started up again and this time it spun around in his head and went 
down through him like a crash so that he tingled all over. He 
walked to the corner and, as he walked, he took his hands out of 
his pockets and hit his palm with his fist. He did it three or four 
times, each time harder. The anger kept getting bigger and bigger 
in his head and then it crashed all over him. He found that his 
hand was tingling and there was pain in his knuckles and he was so 
tired everything in him seemed to droop. He saw a taxi in the 
corner and got into it. 

“That’s one stubborn mule of a brother I got,” he thought. ’“He’ll 
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have to be kicked, that’s all, for his own good.” Joe gave the taxi- 
driver the address of his new office on Lenox Avenue. The barn 
is burning, you dumb mule,” he said to himself. Get the hell out. 

The office was one flight up over a drug store. The sign on the 
outside door said “A-Won Co.” and under it was lettered, “H. 
Ruddy, bail bonds.” There was one large room facing on the street 
and, in the back, two smaller, glass-doored rooms had been parti- 
tioned off. A smell of varnish and fresh plaster and shavings clung 
to the air in the office. 

Some people were in the outer room talking to Ruddy. Joe saw 
Gonzago and Cordeles, who were bankers, and he guessed the 
others must be connected with them. He could tell without listen- 
ing what they were talking about. They were trying to find out 
what Joe was really up to and to what extent Tucker figured in it. 
Ruddy, who was short and bald and very fat, was talking earnesdy 
in a low tone and Cordeles and Gonzago were looking at him 
craftily. 

Joe had known the moment he had met them they would be 
easy. They were afraid before he lifted his finger. When they found 
out exacdy what kind of offer he was going to make them, they 
would be surprised and relieved and his friends for life, or at least 
until they could make a safe dollar out of cutting his throat. Joe 
walked past them without stopping or nodding, and Gonzago and 
Cordeles looked at him out of the corners of their eyes. 

There was one telephone on Joe’s desk connected with a switch- 
board outside and another private telephone that he had installed 
secretly. The telephone wasn’t listed and he had taken the number 
off the dial. He had asked the telephone company to mail the bill 
for it to his home so that no one in the office would know he had it. 
He kept the instrument in the bottom drawer of his desk, and the 
wire came through a hole bored under the desk. No one could see 
it was there unless he got down on the floor and looked. Joe planned 
to use it when he wouldn’t want to take a chance on sorneone 
listening in from the switchboard. There was no need for it yet. 
No one had been hired for the switchboard. No one could overhear 
him. But he used the private telephone now anyway. 
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First Joe tried Tucker s seven numbers. Then he tried Wheelock 
gain. He couldn t locate either of them. He sat still a moment, 
Lolding the telephone. It was warm and wet in his hand. He was 
^ery tired suddenly. He hadn’t taken off his hat and it felt heavy 
>n his head. His head sagged and the flesh of his face slid down 
rom the bones. He sat looking at his hand and feeling the sweat 
)n it and the warm sweat on the telephone. The veins in his hand 
vere thick as twigs. If there had been time to argue more with Leo, 
le would have waited before having Leo’s bank raided and argued 
nore. He would have argued a month if there had been time. But 
here was no time. This was Friday, and Wednesday was the end 
)f it and maybe it was too late, even now. He began sluggishly to 
lial for Bunte. His head twisted so violendy with each turn of the 
iial that his hat almost fell off. 

Ed Bunte was a district leader who had been put on the combina- 
ion’s payroll to take care of all the details of protection. He wasn’t 
It the clubhouse or at home or at his lawyer’s oiEce downtown 
where he kept desk space or at Tammany Hall or at his own office 
in midtown. Joe finally reached him at an Italian restaurant named 
Theo’s, where he hung out sometimes. 

‘I’m sorry to bother you,” said Joe, “but I’d like to get word to 
Capt, Milletti about a bank at 92-53 Edgecombe Avenue.” 

“A bank?” Bunte had a habit of talking over the telephone in 
a whispery voice. It made everything he said sound confidential 
and important. 

“It’s operating right under his nose,” said Joe, “and I thought he’d 
like to know about it.” 

“Well yes,” Bunte said. “Milletti certainly ought to do something 
about a thing like that. Whose bank is it?” 

“It’s in Apartment 2F, going wide open every day. It would be a 
good thing if it were knocked over right away.” Joe looked at his 
wrist watch. It was too late today. “Tomorrow, tomorrow after- 
noon.” Leo wasn’t likely to be at the bank then. 

^ “That’s Saturday.” 

“All right. Monday then, the latest.” 

“I’ll tell MillettL right away,” said Bunte. “He’ll appreciate the tip 
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I know. Oh say, Wheelock’s with me now i£ you want to have a 
word with him.” 

“No,” said Joe, “I guess not.” 

He had said it while thinking he had nothing to tell Wheelock 
now. The job was done. He didn’t need anyone any more to tell him 
to do it. A feeling of shame came into him, so sharp it seemed to 
wail. He put away the telephone and locked it up and walked out 
of the door. He knew Wheelock was going to call up to make sure 
it was Leo’s bank being raided and no one else s. He couldn t tell 
Wheelock out plain. Not just now. He couldn’t tell anybody he had 
put the pohce on his own brother, even if it were for his brother’s 
good. 

“Wheelock may call me in a litde while,” he called across to 
Ruddy. “Tell him I couldn’t wait and that I’ll be down to his ofiSce 
tomorrow morning anyway.” 

Gonzago and Cordeles turned their tan, smiling, meaty faces 
towards him and nodded in greeting. He couldn’t bring himself to 
return their nod. He wanted to spit at the greaser bastards. He 
walked quickly out of the office. 

As he was going down the stairs, he heard the office telephone 
ring. “Wheelock!” he thought. He dropped down the stairs almost 
at a run, going lightly on tiptoe so that he should not be heard. 
When he reached the bottom, he didn’t go out into the street but 
ducked behind the stairs and stood there in the damp, cellar-smelling 
gloom. He heard the door to the office open and Ruddy call, Joe, 
hey Joe, oh Joe!” 

He didn’t answer. The fat voice seethed in his head and he began 
to tremble. “What the hell am I being afraid of Wheelock for?” he 
said to himself. He fixed his eyes on the door leading to the cellar 
and he felt the gloom close around him and his trembling subsided. 
He heard the upstairs door close. The paint on the cellar door, he 
noticed, was cracked and lumpy and was flaking. It reminded him 
of the steam pipe that ran under the ceiling in Leo’s apartment. He 
knew from the telephone book that Leo still lived in the same place. 

“He’ll thank me some day,” he thought. “I’ll tell him this and 
he’ll take my hand and thank me for what I went through.” 
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Joe waited until Ruddy had had a chance to look out the window 
and see that he wasn’t on the street and tell Wheelock he had just 
missed him. Then he walked out. 


V 


Sixteen people worked regularly in Apartment 2F at 92-53 Edge- 
combe Avenue. Ten were sorters. They were paid $17 a week for 
arranging the policy slips according to the numbers and amounts. 
Five were bookkeepers. The sixteenth man was head bookkeeper 
and office manager. 

The proportion of bookkeepers was so high because each con- 
troller was a separate account. Three of the bookkeepers were paid 
$21 a week and two, who had learned to operate adding machines 
as well as keep books, were paid $23. They kept the controllers’ 
accounts and recorded, on a master sheet, the day’s business and the 
day’s hits. All the other records of the business — ^legal fees, bonding 
fees, protection money, the steady outgo of presents, touches, and 
bribes for policemen — ^were kept by Edgar in Leo’s own office. Leo 
and the accountants and lawyer who helped prepare his income tax 
report were the only ones who ever saw both sets of books. 

Seven of the ten sorters were women — ^Italians, Spaniards, and 
Negroes. They were all at least middle-aged and all had families. 
Before going to work for Leo, they had been domestic servants or 
charwomen in offices and hotels. The job in the policy bank gave 
them their mornings for their own housework and children and 
got them home in time to see their families off to bed. Working in 
an office at a white-collar job seemed wonderful to them and the 
hours were a blessing. 

A dark, jolly, hairy sorter named Giuseppe Rizzizzi was called 
Juice. He was a big man, padded evenly in front and back and on 
the sides with hard fat. He had been a taxi driver until a rainy win- 
ter evening when his cab had skidded off a pier end. It had been 
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Id and he had closed all the windows. Then, when the car settled 
the black water, he was unable to open a door. The pressure of 
e water kept the doors sealed. 

He flung his bulk against the door many times, butting it with his 
lad and shoulders and fists, but it wouldn’t give. It was like hitting 
wall and it made him feel powerless. He lunged again and again 
id ended up against the door each time with a smash. A grunt 
me sweating out of his mouth. He could feel the muscles quiver- 
g up and down his back. 

The cab was nearly silent. The only sounds were the thud of his 
)dy hitting the door and his grunts and, when he drew himself 
ick for another lunge, his breath scratching in his thrpat. He heard 
.at and heard the squirting of black water, skirted with black 
lam, as it spouted out from under the dashboard and up from the 
)oring in narrow, hard streams. Juice remembered those sounds 
terward and how there was a roar in his head that seemed to burst 
itward. It never stopped bursting outward. He thought suddenly 
)out the window. He put his back flat on the seat and lifted his 
lot and kicked out the glass with his heel. In a moment he was 
ee of the car and a moment later he was swimming safely on the 
irface. 

When Juice tried to go back to work, he found he couldn’t. He 
)uld force himself to go into an automobile, but he couldn’t keep 
[mself in it. He was puzzled. The accident hadn’t hurt him much, 
►ne shoulder was a little sore and the skin on his two big, hard- 
idded hands was broken from hitting against the door. But, aside 
om that, there was nothing. He hadn’t even caught cold. He was 
ill the man he had been, never a sick day in his life. Yet, every 
me he got into a car, and sometimes it happened in an elevator 
' when he came home late at night to a dark house, he began to 
emble and he couldn’t breathe. He didn’t think about the accident 
j had had, but there was a feeling of blackness in his eyes and 
•owning through his body. He had to get away to shake it out. He 
ould jump out of the car and stand shaking his wet, white face 
id then he would feel fooHsh and laugh and think, ‘J’m a real 
□man.” 
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Another sorter was an old Mexican Indian, with white blood and 
ack blood and red blood and brown blood and yellow blood, too, 
muddy him. His name was Pedro Molinas. He was all the races 
man, from Nordic to Malay. It seemed to make him incoherent, 
.e was tall and thin with high cheekbones and had a sandy mous- 
che and a copper tint in his black skin. He did not know much 
nglish, but he was talkative and liked to tell long stories about 
mself. He became very excited and hissed and spit among his 
ords because no one could understand him. 

He said he had a wife with “fi*, sizza chillo” in Mexico and an- 
her wife with “fi’, sizza chillo” in a place he pointed out on the 
Lap. It proved to be Galveston. He also said he had a third wife 
ith fi , sizza chillo” in Kansas City and that he was lonely for 
lem in New York and was looking around for a fourth wife to 
.ve him five or six more children. He proposed to all the women 
L the place frequently. He would point across the table to his 
loice of the day and, with all the others listening, would say, “You 
le big slap slap in bed fun chillo.’’ 

Nobody believed he was serious, but he was serious. However, 
^hen they laughed, he would laugh, too, in a delighted way, look- 
ig from one laughing face to the other with black eyes that shone 
ke sunned water. He had a habit of saying, “Ai-Yai,” when any- 
ling unexpected happened and because of this and because his 
ame was Pedro and because of his many wives and children, 
v'erybody called him Pie-Eye. 

The third male sorter was named William Xavier Middleton. He 
^■as . called Mr. Middleton. He was a placiddooking, elderly man 
nth a comfortable laugh and a slow-moving, twangy, comfortable 
oice. His talk sounded like notes from an idling guitar. With his 
ray hair and pink skin and firm, slow walk, he looked to be about 
fty years old, but he was actually sixty-one. 

Mr. Middleton had spent most of his life as a telegraph operator 
nd, although he had never been good enough to handle one of 
he boom-time, $ioo-a-week jobs in the brokerage offices, he had 
n joyed his work and taken pride in it. When the teletype ma- 
hines with their $25 boy and girl operators began coming into 
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greater and greater use and the other men started worrying about 
Morse telegraphy being abandoned entirely, he refused to worry. 
“Worry is bad for your stomach and kidneys,” he said and he 
said, “What’s the use your thinking about it? You won’t help or 
hurt by thinking. You’ll just wear out your brains.” 

Instead of worrying about teletype machines putting him out of 
work, he began to worry about his sending hand going bad on him. 
This was something he had seen happen to other Morse operators. 
Nobody seemed to know exactly what it was, but the hand sud- 
denly lost its sensitivity and couldn’t send messages any more. The 
hand looked just the same as before. There was no pain or swelling 
and it could do any other kind of work. It just lost its ability to 
feel out the dots and dashes on the bug fast enough. Mr. Middleton 
had been sending with his right hand and he began practicing 
on his bug with his left hand. 

To learn to send with the left hand after a lifetime of using the 
right hand was difficult for a man Mr. Middleton’s age. He was 
fifty-nine at that time. He gave up his Friday night poker game 
and Saturday night movies and Wednesday night game of pool 
at Boyle’s Billiard Parlor near his home in the Bronx and spent 
the time sending with his left hand. In six months he had done it. 
He was as expert with one hand as with the other. Then, suddenly, 
his right hand went bad. If he had been told he had worried it 
into going bad, he would have said that was crazy talk. He just 
thought his hunch had proved correct. He wasn’t upset. His feeling 
was that he had seen it coming and had prepared for it and he 
was even a little pleased that his long, trying hours of preparation 
had not been wasted. 

The men in the office didn’t understand, either, that if Mr. Mid- 
dleton had not been worried about his hand going bad, it would 
not have gone bad. They said he sure was a srhart old duck all 
right to be ready when it came and some of them followed his 
example and began practicing with their left hands. They, too, had 
a chance, after a while, to be pleased with their foresight. Their 
right hands, too, went bad. 

Mr. Middleton believed his left hand couldn’t be expected to last 
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as long as his right hand had. His right hand had lasted forty-two 
years. The left hand was not so strong, but it would surely last 
twenty years and that would be about long enough. However, his 
left hand went as dead as his right before the end of the year. 

He held up the two hands before him. They were old hands. 
They had done a lot of work in their time, but they still looked 
pink and fleshy. They were not like some of those claws you see 
around. I never knew there was that much difference between a 
right hand and a left hand ” he thought. 

Two of the bookkeepers were Negro women. The name of one 
had been picked by her parents for its music and was as soft as 
herself. It was Delilah Lowrie. She was a graduate of college and 
was trained as a teacher, but there was no teaching job for her. 
She was studying mornings for. a master’s degree. She thought if 
she had another degree, a really overwhelming degree, she would 
have a better chance when the Board of Education decided to ap- 
point more teachers. The other woman bookkeeper was named 
Corinne Anderson. She was a dumpy-trunked woman, dark and 
flashy, and had been a waitress and restaurant cashier before going 
to work for Leo. 

Of the other bookkeepers, two were Cubans, small, hot-looking 
men with tarry hair and tar-colored eyes. They both were musi- 
cians, put out of work by music that was delivered in cans. They 
looked enough alike to be brothers, but they had not met before 
getting jobs with Leo. What they wanted was to work up a vaude- 
ville act together and, during slack moments, they’d go into a corner 
and figure out turns and falls and funny bits of business. They 
would get so excited and happy they’d forget there wasn’t any 
vaudeville any more. 

The fifth bookkeeper was a cocky Irishman, short, red-haired and 
freckled and rather plump. His name was Francis Murray. He was 
in his late twenties and, since leaving high school, had had a career 
of odd jobs, the longest of which was as a bellhop at sea for two 
years. He liked the sea, particularly the sense it gave of the ship 
being home and home being unattached to the world and its 
troubles. Every time he got on land, he felt overcome by the prob- 
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lems of living, but he could go home to his ship and his ship would 
take him away. So he might have stuck to the sea, but he had a 
temper. He got sore and quit when another boy was chosen, in- 
stead of himself, as bell captain. 

Leo liked Murray. He talked to him about learning a trade or 
finding something to do that had a future to it. Murray had de- 
cided finally on the police force. Leo had advanced the money 
for courses at a civil service school and now, by the Monday on 
which Thanksgiving week, 1934, began, Murray had passed the 
examination and was on the list awaiting appointment. 

It had been good business for Leo to pick servants and char- 
women as his sorters. They were grateful for their jobs and happy 
in them. But he hadn’t done it because it was good business. He 
liked the idea of their being grateful and happy and having more 
time to spend with their children. 

They told him about their families and sometimes, when there 
was sickness at home, he would give one an extra five dollars and 
ask her not to tell anyone about it because, if she did, everybody 
would want five dollars. However, the present invariably became 
common knowledge at once. Even if she said nothing, the look on 
her face was enough. Yet none ever came to Leo with a story of 
trouble unless it was true. 

One Italian woman had fallen to her knees before Leo and had 
pressed kisses against his hand because he had helped her with 
five dollars. He jumped as if bitten, but it pleased him nevertheless. 
He felt they all loved him that way and, actually, they did. 

Leo admired the placid way in which Mr. Middleton took his 
hard luck and used to give him a cigar once in a while. He listened 
to Juice’s story sympathetically several times and once had Edgar 
take the door off his car to see if that would help Juice stay in it. 
It didn’t. He was sorry for Delilah and secretly proud to have a 
college graduate working for him. He found her some pupils to 
tutor on Saturday mornings when she did not go to school and 
told her that if she got enough private pupils, then she would not 
have to work for him. 

‘1 like to work for you,” she said. 
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A beautiful girl like you? With a college education like you? 
It’s a real shame on everybody that there’s no job for her that’s 
worth what she is.” 

Delilah looked so glad he felt uncomfortable. 

But whenever anything went wrong in the bank, Leo would tell 
himself it came from hiring cripples. “I do good for everybody but 
myself, he thought. Since he had gone into the policy business, 
he had become even more high-strung and he would go into fits 
of rage. 

Once it had actually seemed for a moment as if he were standing 
in front of himself, yelling at himself and jabbing one finger at 
himself. A mistake had been made that cost him more than $ioo. 
^ou want to be Santa Claus?” he heard himself scream at himself. 
“Go ahead and break your neck and be Santa Claus for the crip- 
ples!” He even saw the ruby ring on the small, fat litde finger 
of his hand as it jabbed at him. 

It was a startling apparition. He stared shocked. Anger bolted 
out of him like a frightened horse, with a kick and plunge that 
left him breathless. He decided finally his anger must have caused 
a heart attack. He must actually have been dead for a moment and 
the apparition standing in front of him and screaming at him must 
have been his soul. He must have been standing there dead and 
looking at his soul for a moment until his heart kicked over into 
life and began pumping again. 

After that, Leo tried' to control his anger. He walked up steps 
slowly to nurse his heart. 


There was one man in the ojEcc who did not go out to Leo and 
was not loyal to him. This was Frederick E. Bauer, the head book- 
keeper and manager of the bank at $25 a week. It was not in him 
to go out to anyone or to be loyal to anything. He was like Leo, 
an insecure man, but he had not had the kind of life in business 
Leo had had. So he was rather disliked by those who knew him. 
They said he kept too much to himself and was no fun and anyway 
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id nothing to oiSen The trouble was he had become too certain 
! rebuff to venture his emotions on anyone. 

In 1934, Bauer was thirty years old. He was a tall man with an 
leasy, mottled color that, at a casual glance, made his skin seem 
mpled. His blond hair was thick and wet-looking and cut sharp 
ong the edges of his head. It lay on top of his head like a mat. 
[e had blue eyes, but square, gold-rimmed glasses made them seem 
)lorless. His body was bony. He looked, more than anything else,' 
ke a German mechanic on a day off. However, he had never 
urked in overalls in his life. He had held only one job before 
oing with Leo and that, too, had been in an office. Leo had found 
Lm where he had found Mr. Middleton, in Boyle’s Billiard Parlor. 
The depression had cost Bauer his job in the office of a hardware 
)mpany. Bauer knew Leo by sight as one of Boyle’s clientele and, 
Lthough people treated Leo as a “businessman,” Bauer was aware 
lat Leo actually was someone ‘In the rackets.” Bauer was there 
hen Leo hired Mr. Middleton. He felt sure he could get a job 
*om Leo, too. But he waited. He couldn’t bring himself to go into 
he rackets.” He waited until his money was all gone and he 
Duldn’t borrow any more and he couldn’t find any more odd jobs 
ad the only thing left was charity. The way Bauer felt, it was 
lore degrading for a family man to accept charity than to be a 
lief. At least, he thought, the thief had a noble motive and people 
Duld respect his motive. So he went up to Leo and asked him for 
job. “I’ll do anything,” he said. He was trembling a little bit. 
A.sk me and I’ll do it.” 

This was at a time when Leo was still uneasy about the policy 
Lisiness. Whenever he had noticed Bauer before, the man had been 
loking at him furtively, and when Leo had caught his eye, Bauer 
ad turned away hastily like a boy caught sticking out his tongue. 
y Leo had asked who he was and had found out Bauer was a 
gh-school graduate and an unemployed office worker and had 
Id himself, “You be legitimate and I’ll make a living in these 
ird times.” 

Bauer’s abrupt approach now had startled Leo. “What do you 
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mean you’ll do anything!” he cried. “What kind of a business do 
you think I’m running, you’ll do anything!” 

Bauer colored with confusion, but he was a slow-minded man. 
An idea had filled his mind. He couldn’t change it quickly and he 
felt he had to say something right away, so he continued with what 
he had intended to say. “I don’t care what kind of a business,” he 
said. “There’s no food in the house and four mouths there, five 
with mine.” He knew he was saying the wrong thing. His voice 
fell to a mumble. “Just ask me anything and I’ll do it,” he mumbled. 

“Maybe you think 111 give you a job making a stickup for me?” 
cried Leo. “Have you got experience?” People from other tables 
looked up. 

“My kids are hungry,” mumbled Bauer helplessly. 

But Leo was too excited to hear him. “How would you like I’ll 
give you a gun to shoot up some business for me?” shouted Leo. 

The manager-owner of Boyle’s came up quickly. He was a big 
man, named George Palumbo. He had once been a prize fighter. 
He put his arm around Bauer’s shoulders. “Everybody is very upset 
nowadays,” he said. 

Bauer turned to Palumbo gratefully. “I was just asking him ioi 
a job when he jumped on me,” he told him. Palumbo picked Bauer’s 
hat and coat off a hook with his free hand and walked him to the 
door. Bauer began to struggle a little and Palumbo’s arm tightened 
around his shoulders. 

“Are you throwing me out for a man Hke that?” Bauer cried. 

“You’re excited.” Palumbo did not relax his grip until he had 
Bauer on the sidewalk. “Everybody is got a temper these days on 
account of the hard times. You go home and you’ll cool down 
and feel better.” 

If it hadn’t been for Palumbo throwing him out, Bauer might 
not have taken the job when Leo came around to his house to 
offer it. Leo’s conscience made him offer Bauer a job. His feeling 
of guilt made him enlarge on the incident and made him talk 
himself into regarding Bauer as “a real high type boy,” clean-cut, 
steady and honest. But it was Palumbo choosing Leo over him 
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hen the showdown came that made Bauer decide to go in ^‘^the 
ckets.” 

They were all there working in the bank — the servants and char- 
omen, Juice, Mr. Middleton, the musicians, Delilah Lowrie, the 
istaurant cashier, the young man waiting to become a policeman, 
auer and Pie-Eye — ^when Milletti’s raiders, ordered by Joe, came 
L Leo was there, too. He hadn’t wanted to remain in his own 
rivate office. He had been afraid Joe would come around there 
ad argue some more. 

There were two men in plainclothes for the raid and about half 
dozen in xmiform. One of them knocked on the door and Bauer, 
rho happened to be nearby, went to answer. 

^'Who is it?” he asked, opening the door, and the men poured in. 
They overflowed Bauer, and Bauer jumped into the air and came 
own on stiff legs. Then he ran into a corner and stood there 
matching them. Silence swept the room and, in the silence, every- 
ody had heard Bauer run. He had made small, light, scratching 
ounds as if he were running on paws. 

“Nobody move,” said a detective. "‘Keep your hands as they 
/ere.” 

Leo was in an alcove with Delilah, trying to straighten out a 
omplaint from a controller by checking back on old policy slips. 
It had some of them in his hand when the detective came in. 
Iis‘ surprise carried him out of the alcove and towards the police, 
rowning and squinting. He realized suddenly he had the policy 
[ips in his hands and the policy slips were evidence. He threw 
lem to the floor. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Minch,” said one of the detectives. “You done 
lat too late.” 

The detective picked up the slips and put them into an envelope 
ad wrote Leo’s name on the envelope. 

“Come here a minute,” said Leo. He did not recognize the man, 
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but that was not unusual. He had given presents to too many 
detectives to recognize them all. 

The detective followed Leo slowly to the outside hall There 
were already two policemen at either end, one at the head of the 
stairs going down, the other at the foot of the stairs going up. Leo 
knew these men and he nodded to them. They looked at him v/ith 
embarrassment. 

‘1 think we ought to be able to do business on this, don’t you?” 
said Leo to the detective. He put his hand into his pocket. He knew 
that every once in a while, when a detective was hard up for money, 
he would make an arrest just to be bribed out of it. 

The detective shook his head. 

“Did Milletti go crazy all of a sudden,” cried Leo, “or what is 
this?” 

“He looked healthy to me when I left him,” said the detective. 

People who lived on the same floor were opening the doors to 
their apartments and coming out in the haU. 

“Keep back out of this,” the detective shouted. He turned to the 
patrolman at the head of the stairs. “Keep the hall clear,” he 
ordered. He seemed nervous. 

Leo went back into the bank. 

The other detective, helped by some of the policemen, had 
finished collecting the evidence and had called for the patrol wagon. 
Tke policy slips before each sorter and bookkeeper had been put 
into separate envelopes and marked. Tags had been tied to the 
adding machines, the half finished master sheets, the tape off the 
machines and the other bookkeeping records and a bundle had 
been made of the lot. 

The women were together near the alcove. Some were frightened, 
but most of them, after their first fear, seemed almost to welcome 
the break in the routine. Delilah sat a litde apart from them. Her 
face was pensive. Her hands were folded quiedy in her lap. Pie- 
Eye was standing over the women, talking incoherently in a happy, 
excited way, the spit flying like spray from his lips. 

“That must be what God hears when He listens to the world,” 
thought Delilah. A policeman was listening to Pie-Eye attentively. 
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le cop was young and ambitious and hoped he would overhear 
idence. 

‘Sometimes I think he’s talking pig latin,” the policeman said 
last^ “and then again it sounds like double talk. Do you get 
” He didn’t take his eyes from Pie-Eye, but he seemed to be 
dressing Murray who was standing nearest him. 

Murray had been watching the work of the detectives and patrol- 
sn with professional curiosity. He wanted to see if they actually 
d everything he had been taught to do in police school. “He’s a 
§fh-class kidder,” Murray said. “He talks double talk in pig latin.” 
Bauer sat facing the wall with his back to the room. Near Murray 
t Juice and the two Cuban musicians. The Cubans were talking 
each other in Spanish, and Juice was listening although he did 
>t understand a word. His face was white and set and his big 
inds were closed into fists as they rested on his knees. He was 
^ing not to think about the ride in the patrol wagon. Mr. Middle- 
n was standing placidly on the other side of the group. He was 
loking a cigarette and his vest was unbuttoned and his hands 
ere resting' on his white shirt over his belly. He looked as if he 
id just risen from a good dinner and was trying to decide what 
ould be nice to do next. 

Leo went to the telephone and called his lawyer and told him 
have Ruddy, who was his regular bondsman, at magistrate’s 
lurt prepared to bail out seventeen. He also asked him to send 
£gar down to court with his car. Then he went over to Juice, 
iow do you feel?” he asked. 

Juice looked up at him and Leo could see white balls of sweat 
i the man’s thick, white face. “I’m not so good off,” Juice said. 
“It won’t be bad,” Leo told him. “It’s a short ride, four, five 
inutes and we’ll all be in there with you, right around you. We’ll 
)ld you down.” He tried to laugh, but it didn’t come out well, 

“I guess I can stand it, I hope,” said Juice. 

“A big guy like you.” Leo patted him on the shoulder. “It won’t 
: anything to do.” 

“I’ll try my best.” 

Leo decided he’d get the women to surround Juice. They’d shame 
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him into keeping quiet. He went over to the alcove and, on the 
way, Murray reached out and pulled at his sleeve and asked to 
talk to him for a minute, 

“Right away,” said Leo irritably. 

Leo whispered to two of the Italian women to sit on either side 
of Juice when they got into the patrol wagon. The women began 
to look motherly, There^s no use having a big fuss,” he said 
and they nodded sympathetically. He turned to Delilah. “There’s 
nothing to worry about,” he told her. She didn’t answer. She didn’t 
turn her head to look at him. She just sat quietly and he stood 
over her a moment, wondering what he could do for her. Then 
he noticed Murray standing at his side, waiting to talk, and he 
turned away and walked quickly over to Mr. Middleton. “I’m sorry 
about this,” he said. 

Mr. Middleton took the cigarette out of his mouth carefully. He 
had been thinking that, when his hands had gone bad, he could 
have learned teletyping— or Mux, as it was called. But it had seemed 
too much of a come-down. He had preferred to tell the company 
he would find something elsewhere that was more suitable for a 
man of his age and position. 

“Worrying isn’t going to do any good,” he told Leo. “It just 
wears out the brains.” He looked at Leo and smiled and put the 
cigarette back into his mouth carefully. 

Leo walked quickly into the hall. He felt he had to get away 
from them. He had enough worries of his own. He walked up and 
down the hall until a policeman came up the stairs to say the 
patrol wagon had arrived. Then Leo went back into the bank and 
got his hat and coat. 

“Get going everybody,” said the detective. “Come on! One at a 
time and follow me. Don’t anybody try to get ahead or hold back. 
Just keep your place in line.” 

He kept shouting and the line formed slowly and shambled into 
the hall. A detective and a patrolman remained in the room to bring 
up the rear and they saw Bauer sitting motionless, facing the wall, 
his back to them. The detective walked over to him and Bauer 
cringed away awkwardly. His long, bony body twisted in the chair. 
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‘What’s the matter with you?” asked the detective. “Can’t you 
Ik?” 

‘No,” said Bauer. His head was lowered and his eyes were 
»sed. He shook his head several times quickly. “No,” he said, “no, 
, no, no.” He spoke in a mutter. 

The detective laughed. He was a family man and Bauer had 
)ked exactly like a stubborn child. “No-no-no-nnnnnnn-o,” said the 
tective in a sing-sging. He put his hand on his hip and tossed his 
ad in the air and stamped his foot. “No-no-no-nnnnnnnnn-o!” 
e laughed' again. 

Bauer became silent. He didn’t open his eyes or raise his head, 
e gripped the seat of the chair so hard his knuckles turned yel- 
w. With a frantic, scrambling motion, he wrapped his legs around 
e rungs. 

“Come on!” the detective said. “Stand up!” 

Bauer sat silendy. His hands shook with the intensity of his grip. 
The policeman at the door called to the detective in front to 
Id up the line and everybody stopped and turned and listened. 
iSLT sprang up in all of them. Even Mr. Middleton’s fists clenched. 
The patrolman inside the room walked slowly toward Bauer. 
“Look at the bastard, will you,” said the detective. He stared 
)wly around the room. Then suddenly he lunged forward and 
abbed Bauer by the hair. “Stand up!” he bellowed and yanked 
luer’s hair. 

“No!” shouted Bauer. Then he screamed. He opened his mouth 
Ide and screamed with all his strength. “No!” he shouted and 
reamed and then shouted, “No! No! No!” and then screamed 
ain. His eyes remained closed and he kept his quivering legs 
d arms wrapped around the chair. 

The people in the hall stirred. The screams passed over them like 
ind over high grass. Corinne Anderson began to giggle and 
ice stepped out of line. 

“Come on,” said the detective shepherding them. He saw his 
ick was in danger of getting out of hand. “Downstairs! Get 
ing!” 

“Excuse me,” said Leo. 
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He started to push his way past the others to get back to the 
bank. A policeman stopped him. 

‘It’s me,” Leo said. 

The policeman was undecided for a moment. Then he turned 
to the crowd. “Come on, you heard!” he yelled. “Get going!” He 
pushed Mr. Middleton in the back with his nightstick. “Step on 
it, grandpa,” he said. 

Bauer’s hair was wet with sweat and the detective couldn’t get 
a grip on it. It was too short and too wet. The detective’s hand 
slipped and he held it up and looked at it with disgust and then 
flicked it. “Give me a hand with this shit,” he said to the policeman 
at his side. 

The policeman got behind Bauer and put his arm around Bauer’s 
neck and squeezed and hauled upward. Bauer’s eyes bulged be- 
neath their lids. He tried to bite the policeman’s arm, but he 
couldn’t reach it with his teeth. The arm was under his chin. At 
the policeman’s pull, he rose clear o£ the floor, but he still clung to 
the chair and the chair rose with him. 

The detective stooped and clawed to loosen Bauer’s feet. He 
couldn’t budge them. “All right,” he said, “put him down a minute.” 

He was breathing heavily. He unbuttoned the bottom of his 
coat and reached into his back pocket and pulled out a short lead 
bar covered with black leather. He swung it before Bauer’s closed 
eyes. “You se6 this?” he said in a slow, loud voice. “If you don’t 
let go of that chair, so help me Christ, I’ll break your fingers and 
ni break your legs.” He lowered the billy and straightened up. 
“All right,” he said, “stand up now!” 

Bauer’s eyes remained closed. Tears began to run down his lumpy, 
high-boned face. The policeman kept his hand loosely about Bauer’s 
neck. Bauer opened his mouth wide. He didn’t say anything for 
a moment. Then suddenly he screamed, “Help!” His voice blotted 
out his next words. Then he shrieked, “They’re killing me!” 

Leo had come into the room and had been watching. “Wait a 
minute, boys,” he said. He walked forward slowly, looking worried. 
“Go away, I’ll handle him for you.” 

The policeman and the detective stepped back. They seemed glad 
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to have help. “Do it fast,” the detective said. “We ain’t got all day.” 

“That son of a bitch is crazy,” said the policeman. Leo stooped 
and put his arm around Bauer’s shoulder. “Freddy,” he whispered. 
“Listen to me. You got to listen to reason, Freddy.” 

“No,” said Bauer, “no, no, no, no.” His voice shook and the 
words spilled out of him as if they were broken. 

“This is Leo telling you this. Nothing is going to happen to you. 
I’ll take care of you. What can happen to a man earning his living 
running an office.^ I promise you. Did you ever go wrong on Leo’s 
promises.?” 

Bauer remained silent for a moment. Then his eyes opened for 
the first time. They looked glazed. “I can’t walk, Mr. Minch,” he 
said. His head swayed and came to rest tiredly against Leo’s chest. 

“It’s all right,” said Leo. “Just lean on me.” He put his hand on 
the side of Bauer’s head and pressed him against his chest, “Leo 
will help you along.” He spoke in a low voice that sounded Hke 
crying. 

The raid had been made in mid-afternoon. When they got out 
of the house, the sun still lay cold yellow on the gray street. A 
mob had bustled together and children stood in silence and men 
and women craned around them, making shuffling, whispered 
noises. 

The patrol wagon was high and dark. It had a board grate on 
the floor between the two benches that were attached to the walls. 
Leo sat deep in the dark with Bauer and across from him sat Juice. 
Their knees almost touched. Bauer leaned his head against the 
wall at his left, the wall behind the chauffeur. He couldn’t seem 
to stop whimpering. 

“I can’t stand it,” said Juice. The van was loading and had not 
yet begun to move, but he was already trembling. 

« We’ll be there in a minute,” Leo told him. He patted Juice on 
the knee. “A big guy like you,” he said. 7 

There was a prison smell in the dark air of the van. As they 
drove slowly through the streets, automobiles would loiter behind 
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and people in them would look eagerly at the prisoners through the 
iron mesh of the door in back. 

Leo stared around at the clutter of people whispering in the 
darkness, at the dark, creaking walls, at the two detectives and 
the two policemen standing at the end, at the cars crowding up 
behind to get a look and for a moment he thought it wasn’t he 
who was sitting there. He sat thinking of himself as if he were 
somebody else. 

'It’s a funny way to make a living,” he thought finally. 

Bauer’s whimpering kept on and Juice leaned forward abruptly, 
"If he don’t stop, Mr. Minch,” he said, *T11 clip him ” His heavy, 
white, sweat-wet face was working. 

"Isn’t there enough trouble already without that?” cried Leo. 

"Tell him to stop his noise. Honest, Mr. Minch, I can’t stand it.” 

"He wants to let it out. Can’t you let him let it out?” 

Leo saw that Juice’s face was quaking and his bulky body was 
swelling. He looked like an animal bunching to spring. Leo turned 
hastily to Bauer. "He means it, Freddy,” he cried. He shook Bauer’s 
shoulder and Bauer twisted away. "Please,” said Leo, “we have 
enough trouble without this.” 

Bauer drew in his breath and held it a long time. His head 
remained leaning against the wall. A gray light came through a 
small circle over his head. The light was as frail as shadow and 
it fell on Bauer’s shining face and put a watery blue film on his 
glasses. His breath slid out in a quavering sigh and he sucked it 
back with loud, deep gulps. He held his breath for a long time again 
and then he let it go and began whimpering once more. 

Juice had been watching him. He lurched forward as the whim- 
pering began, and the women on either side of him clutched his 
arms and pleaded with him in Italian. 

"I don’t care,” Juice told them. "Fm going to clip him.” 

One of the women turned .to Leo. Her dark face was straining. 
Italian words burst from her mouth. 

"No spikka,” said Leo. "What did she say, Juice? I can’t spikka 
her talk.” He leaned forward and pushed Juice in the chest. "Hey,” 
he cried, "I don’t kapisha. What did she say?” 
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Juice didn’t answer. The patrol wagon had bumped up a drive- 
way and stopped and he began pushing to get out. “Please/’ he 
murmured, as he climbed over legs, “please, please, please,” His 
voice was loose as wind. 

They all knew what was in his mind and leaned back to give 
him a chance to get out first. When he got into the air, he stood 
breathing deeply, “Regular woman,” he said aloud, shaking his 
head slowly and trembling. Then he laughed and added, “That 
Bauer is.” 

Leo came out last with Bauer. The prison smell was crawling 
and tickling in his nose. The station house yard, where the van 
had unloaded them, was walled in with buildings and no sunlight 
reached it. Leo walked through the bodiless gray daylight, thinking 
of Juice and Bauer and how, if Bauer hadn’t been whimpering, 
Juice would have had nothing to think about except himself and 
would have blown up. 

It occurred to Leo suddenly that a few years ago he wouldn’t 
have been able to stand what he had gone through and was about 
to go through. He would have blown up, too. 


VI 


Detective Captain Milletti lived in a small, new brick house 
in the Bronx. Leo found him there the next morning after break- 
fast. He had gone around to the back of the house because he 
didn’t think Milletti would like the neighbors to see him. The 
Detective Captain was in the kitchen having breakfast. There were 
grown-up children at the table with Milletti. His wife was standing 
serving in a kimono. 

Milletti invited Leo to have a cup of coffee and Leo said, “No 
thanks. What happened between us yesterday?” Milletti took him 
into the living room and closed the door and asked him if he meant 
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the raid. the raid/’ said Leo, and Milletti said he didn’t know 
a thing about it except the order had come through the police 
commissioner’s office and there was nothing he could have done 
about it. 

“That’s unusual?” asked Leo. 

“There’s no statute against it. The commissioner’s office has the 
right.” 

“I know, but what about the other two banks in the building?” 

“I got no word on them.” 

“You mean then, you don’t bother anything unless you have to — 
now, just like before?” 

“Yes,” Milletti said, “I don’t make trouble unless I got to.” 

Leo went out the back door and walked around the block to 
where Edgar was waiting in the car and drove to his office. Until 
his talk with Milletti, Leo had felt there was a chance the raid had 
not been aimed at him by Tucker, but was the beginning of a police 
drive against policy. Now he knew there was no chance. It was 
Tucker all right. “You are going to have a fight that you don’t 
expect, Mr. Tucker,” thought Leo. 

The fight was already on. Leo had gone ahead on the theory 
that the raid was Tucker’s idea to force him into the combination 
and on the day of the arrest, even while waiting for arraignment 
with the others in the bullpen adjoining the courtroom, he had 
planned and begun his campaign. The major thing was to keep 
the business going. The first step was to get a new place for the 
bank. Police had put a guard on the old one until the case could 
be disposed of. Leo sent his lawyer to rent another apartment and 
sent Edgar to round up the controllers and bring them to his office 
because the next step was to tie the controllers tightly to him, so 
tightly they would not run to work for Tucker’s combination as 
soon as they learned it was being formed. 

This was not a simple thing to do. The controllers worked on 
commissions and the raid was going to hurt them in the money 
pocket. The players who had hit the day of the raid and could not 
be paid now because the police had confiscated the policy slips that 
showed who had hit— these customers were going to be sore, and 
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their families and friends were going to be sore, and they all could 
be counted from now until memory failed them as so much lost 
commission. Then everybody who heard about the raid would figure 
the Minch bank had lost its okay to operate and these, too, these 
thousands of customers could be counted as so much lost commis. 
sion. But if he were given time to operate, he could get all these 
customers back again and put his bank on its feet again. The 
point was: time. One of the points, anyway. And to gain time he 
had to make sure Tucker could not take his controllers away from 
him. 

As soon as pleas of not guilty had been entered and the magistrate 
had consented to postpone the hearing and admit them to bail, 
Leo had hurried off to his controllers. He had spent half the night 
arguing with them. The point he got across was that he was with 
Tucker, that he and his brother were together and that Tucker 
was a big man and would straighten everything out. The con- 
trollers had believed Leo was one of Tucker’s people since the 
day they went to work for Leo, but he wanted to remind them 
of it so that when they heard of Tucker’s combination they would 
decide, if Leo’s okay to operate was no good, it was because 
Tucker’s was no good. By the time they learned the truth, maybe 
Leo s business would be back on its feet and they would have no 
reason to leave him. “Maybe, maybe, maybe,” thought Leo, “but, 
in the meantime, fight. Let Tucker know he’s got something on 
his hands, not a pussy cat.” 

It was only a little after eight in the morning when Leo reached 
his private office, but already a number of people were waiting to 
see him ^bankers who had come to express their sympathy and thus 
find out if they were in danger; collectors who wanted to know 
what to tell their customers and wanted to get it straight from the 
big boss himself, not just from their controllers; players who claimed 
to have hit the day before and wanted to be paid. 

Leo insisted on seeing them all himself. That, he felt, would be 
fighting. He explained over and over again to customers who had 
hit, that he would like to pay, but there was no way to tell who had 
won what. 
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and people in thenr would look eagerly at the prisoners through the 
iron mesh of the door in back. 

Leo stared around at the clutter of people whispering in the 
darkness, at the dark, creaking walls, at the two detectives and 
the two policemen standing at the end, at the cars crowding up 
behind to get a look and for a moment he thought it wasn’t he 
who was sitting there. He sat thinking of himself as if he were 
somebody else. 

'It’s a funny way to make a living,” he thought finally. 

Bauer’s whimpering kept on and Juice leaned forward abruptly, 
“If he don’t stop, Mr. Minch,” he said, “FU clip him.” His heavy, 
white, sweat-wet face was working. 

“Isn’t there enough trouble already without that?” cried Leo. 

“Tell him to stop his noise. Honest, Mr. Minch, I can’t stand it.” 

“He wants to let it out. Can’t you let him let it out?” 

Leo saw that Juice’s face was quaking and his bulky body was 
swelling. He looked like an animal bunching to spring. Leo turned 
hastily to Bauer. “He means it, Freddy,” he cried. He shook Bauer’s 
shoulder and Bauer twisted away. “Please,” said Leo, “we have 
enough trouble without this.” 

Bauer drew in his breath and held it a long time.. His head 
remained leaning against the wall. A gray light came through a 
small circle over his head. The light was as frail as shadow and 
it fell on Bauer’s shining face and put a watery blue film on his 
glasses. His breath slid out in a quavering sigh and he sucked it 
back with loud, deep gulps. He held his breath for a long time again 
and then he let it go and began whimpering once more. 

Juice had been watching him. He lurched forward as the whim- 
pering began, and the women on either side of him clutched his 
arms and pleaded with him in Italian. 

“I don’t care,” Juice told them. “Fm going to clip him,” 

One of the women turned to Leo. Her dark face was straining. 
Italian words burst from her mouth. 

“No spikka,” said Leo. “What did she say, Juice? I can’t spikka 
her talk.” He leaned forward and pushed Juice in the chest. “Hey,” 
he cried, “I don’t kapisha. What did she say?” 
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him there. Except Tucker. And Tucker was sitting with the police, 
telling them what to do, and sitting with the magistrate, telling 
him what to do, and he was sitting downtown, too! 

‘‘So now,” thought Leo, “I go to jail.” He remembered the prison 
smell in the patrol wagon. There had been the same smell in the 
bullpen. It had gone up Leo’s nose as i£ it had feet. He had taken 
the tip of his nose between his two fingers and pulled it from side 
to side, but he hadn’t been able to shake out the smell. He had 
tried to squeeze it out. He had put two fingers against the bridge 
of his nose and pulled the fingers down along the bone. It hadn’t 
done any good. He had just felt as if he were squashing something. 
The squashed smell had been even worse. 

His memory of the smell was so clear that he felt it crawl up 
his nose again on feet. “All right,” he thought, “I’ll live in dirt, in 
damp, on cement. Bugs and rats will run over my face with their 
legs when I sleep. The mattress will smell like they washed it in 
bug blood. But, Tucker will know something from me. He’ll know 
what a fight is.” 

And anyway, Leo had decided. Tucker wasn’t out to get all Leo’s 
people. Tucker would make a felony case only against Leo, so that 
Leo would come nmning to him to square it. The others would 
get off with misdemeanor charges and Ruddy and the lawyer could 
take care of those. That would leave some kind of organization. 
The controllers were tied tight and Edgar could run them, and 
Bauer could run the office and, if the worst happened, he would 
still have some business left when he got out, something to start 
with and build up. 

No, thought Leo suddenly, it’s no good. There would be more 
raids and more and more raids and more and more and more raids. 
If he were held on a felony charge this time, he surely would be 
fingerprinted. Maybe he could do business downtown and get the 
case against him dismissed, but the fingerprints would stay on file 
waiting for him. He would have a record and how long could a 
judge, even a judge he was able to buy away from Tucker, go on 
dismissing cases against him.? No! It was*crazy even to think of it! 
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They already had his fingerprints from the beer trucks. According 
to those fingerprints, he was a bootlegger. The lottery case would 
make people believe he had been guilty as a bootlegger and just 
had got away with it, and the bootlegging case would make people 
think he was guilty in the lottery case. Judges had to take all that 
into consideration, even if they were in the market to do business 
on a thing like this. And what would they have to take into con- 
sideration if there were a second lottery case against him and a 
third and a fourth and a fiftieth? No, he had no chance. He was 
on the way out of the picture. 

Leo thought of going to see Joe. “I’U see him dead first,” he told 
himself. '‘He done this to me. Let him come to me.” Joe was wait- 
ing for Leo in his own office. He did not even go out to lunch 
for fear he would miss Leo’s call. But Leo was sure Joe would come 
to him. “His conscience will bring him,” he decided and then 
thought, “a man like that has no conscience,” and thought, “any- 
way, I don’t have to go before the magistrate for three weeks and, 
if he sends me downtown, that will be another three, four months.” 
He felt there was time to see Joe at the last minute and, in the 
meantime, he could fight. If he had to go down in the fight, he’d 
cut flesh off Tucker before he did. Yes, he’d cut flesh and he’d 
hear Tucker scream like a baby. That was what, Tucker screaming 
Uke a baby, making music that would be a pleasure to hear. 

Leo clenched his pudgy fists on the desk. “I am a little man,” 
he t^ld himself, his head shaking with the rhythm of his words, 
“and Tucker is a big man and feels he can’t be hurt. But I will 
hurt him and his hurts will stick in his brains like boils and I will 
stick sticks in the boils. I will stick sticks with nails on them into 
the boils on his brains and wipe the nails first in germs that will 
rot his face so that when he looks into the mirror he will see what 
he really looks like and, with every l^eath he takes in, cracked 
glass will go into his lungs. You hear, Mr. Big Shot Ben Tucker? 
Cracked glass!” He looked around him with an expression on his 
face as if he thought the walls of his office would come tumbling 
down from the rage trumpeting in him. But the walls did not come 
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tumbling down and he stared at them a moment before realizing 
he had known all along they wouldn’t. 

Then Leo left an office-full of sullen people to make sure his 
bank employees had checked in at the new address. He was con- 
fident of all but Bauer. The others had recovered from the raid 
quickly and had accepted it. But Bauer had stood with stooped 
head while being booked in the station house and had sat looking 
at the floor in the bullpen and had not raised his head once, even 
when being arraigned before the magistrate and entering his plea 
of not guilty. 

Leo had taken Bauer’s arm and had walked out of the courtroom 
with him to where Edgar was waiting in the large, green roadster. 
He wanted to be careful with him since Bauer was the man he 
was depending on to run the office for him if the worst happened. 
“I know you don’t feel so good now,” he had said, “but you just 
got to come to work tomorrow.” 

Bauer had tried to say something. His throat had been blocked 
and he had made only a rasping sound. He had cleared his throat 
several times, feebly, and then had become silent. 

“You know what it is when a thing like this comes up,” Leo 
had said. “I’ve got so much to do tonight and tomorrow to get 
everything straightened out and the next few days, I can’t be inside 
for you. So you’ll be sure and come, won’t you?” 

“I’ll try, Mr. Minch.” 

“No, make me your promise. If you’re too sick to take the bus, 
I’ll send the car for you. But you got to be there.” 

“Would you?” Bauer had raised his head. 

“Sick or no sick, Fm sending Edgar in the car for you tomorrow.” 
Bauer had taken on determination. He’s thirty years old, Leo had 
thought, and has children and you can twist him around like a 
baby, “I’m not telling you to hear myself talk,” Leo had said. 
“The whole business depends on you tomorrow.” 

Bauer had raised his fists nearly to his chest and had jiggled 
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them determinedly. “I surely will promise to try my best,” he had 
said, 

Edgar had opened the door of the car and Leo had gotten in 
heavily and had begun to think of what he would say to his con- 
trollers and had remembered he hadn’t called Sylvia to say he would 
be late for dinner. 

You can rely on me not to let you down^ Mr.*" Minch.” 

Leo had forgotten Bauer was still there. He had put his hand 
out the car and patted Bauer’s shoulders. While Edgar had started 
the car and maneuvered it out of the parking place, Leo had 
watched Bauer walk down the street. The man had seemed so full 
of determination that a giggle had bubbled up in Leo. “He’s like 
a girl, Leo had thought, “who gives from under her dress for a 
ride in a car.” 

But, as he sat looking at the street from* the windowsill of 
the apartment where the bank was now located, Lep wasn’t sure 
any more that a childish trick would work on a grown man and 
wondered what he would do if Bauer refused to come with Edgar. 

“That Tucker!” he thought. His leg began to swing and his 
words swung in his head. “That stink. Tucker! That garbage. 
Tucker! That sewer, Tucker! His mother must have had iron 
guts to carry him, and not get sick to her stomach. His father 
must have had pus from a snake to father him. His wife must have 
a mouth like a shark to take his kisses. Why does he live.? How 
does rot like that, filth like that stay alive without a heart, without 
a brain, without feelings, just alive, that’s all, like a piece of poison 
is alive.” 

Then Leo saw his car pull up in front of the door. When Bauer 
stepped out of the car, he had a newspaper folded under his arm. 
He carried it like a cane and rushed crisply across the sidewalk, 
smacking his heels down hard. The man seemed to be trying to 
live up to the car and the chauffeur and be very much the young 
executive on his way to important business.' 

After that, Leo went back to his own office to wrestle the rest 
of the day with stubborn, sullen losers. He returned to the bank 
in the evening for the figures on the day’s business. Business had 
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dropped away like something going over a clilSE. Leo went through 
the master sheet and the controllers’ accounts with Murray and 
Delilah. He was so disturbed he did not notice Bauer wasn’t help- 
ing. Bauer appeared to be working over a ledger book, but he didn’t 
write anything. He just sat with head stooped over the book. 

Bauer said good night to Leo with the others and got to the 
door with the others, but then he walked slowly back to Leo. “I 
have to talk to you a minute, Mr. Minch,” he said. 

Leo was putting on his hat and coat. ^‘Give me a hand with this 
first,” he told him. He gave Bauer his coat and turned his back and 
Bauer helped him on with it. “Thanks,” said Leo. He pulled the 
sleeves straight. “Now, what’s on your mind,” he demanded 
harshly. He was exhausted and discouraged and didn’t feel like 
babying Bauer any more. 

Bauer lowered his eyes. He fingered the knot of his tie. “I’m 
sorry, Mr. Minch,” he said at last, “I think I’ll have to find some- 
thing else.” 

Leo buttoned and smoothed his coat. He was on the edge of say- 
ing this was the best news he had had today, but he remembered 
that, if he did get the worst that was coming, there wouldn’t be 
time to train anyone to take Bauer’s place or maybe even find 
anyone to trust with the job. He kept fussing with his coat and 
thought yearningly of saying, “You, you at least, I can afford to tell 
to go to hell,” and said finally, “What’s the trouble.? Don’t you 
think you’ve been treated right.?” 

“Oh no,” Bauer said. “It’s not that. You’ve been the best to me 
there is.” 

“Well, if that’s so, why don’t you be the best to me at a time like 
this when I’m in a pinch.?” 

“I can’t, Mr. Minch. I tell you . . . I’m not cut out ... I mean, 
every time . . • what happened yesterday. . . .” 

“I have taken care that it don’t happen again.” 

“But all day, every time I heard a noise today, somebody walking 
on the stairs or something, it just got in me. I’m not cut out for it, 
I guess, and I can’t. I really can’t.” 

Leo listened patiently and waited a moment to hear more and 
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then sat on the edge of the sorters’ table and swung one leg gently 
and looked at the embarrassed man. “What do you think you’re 
going to do for a job in times like nowadays?” he asked. 

“If I can’t find something else. I’ll go on die relief. They’re giving 
out relief now, not like Hoover.” 

“So? They’re giving out charity and you’re ready to take it, 
throw away your job when you’re needed most and take five 
dollars a week, whatever it is, and walk around the streets like 
you’re a bum.” 

“Not charity. It’s a job with the relief now, twenty-two a week, 
something, depending on the job.” 

Leo smiled mechanically. “You want a raise, is that it?” 

“No, it’s not the money,” said Bauer. “A dollar here or there, 
that isn’t the point. I don’t care as long as I get enough to get 
along on.” 

“How much are we paying you now?” 

“Twenty-five.” 

“All right, you can draw $27.50 from this week on.” 

“I told you,” Bauer said, “it’s not a question of money.” 

Leo sat still frowning. His leg swung back and forth for a mo- 
ment and then stopped and hung stiflBy. “Did you think of this,” 
he said, “that if you’re not working for me when the hearing comes 
up, how can I pay out money from the business to defend you?” 

“Now that’s not fair, Mr. Minch. You know that’s not a bit fair. 
The hearing will be all of us together and, if one of us is guilty, 
then all of us are. It’s not fair for you to try and trick around with 
me like that.” 

There was a knock on the door, but neither paid any attention 
to it. Leo rose to his feet. His tired face tightened and looked sulky. 
“I know it’s not fair.” He drew back his head to look into the 
taller man’s eyes. “But, what’s the reason I should be fair when 
you do a thing like this to me at this time?” 

Bauer’s hands rose into the air and then dropped helplessly. He 
turned from Leo and looked at the floor. “It’s not fair,” he said. 

Another, louder knock came and Leo glanced at the door im- 
patiently. “Go and see who it is,” he said. 
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Bauer opened the door. It was Joe. He was rubbing his knuckles. 
“Your bell don’t work,” he explained. 

Leo turned his back deliberately. 

“I hope I’m not discombombulating you,” said Joe. 

“You’ll excuse me a minute,” said Leo angrily. “There’s business 
here.” 

“Dont mind me, go right ahead, as the undertaker said to the 
dying man.” Joe waved his hand and stepped back and began to 
wander around the apartment.' 

Leo turned to Bauer. “Well, what do you say.^” he asked. 

Bauer looked at Joe and then at Leo. “I can’t.” His tone was un- 
certain. “Really, there’s no use. I try but . . . there’s no use.” 

Leo clicked his tongue vexedly and took a step forward. “Listen, 
boy,” he said. “I need you for two, three more weeks until that 
thing, you know,” he glanced in the direction of his brother, “is 
over. You can stay at least until then, can’t you.^” 

Bauer shook his head. He wanted to make Leo understand how 
afraid he had been all day and how he had been unable to work 
and had had to fight himself to keep at his desk, but he didn’t 
know how to explain it and he was embarrassed before Joe. 

“If you want a couple days to rest up, that’s all right,” Leo said. 
“But I have to rely on you to be here, at least until we’re straight- 
ened out.” 

“Maybe that will do it.” Bauer looked at Joe again uneasily. 
“Maybe that’s all I need, a little rest.” 

“This is Tuesday. Thursday is Thanksgiving, anyway. Take the 
balance of the week off. Come in* Monday. Here’s your pay for the 
vacation.” Leo counted out $27.50 from the money in his pocket. “1 
think maybe you’re the first man in the history of the city of New 
York,” he said, “who got a raise and a vacation at the same time.’' 

Bauer took the money and held it in his hand. “That’s just about 
right, I guess,” he said. He looked sad and uneasy. “You’ve been 
very decent to me all the years I been with you. I got no kick com- 
ing about that.” 

Leo patted him on the shoulder. “Come back Monday with a sun- 
burn,” he cried, “and warm us up to look at you.” 
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Bauer laughed awkwardly. “Well, goodnight, gentlemen.” He 
included Joe in the wave of his hand, and Joe nodded. 

As Bauer walked out, he folded the money neatly into his wallet. 

The two brothers watched Bauer go in silence. 

“It’s not much of a place you got here,” said Joe. He picked up 
an unpainted kitchen chair, one of those used for the sorters, and 
shook his head. 

“I’m not going to get sore,” Leo told him. “I found out long ago 
what you are and what’s the use getting sore at you. But this is 
really a surprise, that you should have the gall to show your face 
to me.” 

“Why ? I heard you had a litde trouble yesterday and I came over 
the minute I heard.” 

“You heard? Somebody had to run and tell you?” 

“I didn’t read it in the papers.” 

“Listen.” Leo advanced on Joe, shaking his finger in the air. 
“Listen to me. You never heard in your life or read anywhere that 
one brother should send another to jail. Did you? No. No. You had 
to think it up yourself. Nobody else could think it up. It came out of 
your own brains. Fuie!” He wrinkled his face and spit on the floor. 
“You got brains that’s not human. They were vomited out by a 
horse!” 

Joe tried to look unconcerned. He tried to smile, but his eyelids 
quivered. “Nice talk,” he said. His voice was strained. It shook with 
emotion and he shouted, “That’s real nice, God damn talk all 
right. It certainly took something, gall, all right, to come see a God 
damn wild man lunatic like you.” 

“Yes? Well, you and your dirty neck corporation take this into 
consideration: You need me; you want me, don’t you?” 
want to help you, not the corporation. It’s me" 

“Listen to what I say. You want me? You’ll never have me. Put 
me in jail. All right, I’ll stay there. I’ll rot there. Keep me there as 
long as you want. It won’t do you any good.” 
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“Leo, Fin telling you, it’s me. . . 

“No, now you listen and shut up. Take my business. All right, 
here, here’s the business with a ribbon around it.” He held out both 
his hands. “Beat me up with your hooligans. All right. I’ll fall down. 
I’ll bleed. My bones will break. But me you’ll never have. Never, 
never, so long as you live. Not you, not this big shot hooligan of 
yours, whatever his name is. Tucker. Nobody else neither.” 

“Tamta-ta-ra.” 

“Get out of my place!” Leo pointed to the door with a trembling 
finger. “Get out!” 

Joe sat down on the edge of the table. “Do you think it’s going to 
help you to abuse me like that?” he asked. 

Leo bounded toward the door. “A rat like that,” he cried and 
wrung his hands, “with a heart like a snake!” 

“You know one thing about this rat like that?” said Joe. “I’ve 
taken things from you because you’re my brother that I wouldn’t 
take from anybody. No, not from nobody, not even from you. Leo, 
have a little sense. For Christ sake, Leo, use your head a litde bit.” 
He stretched one hand out pleadingly. “You’re in a situation where 
the combination can help you. It’s got the right of way all the way 
down the line. If you’re in the combination, they can take care of 
anything.” 

“No.” 

“But why? Why? Jesus, why? Tell me, what are you afraid of?” 

-“Who’s afraid?” cried Leo. “I’m not afraid.” 

Yet, the fact was, Leo was fighting a fight he did not have to 
fight and one he knew he must lose. Only a man frightened out of 
his wits does that. And Leo was not frightened that badly, not yet, 
since he knew he could rely on his brother to repair whatever dam- 
age Tucker did him. Then, why did he fight so frantically? What 
reason forced him to keep fighting even after he had given up hope 
of winning and was already figuring out his retreat? Leo thought 
he was fighting for his business, but actually he had realized the im- 
possibility of keeping it and was fighting now for something quite 
different. Although it remained unthought in him, he wanted to be 
able to feel, and he wanted Joe to feel, that when he did join the 
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:ombinatioii, he would have joined it, not as Joe had, but involun- 
tarily, under the compulsion of force stranger than himself. Then 
he and Joe, although working in the same enterprise, with Joe per- 
haps having even greater authority in it, would remain on different 
levels, as they had ever since becoming orphans. 

“No,” said Leo, “the trouble with you is you can’t understand a 
man like me. Rather than mix up with a dirty, lousy, criminal 
gangster like Tucker, I’d go to jail. I’d give him my business. I’d 
die first.” 

“Are you afraid you’ll lose your money?” 

“You don’t know. It never occurs to you, but there’s such a thing 
as honesty in this world and honest business and honest people and 
an honest way to act in business and do business.” 

“You won’t lose your money,” said Joe. “Listen, I shouldn’t tell 
you this, but I go over the books of those coming into the combina- 
tion. I don’t know what you got, what cash reserve. Come in with 
anything, with two thousand, three thousand. You had bad luck. 
You got hit hard. Jesus, are you a schoolboy I have to spell out 
everything for you?” 

Leo walked to the light switch and took his keys out of his pocket. 
“I’m locking up here,” he said. 

Joe stood thinking desperately. How could he tell Leo to refuse to 
take bets on the 527 combination tomorrow? What way was there 
to say it without letting Leo know one of the numbers in the com- 
bination was going to hit? How could he warn^him unless he was 
merged and safely in with them? Take a chance on his gratitude 
for being warned? No. Leo would use the information against the 
syndicate. He’d fight the merger by going around telling everybody 
Tucker had fixed the number. 

“Well,” said Leo, “did you hear me?” 

Joe went to the door and leaned heavily against it. His face twisted 
with pleading. “I’m asking you as a favor for your own good,” he 
said. “Come in tonight so I can help you before it’s too late.” 

“Too late for what?” 

“For what?” cried Joe harshly. “For what? Too late, you fool, 
too late” 
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“For what, Fm asking? Too late for what?” 

“You stubborn, dumb mule you. The barn is burning on your 
head. Too late! You hear? Before it’s too late. Before your case goes 
too far. Too late for the merger. Fm not the corporation. You’re my 
brother, but Fm not the corporation and I can’t do everything for 
you that I want, only what I can do.” 

There was time, thought Leo. He’d wait to see how things worked 
out with his business and with the judge. He could always give in. 
With Joe there, he did not have to give in until the last minute. Leo 
didn’t answer. He turned out the light and pulled open the door 
and waited for Joe to walk out. Then the two brothers went down- 
stairs together without saying a word and parted on the sidewalk 
without saying a word. 

On Wednesday evening, a little before six o’clock, an enormous 
event was set in motion. The number 527 hit. A monopolist had 
made his first move. The consequences were incalculable. 

There was nothing new about the move. It had a long, respected 
history in business. A monopolist had consulted with his lawyer 
and had decided on a plan for applying pressure in steadily increas- 
ing amounts until his objective was achieved. The number 527 was 
the first, gentlest application. It blew, cut, and smashed like exploded 
steel into the lives of the fourteen big policy bankers in Harlem and 
the forty or fifty small ones and into the lives of more than seven 
hundred controllers and into the lives of more than eight thousand 
collectors and into the lives of more than half a million players. 

No one of all those involved in this vast explosion could say what 
would happen next, except to himself — ^not the policy player who 
had hit and was in danger of not being paid; not the collectors, con- 
trollers, and bankers who were in danger of losing their livelihood; 
not even the monopolist who had ordained the explosion without 
having more than a concept of one single aspect of what he was 
ordaining. Nor was there anyone, from monopolist down, from 
player up, who cared what would happen next, except to himself. 



WITHIN THE WALLS OF THE RICH II9 

Because o£ Bauer’s holiday, Leo was in the bank when the news 
came that 527 had hit. Murray got the number over the telephone 
and showed it to Leo, and Leo put his hand to the side of his face 
and said, “Ouch!” He couldn’t take in the full meaning of it all 
at once. 

“A bad one,” said Murray. 

Leo took the memorandum out of Murray’s hand. He looked at 
it a long moment. “Are you sure.?” he asked. 

“I asked twice. I made him spell it.” 

“Call back and make sure. It’s impossible.” 

Leo went over to Delilah who was beginning to tabulate the win- 
ning slips. He riffled through a pile of them. “Must be fifty, sixty 
thousand dollars’ worth here,” he said. 

“Oh I don’t think so.” Delilah felt sorry for him. “It couldn’t be 
that much.” 

“Forty, fifty thousand dollars.” He riffled through the slips as if 
they were on a pad. The numbers flitted and twitched before him. 
There were a great many i-cent bets. Each one meant a $6 payofF. 
“The chewing-gum business suffered, too, today,” he said. “FU send 
them a sympathy note.” 

Delilah laughed. “You are taking it very well,” she said. 

He looked at her quickly. “I’ll tell you the truth,” He smiled. “I 
feel like sitting in the middle of the floor and crying, but what’s the 
use? It’s only money.” Only only, he thought, the only only there 
is. He saw Murray standing in front of him, nodding his head. 
“Well,” he asked sharply, “what do you want now?” 

“I checked back like you said. It’s 527 all right.” 

“I know it. I know it.” Leo’s voice was as sharp as a cry. “You 
told me that already. Are you trying to rub it in?” 

Leo was due at his office. He put on his hat and coat and told 
Murray to call him there or at home when the master sheet on the 
day’s business was ready. He walked downstairs slowly. Delilah 
came into the hall to watch him. He did not see her. He was hold- 
ing the bannister lightly. His hand trailed along it and fiddled with 
it playfully. He tapped it with one finger stiff, thumb cocked, as if 
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shooting it and then drummed a snatch of rhythm on it. These 
were boy tricks and Leo wanted more than anything else at the 
moment to be free of himself and be a little boy again. 

Dehlah went back into the bank and told the others, “He’s taking 
it like a real major.” 

Edgar was waiting with the car. Leo knew his office would be 
full of people wanting to see him. The controllers would be there 
wondering what to do about tomorrow. The bankers who had not 
yet met Joe on their own would be there, trying to make a deal 
through him with Joe. He thought of them with their tongues out 
for money and walked abruptly down the street. Edgar trotted after 
him. “Shall I put the car away?” he asked. 

Leo didn’t answer. He looked at Edgar’s dark, earnest face and 
then he looked away. He had his hands in his coat pockets and he 
lifted his shoulders until they rose high over the sides of his face. 
He forgot what he had wanted to tell Edgar and then he forgot 
what Edgar had asked him. He remembered hearing it, but he 
couldn’t remember what it was. He began to walk off. Edgar came 
after him. “There’s people waiting in the office,” he said. “Shall I 
tell them Friday?” 

“Who? Oh, all right. What about Friday?” 

“The people . . 

“Sure, go ahead, tomorrow is a holiday to enjoy.” 

Edgar decided to let well enough alone. Getting off early was all 
right with him. 

There was a tight feeling in Leo. He wanted to walk it out and 
he wanted to have the cold smell of the twilight air in his nose and 
he felt he needed time. Time for what? Time to think. Time to 
think of what? Of what to do. There wasn’t anything to do. He 
was out of business. A feeling he had not had since the day, four 
years before, when Samson Candee had walked into his office in the 
garage came back in Leo. He thrust it down in him and walked on. 
He walked almost all the way home. 

He followed a street car line down a long hill and across a bridge 
and past a baseball stadium and under elevated tracks. The air was 
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purple with evening at the top o£ the hill. At the bottom it was 
black and then, past the elevated, there was a burst of shops that 
gave the air the color of gaiety. 

Naked turkeys hung in a brighdy lit hutcher window, and cans 
of plum pudding were stacked in a delicatessen window and next 
was the Lucien bakery. It was a famous bakery in the Bronx. Sylvia 
came there for cream cakes on special occasions. Leo stopped before 
the baliery and looked in the window and thought of Sylvia and 
thought of buying her a favorite cake and thought of how for even 
such a simple thing as eating a man needed money. “Some day,” he 
said to himself, “they’ll think of a way to charge money for breath- 
ing, like for the plain water you drink.” 

There was a pumpkin among the pies in the window. The pump- 
kin was big and orange and the pies brown and the naked turkeys 
white and the cans of plum pudding blue, and red raw cranberries 
had been spread before them like a lawn. 

He could throw away his business and live off his money. He 
could find something else to do with his money to occupy himself. 
Or he could stay in the policy business and use the cash reserve. to 
pay off as much of the hits as he could and fight the combination 
as an independent. Or he could keep his cash reserve and go in with 
the combination. One of these it had to be. 

Leo walked a little longer. Then he took a trolley car home. The 
trolley was nearly empty, and he decided it must be the dinner hour. 
He thought there would not be many bankers going home for din- 
ner now and thought of players all over the city celebrating their 
“hits,” spending their winnings in advance, and thought of Joe and 
of Joe’s office filled with bankers, scrambling for Tucker’s money 
with crafty voices, craftily signing away their businesses and their 
lives, ruining themselves cunningly. 

A man seated across the aisle from Leo was holding a live turkey 
in his lap. The man’s large, pink face was shining and his eyes were 
shining and his lips were wet and shining. He seemed to be a little 
drunk. He had won the turkey in a raffle in a saloon. 

The turkey was tied in burlap sacking. Its proud head stuck out 
of one end comically. It looked fighting mad and exhausted and 
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puzzled. Its beak opened wide every now and then, but it made no 
sound. It sat still and stared with bright eyes, looking straight ahead 
in a tired, angry, puzzled way and all around, but never up, never 
at the man who held it and held a monopoly on its life. 

The man patted it when it moved its head. He had hard, stubby 
hands, but he patted it gently. His lips moved like slow, wet things. 
He looked as if he could already taste the tired, angry, bewildered 
bird. He saw Leo staring at the turkey and he patted it with pride. 
The turkey’s proud head ducked. eating there,” the man said. 

Leo looked away. He didn’t think of anything for a moment. 
Then he thought, ‘What am I? I’m out of business.” A wave of 
emotion rolled up in him. It shuddered up the length of his body 
and smashed against the walls of his head and fell back and 
drenched and smothered him. 

“I get both his legs and his breast,” said the man. 

Leo smiled at him, but did not answer. “What am I so worried?” 
he asked himself. “I got money. I won’t pay off, that’s all.” But it 
was the business that was important to him. The business was his 
property. It had given him security. If he tried to live off his money, 
he would have to go back to the way he had lived in 1930, looking 
for something safe, going crazy looking for something safe. No, Joe 
was the best. He’d go in with him. He knew how to handle Joe. 
Those others didn’t. If it didn’t work out, he always had time to 
quit. While he was adding to his money, he could be looking 
around for some other proposition. He would be up there making 
money, and propositions would come to him like honey to a hive. 

The man with the turkey got up and walked down the aisle. He 
carried the bird waist high before him, as if it were on a platter. 
The bird’s head was jutted forward and its angry eyes blinked. It 
seemed to be trying to see where it was going. 

When Leo got home, Sylvia told him Joe had telephoned. “I said 
you were out and would be home for supper.” 

“All right,” he said. “I was out and now Tm home for supper.” 
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He hung up his hat and coat listlessly in the hall closet, and then 
the telephone rang. He thought it was Joe, but it was Murray re- 
porting the day’s losses. $39,374! Leo listened in silence. 

“Quite a kick in the labonza,” said Murray. 

Leo did not answer and Murray listened to the stillness for a 
moment. “I’m sorry,” he said in a low tone. 

Leo clung to the telephone and the two remained listening to 
each other’s silence for a while. Then Leo hung up. 

While he was sitting in the kitchen, trying to eat, the door bell 
rang. “If that’s my brother,” he said, “tell him to wait in the 
foyer.” 

“What do you mean?” Sylvia cried in surprise. 

“I said it plain. Tell him to wait in the foyer until I’m finished 
eating.” 

“What is this? Did you become all of a sudden a doctor?” 

He was embarrassed. “I’ll write you a book,” he said angrily. 

Sylvia closed the kitchen door behind her. Leo heard the outer 
door open. Then there was a mumble of voices. He picked slowly at 
his food. When Sylvia returned to the kitchen, she shut the door 
again and sat down opposite him. He did not look at her. After a 
while, he let his fork drop and leaned back. His head was lowered. 
When he raised it, he saw that Sylvia was staring at him. “Don’t 
you feel well?” she asked. 

“Not exactly.” He looked around the room slowly and then low- 
ered his head and looked at the table. He stretched out his hand 
and began to finger a crumb. “I lost all my money today,” he said 
quietly. 

“Leo!” Her cry leaped out of her mouth. It was boned with 
terror. 

“That’s right.” His tone rose a little. “Every penny. More.” His 
voice had begun to tremble and he stopped talking. He brushed his 
hand over the table and let the breath whistle through his opened 
lips, “Gone,” he said. “Clean.” He stood up. 

Sylvia was sitting far back in her chair. Her head was raised and 
her mouth open and her face looked sunk in fear. Her eyes were 
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wide and dark in her whitened face and pain was in them. She 
raised her two hands slowly and pressed them flat against her chest. 

“Don’t worry so much,” he told her. He could hear the dry, crack- 
ling-sound of her breathing. Her breath rustled past her dry lips like 
wind over dried leaves. “WeVe been there before, haven’t we.^” 

“Not at our age,” she whispered, 

“That’s right.” He stood looking sadly at the table. “There aren’t 
a whole lot of people left who are older than us.” 

“Don’t say that.” 

“It’s true, isn’t it? There are millions younger, but, how many 
people do you know older than us?” He turned his eyes from the 
table and looked at her. She had her face in her hands. He put one 
hand on her shoulder and looked back at the table. He stood like 
that a long time, one hand on her shoulder, his gaze fixed on the 
half eaten food on the table. 

Sylvia slid gently from under his hand and stood up. He didn’t 
seem to notice. His hand fell to his side and he remained staring 
raptly at the table. She turned him towards her and pulled his vest 
smooth and brushed some crumbs off his trousers. “Is Joe here to 
help?” she asked. 

“I don’t want his help.” He stepped nervously away from her and 
she followed him slowly and came around in front of him slowly 
and looked at him. Then she leaned forward and lifted her head 
and rested her cheek against his. He remained standing stiffly. 

“Don’t aggravate yourself so much, Leo,” she whispered. She put 
her arms about his shoulders and he stood stiff and trembling. She 
stroked the back of his head. He began to weep. He turned a little 
away from her, but she clung to him. His short, round body shook. 
He made small, struggling sounds. White tears began to roll down 
his gray face. 

“Sssssh, sssh,” she whispered, “sssh, sssh, darling.” She continued 
slowly to stroke the back of his head. After a few moments, he be- 
came quieter. 

“I was a rich man this morning,” he said. 

“I know. Yes. I know, darling. Sssssh, sssh.” 

“A lifetime of work went like nothing, like air blew it away,” 
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‘‘That wasn’t any business for you anyway. You’ll find something 
nicer that’s more for a man like you.” 

He walked away abruptly. She had been stroking the back of his 
head and her hands were left in midair. Her face flushed and she 
went hastily to the linen closet and came back with a clean towel 
and a washrag. He was standing exactly where she had left him, 
waiting like a little boy. She held the washrag under the faucet and 
rung it out and then touched it timidly to his face. He took it away 
from her. “You don’t do it hard enough ” he told her. 

He scrubbed until his face became shiny. She knew he was going 
to Joe and going to make some deal with him. When he had dried 
himself, she pulled his vest straight again and brushed it with her 
hands and brushed the collar of his coat and tightened his tie. Then 
she followed him into the foyer. 

Joe had been reading a newspaper. He put it away and stood up. 
He was wearing his hat and coat. 

“Come on,” said Leo harshly, “what do you want.?” Joe looked 
at Sylvia. “I have no secrets from my wife,” said Leo. 

“Excuse me,” interrupted Sylvia. “I have the dishes and to put 
away the food before it spoils.” She went into the kitchen and again 
she closed the door tightly behind her. She didn’t want to overheax 
anything. She didn’t want to feel responsible for anything that 
would happen. 

“Now, Leo, don’t be stubborn,” said Joe. “Put on your coat. We’ll 
go somewhere we can talk. Cordeles and Gonzago were to see me 
already and Guaraldi. They were all to see me. I just left them.” 

“I’m glad to hear you’re so popular all of a sudden.” 

“Don’t be like that. I want to help you. This is the luckiest day 
of your life, if you knew. Come on, get your coat.” 

“That’s a ha-ha all right.” Leo got his hat and coat. Then he went 
into the kitchen and told Sylvia he would be home late and she 
shouldn’t wait up for him. 

“Wait a minute,” she said. Leo had left the kitchen door open. 
She closed it in Joe’s face. “I don’t know what he’s got in mind.” 
She tossed her head in the direction of the foyer. “But it’s not for 
you.” 
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“That much I know.” 

“You hear, Leo ? It’s not for you, whatever it looks like.” She had 
decided she could not avoid a feeling of responsibility simply by 
pretending to herself she didn’t know what was going on. 

“I know, I know,” he said. “Such advice I know already.” 

She came close to him and touched his arms. “I’ve been thinking,” 
she told him. “We’ll move into a smaller place. What do we need 
all these rooms for?” 

“So instead of paying $55, we’ll pay $30 in a tenement and have a' 
toilet in the corner of the kitchen. How much can we save?” 

“You’ll find something, Leo. You’re wonderful that way. I’m not 
a bit worried. You’ll find something better, I’m sure. Maybe we can 
borrow from Harry. You can do something with it.” 

Her brother, Harry, was a post-office clerk at |i8oo a year. 

“What’ll he do,” asked Leo, “take money out of an envelope?” 

“It’s all right. We’ll live economical. What do people like us need 
to get along? I’m not a bit worried with a man like you. You’re 
not like the others, break in pieces when they get a wallop. You’ve 
been wonderful all your life that way. You’ll still be wonderful.” 

“Aaah, you talk like a child.” 

Leo walked out of the kitchen and out of the house and Joe fol- 
lowed him, stepping quickly and eagerly. Sylvia gave a worried 
sigh. She had known that what she would say could have no effect, 
but she had said it and now she could feel she no longer had any 
responsibility. 


VII 


The deal with Tucker was made the same Wednesday night in 
Henry C. Wheelock’s home. The home was an apartment squarely 
among the rich in a high, massive building near Park Avenue. 
The high, massive building stood among others like it. But, just as 
each million has its distinction when piled up — one being held 
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together, say, by rubber bands, another by string, a third by paper 
arms, a fourth by grime — so did this building have its distinction. 

As its distinction, this building wore a hedge -across its edge — a 
frail, dark, sapless hedge from which all the reality had been bar- 
bered carefully. The hedge stood in boxes chained to the sidewalk. 
The only unconcealed earth on the street was wrapped around its 
feet. In its frail, sapless way the hedge fenced in a strip of yard 
where a brightly polished hydrant bloomed like a bush. The yard’s 
earth was covered with concrete. 

So there wks a stone-walled yard with a concrete lawn that 
bloomed a bush of brass and locked and chained boxes over which 
juiceless, frizzed hedges lay like wigs. All day long and most of 
the night, the sleepless rich and their sulky servants, deep in busi- 
ness, passed the hedge with hardly a glance. Only the children of 
the rich and the dogs of the rich included the hedge in their lives. 
The children used the hedge to throw each other into it. The dogs of 
the rich watered the hedge all day long. In the late afternoon, a man 
in uniform came out of the house and washed off their thorough- 
bred water and put the city’s water in its place. 

A Filipino in a white, brass-buttoned jacket opened the door to 
Wheelock’s apartment for Leo and Joe and, as the two brothers 
stood in a foyer giving the man their coats, Wheelock came sensa- 
tionally to greet them. His hand was outstretched. He entered the 
foyer like wind, uttering rapid cries of welcome, and stood with 
small, swirling movements. There was a feeling of flurry to each 
step he took and to his hands and face. The words tumbled out of 
his mouth. Smiles bounced on his face. His laughter bounded into 
the air. 

In his tiredness, Leo did not fight Wheelock’s nervous, unnerving 
energy. Instead he gave himself to it with an emotion of relaxation. 
He went sheeplike into the living room, relaxing in the sensation 
of being taken in charge as Wheelock nipped and coaxed at his 
edges with words and smiles and gleeful yelps and a darting, flutter- 
ing body. Wheelock was so unexpected to Leo. He had thought the 
man would be something like his own lawyer, loud-voiced, a little 
shabby, unhappy-looking and with a manner of naked greed. Or 
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perhaps he might be nattier, a snappy man dressed snappily, but 
still loud and unhappy and greedy. But Wheelock was nothing like 
that. He was young. He had brown, curly hair fluffed up from his 
head, and large, light brown eyes. His full lips and soft, full, evenly 
rosy face made his smile charming, although a little girlish. Despite 
his youth and eager friendliness, he was commanding. For all the 
bustle of his manner, he had poise and what Leo called manners, 
and he lived in an apartment that was like a mansion in the movies. 
The living room, for instance, was filled with heavy old walnut fur- 
niture. The walls were panelled halfway to the ceiling with match- 
ing wood, and there was a fireplace in which logs were burning. 
The fire threw off furry sounds and a red light that added a feeling 
of warmth to the somber room. 

However, the apartment had been subleased furnished by Whee- 
lock. His air of self-assurance, too, had been, in a manner of speak- 
ing, subleased. It had been acquired in a small town hotel his father 
had run. Wheelock had been brought up in the hotel. For as long 
as he could remember, he had been meeting strangers every day 
and making conversation with them and learning to be at ease. 

Leo drank infrequently. He did not drink at all this night, Joe 
took two drinks and then no more, Wheelock drank steadily all 
evening. He kept a Scotch highball on a table before the sofa with 
a decanter of whiskey alongside it and soda and a bowl of ice. 
Every time his glass became empty he filled it. 

At the beginning of the evening, Joe said to make his rye. He 
held his elbow out straight and raised the glass slowly to his pursed 
lips, the elbow rising level with the glass. His hand shook a little 
bit. When the glass touched his lip, he tossed his head back and 
the whiskey flew down his throat in a single gulp. He let go of his 
breath heartily and, as he did, he held out his glass for more. He 
stood watching Wheelock pour the whiskey. Then he repeated the 
rite. His elbow protruded stiffly. His lips pursed. The trembling 
glass, the trembling hand that held it, and the elbow, all rose slowly 
in a line until the glass reached the lips. It seemed to^ touch a spring 
there. The head sprang backward, and the whiskey vanished in a 



WITHIN THE WALLS OE THE RICH I29 

gulp. Hah! said Joe and patted his chest and looked at the glass 
and then put it down and took a cigar from an ebony box on the 
table. 

Wheelock seemed amused. "Wouldn’t you like a chaser?” he 
asked. 

Joe ran his tongue across his lips and shook his head and pointed 
with one finger to his The smoke would be chaser enough. 

When they settle(| cfewn to talk business, Wheelock put on horn- 
rimmed glasses. It seemed to quiet him a little. The words didn’t 
tumble out his mouth and he smiled less frequently. His drink- 
ing, too, seemed to help soothe him. The more he drank, the quieter 
he became. It was the only visible effect the liquor did have. 

Wheelock kept a yellow foolscap pad on his knee for notes. He 
made Leo go through his whole business, and somewhere he had 
learned exactly what to ask. The more Wheelock drank, the gentler 
became his voice, until at last the furry sounds of the fire could be 
heard among his words. 

The red light came like a wash o£ water over his black shoes. 
The shoes seemed to Leo the richest he had ever seen. His eyes 
clung to them. He had read of custom made shoes that cost $65 a 
pair, and he thought Wheelock’s shoes must have cost thirty, forty 
dollars anyway. He had read, too, there were men who never resoled 
their shoes and had never been to a shoemaker in their lives, didn’t 
know what one looked like. He hadn’t actually believed it when 
he had read it, but now he thought suddenly Wheelock must be 
that kind. He looked up into Wheelock’s round, young face with 
a feeling of wonder, and then his eyes dropped back to Wheelock’s 
shoes. 

A long time was spent going over Leo’s expenses, his payroll and 
rent bills, legal fees, commissions, protection money, the presents 
and bribes he had to give policemen and district captains. The 
questioning became a cross-examination. It even got down to the al- 
lowance of $22 a month made for Edgar’s apartment because the 
place was used as a drop station for policy slips. There were four 
drop stations altogether and the total rent allowance for them was 
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$37 a month-. The other three were in collectors’ apartments, and 
Leo said he allowed only I5 a month for them, but Edgar needed 
more. 

Wheelock stopped at that and seemed about to say something. 
He took off his glasses and looked at Leo with blank eyes. Then he 
frowned and put the glasses back on. . 

He s a boy who worked with me himself through col- 

lege,” explained Leo. “Now he’s througli^^fcge and can’t find 
what’s fit for him to do. But a college boy with a wi^e has to have a 
place that’s nice to live, I think. I pay half his rent a^^^^t’s what 
it is, that’s all.” 

Wheelock smiled, as if in approval, and went on to something 
else. He made a note of Edgar. There were a lot of things like that, 
he thought, sloppy things, where expenses could be cut when the 
business Would be managed properly. This man Leo didn’t seem 
able to get used to paying people their wages and letting them 
alone. 

When they got into the income from the business, Leo became 
nervous. He had $31,000 under the floor of his closet that belonged 
to the bank as cash reserve. But, if this were to be a deal where 
Tucker simply bought the business and put Leo in practically as a 
manager on a commission of one-third the profits, then Leo felt he 
was entitled to hold out the cash reserve. Tucker couldn’t buy 
money. All he could buy was an organization and good will and 
a clientele. Leo began to try to conceal the cash reserve by exag- 
gerating the shortages among the collectors and controllers. 

There was always a little shortage. It was known, among policy 
people, as overages. Occasionally, collectors would come to con- 
trollers with policy slips, but without the money for them. Some-' 
times the controller refused to accept the slips, but more often he 
decided to try to get the shortage back from the collector’s future 
commissions. If he didn’t, the collector would get sore and take his 
business to some other controller. The controller tried to make Leo 
share a part of these losses and Leo said it was his practice to do so 
in moderation.” He explained there was no rule about it. It de- 
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pended on how he and the controller felt about the particular 
situation. 

Wlieelock was interested. “Where does the money for the slips 
go?” he asked. 

Crap games, things like^th^ They’re funny people. You treat 
them right and; when they in a crap game, sometimes they 
pay you back the whole thii^ all once, if they feel like it.” 

Leo saw that "VV ji^^ pck suspected he had exaggerated the overages 
to hide the and was going to hunt him down on it. 

“It’s like h^^Pns in a bank,” he explained. “If a bank gets all its 
loans ^cf^Sck, then it isn’t lending out all the money it should. 
It s being too careful and turning down too many people and really 
losing money by not having bad loans. That’s the way I figure on 
overages. If I don’t have overages to a certain extent, Fm not rutt- 
ing my business right. Too many of my collectors are taking their 
slips across the street.” 

Wheelock tapped the foolscap pad gently with his pencil. “A 
bank allows a margin of two per cent for bad loans, not more,” he ‘ 
said. Leo’s margin was over eighteen per cent. 

“That’s the way it’s done,” cried Leo. “I never bothered to figure 
it out, black on white. What I felt like, that’s the way it was done,” 

Wheelock was pressing the matter further when the bell rang. 
He put away the pad and looked at his. wrist watch. The houseman 
came swiftly and softly out of the kitchen and crossed the living 
room and went into the foyer. Wheelock stood up and shifted rest- 
lessly. “Excuse me,” he said and followed the servant, 

Joe was standing up, too. He winked at Leo. “You’re doing okay,” 
he said. / / 

Leo turned away. / 

“I think you got a good headstart tonight on your first million,” 
Joe said. 

“If I come out of this with my shirt, that’s all I want.” 

“A gold shirt, I’m telling you, with diamond buttons.” 





132 


tucker’s people 


Joe wandered of! to the foyer, and Leo, left alone, walked to the 
window and looked out. The street lay far below. Empty, lifeless 
quiet rose up from it and stood in the air. 

‘It feeL like midnight,” he thought and looked at his watch. It 
was II :i8. He put back his watch and stared at the quiet that stood 
dead among the large, lifeless walk of the rich. “Plenty of money 
around here,” he thought. “Milliojmres sleeping everywhere you 
look.” He stared ahead curiously and from right to left. He saw 
only darkness and stones and barren quiet. ^iS^feels real dead out- 
side,” he thought. \ 

There was a rumbling rush of voices in the foyer. Leo decided 
it must be Tucker. Then he heard a woman laugh and decided it 
couldn’t be Tucker. Outside he saw Joe’s car and, behind it, a large 
black sedan- A man wearing a felt hat rested against the front 
fender and chatted with the doorman. He held one hand to his 
mouth as if picking his teeth and occasionally turned his head aside 
to spit in the direction of the hedge. Leo stared absently at the two 
small figures and at the two expensive cars and at the lifelessness 
bought by the rich to surround their homes. 

His head was crackling with figures. He had been lying steadily 
all evening. He couldn’t keep it up. The way Wheelock had gone 
after the overages made Leo sure his lying had been found out. 
Suddenly he couldn’t remember whether he had told Wheelock his 
$31,000 cash reserve was $2,300 or $2,700. A feeling of panic wrung 
him and he turned from the window and saw what appeared to be 
a crowd coming into the room. 

It was Tucker. He had his wife with him and McGuinness, who 
had been a bodyguard in the old days and still acted as bodyguard. 
With Wheelock and Joe, they looked like a party. 

Mrs. Tucker was a blonde woman, heavy, but graceful. She 
walked lighdy and with a small, swift sway. Her eyes were blue 
and set high in her pink face. She was warm-looking. She dressed 
in bright colors, green and white now with brown shoes and brown 
stockings and an amber necklace. Although she was almost as tall 
as her husband, she combed her hair flat and wore low-heeled shoes 
to make herself seem shorter. She felt a man should be taller than 
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a woman. There was a large diamond ring on the fourth finger of 
her left hand under a wedding ring. Tucker had bought it for her 
two years before to celebrate their fifteenth wedding anniversary. 
She had insisted on sawing the wedding band off her finger to get 
the diamond ring under it. She wanted people to believe she had 
got it for her betrothal. 

McGuinness was a fragile man with a waxy skin. His hair was a 
solid gray^ and his eyes were gray and wide and cheerful looking. 
He had attached himself to Tucker back when Tucker was on the 
way up and had never been shaken loose. He was like a dog that 
had found a home. 

There were no signs of the life he had led on Tucker’s face. He 
looked rather thoughtful in a bulky, burly way. He was a man of 
middle height, in his early forties now, pudgy-faced and with dark, 
gray, friendly eyes and a thin nose and a small, thick-lipped mouth. 
His hair made him look sedate. It was dense and well-grayed. He 
was a shy man and his shyness was noticeable when he laughed. 
When he laughed, he lifted his head a little, and his mouth shaped 
a long, nearly perfect, affected-looking oval. 

Wheelock introduced Leo, and Tucker stepped forward and held 
out his hand. “We know each other a long time without meeting, 
don’t we,” he said. 

Leo shrugged and shook hands briefly. He had turned pale. A 
heavy, exasperated breathing blew in and out of his nose and made 
his nostrils rise and fall. 

Tucker thrust his head forward. Leo’s attitude rasped his own 
shyness. “I don’t look like such a terror, do I,” he said. “You don’t 
see horns growing out of my head, do you.” 

There was a slight sneer on Leo’s face, but his eyes looked fright- 
ened. “I’m not afraid of you,” he said. 

He turned to the others and then he looked back at Tucker. “I 
didn’t think my funeral was going to be a party,” he cried. 

“Well, my friend.” Tucker’s tone was harsh and threatening. “I 
think you got that wrong, don’t you.” 

“All turned around!” 

It was Wheelock. He stepped forward and put his arm around 
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Leo’s shoulders and laughed. “What I see is,” he said, “this party 
is getting to be as dull as a funeral. Why not a drink for every- 
body.^” He squeezed Leo’s shoulders, and Leo felt the swelling of 
terror in him halt and begin slowly to subside. 

While both Wheelock and McGuinness were preparing the 
drinks, Mrs. Tucker began to talk. She, too, had understood the 
fear Leo felt for her husband. “We went to the movies tonight,” she 
said, “but Mr. McGuinness did not get any laughs there.” She 
looked at him tenderly. “Poor little Mickey Mac, his feet hurt him.” 

“These shoes is too new.” McGuinness bent his ankles so that 
the shoes touched the floor only at the edges. “I can feel my feet 
cooking in them.” 

Mrs. Tucker smiled at Leo and looked at the others and smiled 
again at Leo. “Mr. McGuinness wanted to take off his shoes,” she 
said, “but Ben kept changing his seat to get nearer the stage, so he 
made poor Mac keep his shoes on.” 

“That wasn’t the only reason Ben made me keep them on,” 
grumbled McGuinness. “They’re his shoes. I’m breaking them in 
for him,” 

She exploded at that. She laughed for a long time almost hysteri- 
cally and, at the end, words popped out among her laughter. “Ben,” 
she cried and laughed, “Ben, Ben, Ben,” and gasped, “My Ben’s 
crazy,” and choked, “wouldn’t give Mac’s feet,” and drew in her 
breath violently, “an hour off at the movies.” She put her hand to 
her side and looked pained and struggled to stop laughing and then 
began to laugh all over again. “I can’t stop,” she said helplessly and 
exploded once more, and wisps of her blonde hair fell loose and 
whisked about her warm, pink face. 

The men looked at her and then at each other. They began to 
laugh, too. Even Leo smiled. When Mrs. Tucker saw that, she re- 
gained control of herself quickly. “You really should have seen it, 
Mr. Minch,” she said to Leo. 

She had a cozy voice. It settled around her listeners* like some- 
thing comfortable. When she wanted to, she could make it sound 
as if it were snuggling into one’s ears, and she made it sound that 
way now as she looked at Leo and Leo felt himself go- out to her. 
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“Whenever anybody in front got up,” she continued, “Ben was 
down the aisle after the seat, honest to goodness, as if somebody 
had dropped a match in h^s pocket, back pocket.” She gave Leo a 
knowing glance, almost as if she had said so’mething wicked, and 
Leo burst into a laugh. “ Whiiiis!’ Ben would say and poke my 
ribs and down the aisle he’d go, smoking from the back pocket, 
with his ears laid back.” 

She waited for the laughter before resuming: “Well, there was 
me. I had my wrap and my purse and my whatall, gloves and a 
program, and down the aisle Fd go after him, catching up every- 
thing as I went.” She made swift clutches and half rose from the 
chair. “I don’t know what people must have thought except maybe, 
with all that fur sticking out behind me in the breeze, I was maybe 
the bearded lady running backwards.” 

Everybody laughed and, before the laugh died down, Tucker 
held up his hand excitedly and said, “The one I like best was what 
you said about that fellow, what was his name, the Italian fellow 
with the big hooked nose and no teeth. That was real clever. What 
was it you said, Edna?” 

Edna put a vexed expression on her pleased face. She was very 
pink now and her blue eyes looked sunlit and she sat forward 
commandingly. 

“What was it she said, Mac?” asked Tucker. “You was there.” 
McGuinness thought a moment. “Something about Ficco’s nose 
looking in his mouth,” he said and looked questioningly at Edna. 

She waved her hand deprecatingly. “And his nostrils blew back 
in surprise at what they saw,” she finished quickly*. 

Small laughter followed and she cried into it, “I don’t see what s 
so funny about that.” She shifted forward commandingly again, 
taking charge of the room and making the men in it into an 
audience. 

“After the bearded lady running backwards,” she said, who 
should come but my little Mickey Mac in Ben’s shoes walking 
like . . She clapped her hand to her mouth and rolled her eyes 
and tittered and they all leaned forward, their lips twitching ex- 
pectantly. “It’s not ladylike, but, excuse me, that’s .the way it was, 
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every step he took he gave a Httle hop up like somebody was . . 
she prodded her thumb into the air with comical determination 

. . giving him a goose for Thanksgiving.” She sat back luxuriousl} 
as they laughed and stared around with a look as of sunlight pour- 
ing from her eyes. 

“My corns grew so big,” McGuinness explained, “I had to hof 
over them.” 

While they finished their drinks. Tucker took up the notes Whee 
lock had made and began studying them. Midway he waved the 
pages at Mrs. Tucker and she stood up. Wheelock was the only one 
to rise with her. 

' “Take Mac with you,” Tucker told her. 

Joe and Leo and Wheelock and Tucker followed her out of the 
room with their eyes. 

“That's one hell of a real fellow,” said Tucker suddenly. 

Edna heard, but she did not turn around. She kept walking wid 
a slight, swift, graceful sway, her head high. 

“You know how the girls like to do,” said Tucker with a pleasec 
laugh. “They like to make an exit.” 

Tucker had something of the actor in him, too. He laughed in £ 
fond way, as if he were pleased to have discovered his wife’s weak- 
ness and to have exposed it. 


Wheelock pressed a button near the fireplace. When the house 
man came, he ordered supper. “I’ll ring when we’re ready,” he saic 
and turned to his guests. “Unless you fellows would like something 
now?” 

They all shook their heads and the houseman disappeared. Ther 
Tucker began to ask questions. He did not ask as many as Whee 
lock. Some of the questions Joe or Wheelock answered and, wher 
they did, Tucker checked quickly through th^e pages of notej 
Wheelock had made. 

Leo studied him furtively. He had expected his tugged bulk, bui 
not that he should dress more like himself than like Joe. Yei 
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Tucker’s $22 suit and his $i shirt and his $6 shoes did not seem to 
affect his air of authority. He was the boss, thought Leo, a real, 
regular, hard boss, like a millionaire. Not hard in the way Leo had 
expected him to be, in a tough-guy way, but hard in a business way 
— quick to fight to win the least point and unemotional between 
fights. 

Tucker listened attentively to what he was told and took it in 
and moved on to the next thing with a quick gesture, sometimes 
of his hand and sometimes of his body. He never seemed to think 
of anything but money or things connected with making money 
and, once or twice when Wheelock tried to lighten the heavy going 
with a little joke. Tucker looked at him blankly as if he hadn’t 
understood what he was saying. Everything about Tucker was 
businessman. He had a quick, shrewd mind, the power to concen- 
trate with it, the determination to concentrate with it, a certain 
amount of confidence in himself, enough to make his fighting cal- 
culated and unemotional, but not enough to blunt the edge of his 
lust, his all-consuming need for money; and— -best of all — ^he had 
what insecurity and its fears can give, an almost complete failure 
to feel that people were people or were anything at all except things 
he could use or must fight. It was this that had enabled him to do 
whatever he had to do to get where he was. Much to Leo’s surprise, 
Tucker didn’t seem concerned over the small amount of cash re- 
serve reported. “How long have you been operating on a narrow 
margin like that.f^” he asked. 

“Quite a few months,” Leo told him. “I had more once, but . . 

“Can you get along on such a reserve?” 

“Not very well, but in one way and another, at least until today,” 

“All right.” Tucker looked down at the pages of notes before 
him. “What I see is,” he said, “that I’m buying a broken property, 
$38,000 worth of debts. Well, this is the way we go ahead. Two- 
thirds and one-third. Joe goes in there with you to look out for the 
organization’s two-thirds.’’ He held up his hand as Leo started to 
protest. “Get the whole picture before you say anything,” he com- 
manded. “I don’t want to waste a lot of time arguing. The $38,000 
I put into the business is to be paid back out of the profits. It’s a 
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prior lien on the business itself, with regular six per cent inter 
and a $2,000 bonus for making the loan, and it is to be amorti2 
by the week, so much a week, we’ll see what. From your figu 
and what we can do about cutting expenses, I’d say a thousanc 
week, but I’ll be reasonable and see whether the business can sta 
it.” 

“Do you want me to speak frankly, Mr. Tucker.?” said Leo. 

“That’s what I want, everything out.” 

“All right, I’ll tell you then. I call that the worst lousiest partn 
ship offer I ever heard in my life.” He stopped and looked arour 
and Tucker asked him if that was all he had to say. 

“No,” said Leo. “In the first place, a two thousand dollar bon 
for making a thirty-eight thousand dollar loan is bad enough, b 
amortization every week and six per cent interest? That meat 
twenty-four per cent, thirty per cent interest, God knows what, li 
these loan companies that lend to poor people, you got to pay bai 
every week out of salary. Whoever heard of a businessman payii 
like out of salary? How can you do business like that?” 

“Finished now?” asked Tucker as Leo paused. 

“No, I’m not. Then, in the second place, what kind of a partne 
ship offer is it to put in your capital to get hold of a business ar 
then pull it out?” 

Tucker looked at him indifferendy. “I’m not putting capital in) 
the business,” he said. “I’m putting in my organization.” 

All I can see,” said Leo, “is that you’re taking my business f< 
nothing and feeling you’re generous because you give me back om 
third to work for you.” 

“Just a minute here.” Wheelock leaned forward. “As far as I ca 
tell, you haven’t got a business.” 

Leo looked at him fearfully. “You’re not going to bulldoze m 
into anything I don’t want,” he cried. 

“No,” said Tucker, “there’s not going to be any talk like tha 
around here, not from you,” he pointed to Wheelock, “nor fron 
you either.” He pointed to Leo. “If you and I, Mr. Minch, are goinj 
to establish a monopoly up there in policy, we can’t start off beinj 
small. My organization is going to cut the costs on the legal end- 
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wHat is it averaging you?” He looked at the notes. Leo had paid 
out a little more than $40,000 the year before for bail bonds and 
lawyer’s fees for arrested collectors and almost $15,000 to policemen 
for protection. “You got a $55,000 bill here,” said Tucker, “and that’s 
the first place we cut. My organization pays its own way. It will 
have to pay its own way. The money isn’t going to come out of 
your pocket, is it? No, the organization pays itself out of what it 
saves you. 

“Now then, when we go in there, things is going to run up there 
on a businesslike basis. For instance, to take one thing, there is not 
going to be any more of that stuff about shortages, overages, what- 
ever you call them. The controllers and collectors will all be work- 
ing for one corporation and, if they can’t shoot crap with their own 
money, they won’t work. There won’t be anybody waiting for them 
across the street to put them to work. I think, for another example, 
thirty per cent commission is too much for those fellows and they 
ought to be cut. Things like that. You can’t do it by yourself. Maybe 
we can cut the payoff, too, down to 500-to-i, instead of 6oo-to-i and 
give ourselves more spread. Things like that, but you got to have 
an organization for that. You got to have everybody in line and 
keep them there. That’s what my organization will do to earn its 
share in the partnership, and if you take your own figures here and 
not figure in any increase in business, even though the business 
ought to increase if the players have confidence that everything is 
stabilized, but take your own figures on what we’ll save for you and 
you’ll see your one-third ought to be bigger than when you had 
the whole thing and ran it independent with a lot of other inde- 
pendents fighting you.” 

“We didn’t need it before,” said Leo. “We got along all right 
without a monopoly.” 

“Well, we’ll get along better now. Until the $38,000 with six per 
cent and $2,000 bonus is paid off, there is not going to be much 
profits. I see that. You can have a drawing account as against the 
profits, $75 a week. We’ll split up quarterly on the surplus.” 

“I need more than that to live on,” cried Leo. “I need a hundred 
with my expenses, maybe a hundred and a quarter.” 
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'Toull get it out of the profits on the quarterly split-up. In th 
meantime, seventy-five will have to do.” 

‘'No, Mr. Tucker, you’re not going to pull a trick like that o 
me. I’m not a baby in negotiations, getting me to argue on som 
small point and then giving in and agreeing and that settles th 
whole thing. No sir, I’ve done negotiations before in my life.” 

“I don’t have to try tricks on you,” said Tucker. “If you don 
want to join the combination, okay. Try and do business your wa^ 
That’s up to you.” 

“I need a hundred and a quarter to live on,” said Leo, “and 
think you ought to put capital into the cash reserve.” 

They argued a long time. Wheelock was still drinking. He gc 
up after a while and, a highball glass in his hand, walked with slov 
short, loose steps into the room where Mrs. Tucker was sitting wit] 
McGuinness, listening to the radio. Tucker looked after him. H 
seemed worried. Joe was arguing for Leo, and Tucker suddeni 
shook his head. 

“That boy is going to kill himself one day,” he said in a lov 
tone, “with all the booze he hits.” 

“It’s his funeral,” said Joe. “I’ll send the flowers.” 

“I’ve noticed that before, that you don’t like him,” Tucker said 

“We get along all right.” 

“You’d better, if you’re going to be in this thing together.” 

“We’ll be all right. He sticks to the legal end and I stick to th< 
business end and we get along fine.” 

Tucker shook his head again. “I want to sec cooperation diere.’ 
He turned to Leo. “Well, all right, a hundred. Make your drawing 
account a hundred. The heU with it.” He lifted his head. “Henry,’ 
he shouted, “Hey, Henry.” 

Leo realized abruptly it had happened as he had expected. Per 
haps he had wanted it to happen. Perhaps both he and Tucker hac 
wanted it. Anyway, it had been done. They had argued on a smal 
point. When Tucker had given in on that, the whole thing wai 
over. Leo’s business was in Tucker’s hands. 

“That’s some high pressure merchant,” thought Leo. The insid< 
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o£ his head began to swirl as he tried excitedly to poke through 
the maze o£ remembered snatches of their conversation. 

Wheelock entered the room slowly. ^'Coming up,” he said. ‘‘Com- 
ing up boiled on toast.” He still had the highball glass in his 
hand. He lifted it high. “Boiled on toasts. Here’s to success, money, 
plenty monies, all that jolly kind o£ old thing, success and plenty 
monies, plenty womans.” He smiled and his face looked soft and 
relaxed from his talk with Edna, His glass was empty and he went 
to the table and filled it. 

“I want you to be in on this, Henry,” said Tucker. “You three 
are going to make the deals for the other banks.” 

“Three musketeers,” said Wheelock, “with muskets.” 

Tucker didn’t pay any attention to him. His mind was too fixed 
on what he was going to say. He turned to Leo. “You, too, Mr. 
JVfinch,” he said, “because whatever is broken you get the pieces. 

I want your bank to be built up to number one in the combination. 
Now, this has to go this way: Everything goes on the same basis — 
two-thirds and one-third and the same bonus and amortization as 
with Mr. Minch here; the banker gets $6o a week drawing account 
against the spht-up of the surplus every three months; you can go 
to $75 if necessary, but that’s the roof and no exceptions; if they 
haven’t got confidence enough in the business to wait for their 
money out of the profits, then we don’t want them; I want all their 
books audited and I want every penny of their cash reserve left 
in the business; the cash reserves will be put into one pot for the 
whole combination — ^that will make the bookkeeping simpler and 
spread the strain in case one bank gets a sock on a certain day.” 

Tucker looked at Leo and Leo looked back at him steadily, feel- 
ing all the blood puddle in his face and all the nerves go tight in 
him. Here it was. Here was when his $31,000 cash reserve was 
taken from him. 

“I think we can leave Mr. Minch to take care that they don’t 
cheat us on the cash reserves,” said Tucker. “He seems to know all 
the ways there are about that.” 

The nerves twanged loose in Leo. The puddle of blood swept out 
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of his face. The $31,000 under the floor of the closet in his bedrooiE 
was safe. He understood now that Tucker knew about it, but waj 
going to let him keep it, 

“111 get every penny out of them for you, Mr, Tucker,” said Leo 
His voice trembled with gratitude. “You can trust me.” 

“Trust you?” Tucker looked at Leo in a sly, nearly benevoleni 
way. He felt satisfied that Leo would scratch deep to build bad 
the cash reserve of his own unit and scratch deep for the cash re- 
serves of the other units, “I never trust anybody. Now listen, if yor 
decide against a bank, not to advance it money and let it fold up 
the collectors and controllers are shifted over to the Minch unit 
But before you do it, I want to hear about it, either from Joe oj 
Wheelock. That’s because I don’t trust you, Mr. Minch, or youi 
brother here.” 

“That’s not fair, Ben,” said Joe. 

“No, maybe I was kidding. But I don’t think we ought to be 
shortsighted in this and we ought to go slow about letting bankj 
fold up. I don’t want there to be a whole lot of hard feelings stirrec 
up against me by putting too many people out of business.” 

“As a matter of fact,” said Wheelock, “I’ve been thinking we 
ought to go further than that. There will be a lot of animosit} 
anyway, at first at least, and we ought to have our own bank out- 
side the combination operating independently.” 

“For Christ sake,” said Joe, “what the hell good will that be?” 

Wheelock didn’t pay any attention to him. He looked at Tucker 

“Henry’s right,” decided Tucker. “It’s the way to get the soreheac 
business from the customers who are sore at us. You should hav< 
thought of it yourself, Joe. That’s the business end.” 

“I still think it’s dumb,” said Joe. He looked at Wheelock angrily 

“Whatever you think,” Tucker told him, “I want it done. Yoi 
and Leo look around for a banker that we can tie up like that. Anc 
remember what I said about being shortsighted. I don’t want every- 
body out of business and only a Minch bank left up there.” 
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There were a few more details to be straightened out. One of 
them was the case against Leo and his bank, Wheelock made a 
note of it and said not to worry and that he would represent Leo 
at the hearing. 

Then Leo said goodbye and Joe went with him to drive him 
home. They walked past the room in which Mrs. Tucker and 
McGuinness were sitting. McGuinness had his shoes off and his 
feet on the windowsill. The window was open and he held his 
feet against the cold night air. He turned around in his chair and 
waved. “Edna give me permission to knock off work on Ben’s 
shoes,” he said. 

Edna Tucker rose and walked towards them. 

“You got a real humor,” Leo told her, “a real dry sense of humor, 
very dry. It’s been an enjoyment to listen to you.” 

“What a nice thing to say!” She smiled. “Fm sure you’re going 
to find my husband a fine man to do business with. He has a tem- 
per sometimes, but I suppose everybody has. You, too, Mr. Minch.” 

“Terrible,” said Leo. “Fm ashamed of myself.” Then he added 
earnestly, “Fm sure you wouldn’t be his wife without he’s a fine 
man.” 

“Oh my, oh my, oh my.” She fluttered her eyes and pressed her 
hand faintly to her heart. 

Joe and Leo had to wait a long time for the elevator. The hall 
was wide and its walls were papered green and, hung along it, were 
small, framed pictures of estate lawns and dogs with sad faces and 
horses jumping. 

“You begin to see the possibilities now, don’t you?” said Joe. 

“I see that I had a business when I came up here and now I’m 
working for Tucker for salary.” 

“You’ll see, when the combination has the field organized, your 
third will be . . . well, figure it out yourself and then maybe you’ll 
kick your pants off, making me wait in the foyer, Fm not good 
enough to go in your house.” 

“Please,” said Leo. “Fm tired. I’m falling down from sleep.” 

The elevator man looked sullen. He smelled sour from sleep. 
While the elevator sank slowly and soundlessly, Leo thought of all 
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he had talked about tonight. Phrases knocked in his head, and 
Tucker’s face and Wheelock’s face and Mrs. Tucker and McGuin- 
ness sitting with ankles turned so that the edges of his shoes rested 
against the floor. “It was funny,” he thought, “but hard, too, not 
to give that man’s feet an hour oS from work in the movies,” 

He saw the faces of the bankers who would be put out of busi- 
ness — Cordeles, certainly, Richards, maybe; maybe Carroll and 
Williamson, too. They were people whose wives and children he 
knew. There would be no more crap games with company money. 
Edgar. What would Edgar think when they cut his $22 allowance? 
And the people wouldn’t smile any more when he came into the 
room. He’d have to be a real hard man now, getting himself a 
million dollars, and they’d all think he was one hell of a real, 
regular big league son of a bitch. 

“I don’t want it,” he cried to himself wearily and never told him- 
self whether he didn’t want the million dollars or didn’t want the 
people to stop smiling when they saw him. 

The gilt, mirrored lobby was stale and airless and, when they 
got into the street, Leo shuddered. “Getting to be regular winter,” 
he thought, but he hadn’t shuddered at the cold. He had shud- 
dered at the feeling of death in the dark, stone-shrouded, expensive 
quiet all about him. He didn’t like what the rich had to go through 
to get their money, and he didn’t like what they bought with it 
once they got it. 

Joe pointed to a big, square, red-faced man in a felt hat sleeping 
in the car behind his. It was Tucker’s car. “That’s Johnston,” he 
said. “He used to be in the navy and then he drove a speedboat 
for Tucker from Windsor to Detroit for real high-class alcohol 
during prohibition.” 

Johnston’s head was far back so that it faced the roof of the car. 
His mouth was open. Leo looked at him. “How long has Wheclock 
been with Tucker?” he asked. 

“About three years, something like that. Tucker made him rich 
overnight.” 

Leo glanced up and down the street. There wasn’t a single human 
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being on it except themselves. “If I get a million/’ he thought, 
“this is where 111 live.” 

The street looked like a path through a petrified forest. 

“All the things a man has to go through to get to live here,” 
thought Leo, “the things, the things, thousands and millions and 
millions of dirty things to hurt people and hurt himself.” 

The street seemed drowned in stone. It looked narrow and 
drowned, a thing emptied of life and walled with swollen, stone 
bones. The feeling of costly desolation was heavy in Leo. This costly 
desolation was splendor, but Leo did not think of it as splendid. 
Yet he tried to be faithful to the rich. He tried to think of the 
costly desolation as good for sleep. Only the rich could afford to 
buy quiet like this in the heart of the city, he told himself. He felt 
suddenly that only a man who had made himself rich could be- 
come barren enough to want and be comfortable in this desolation. 

As Leo stepped away from the walls of the rich, he noticed the 
little hedge. His eyes rested on it gratefully. “It’s a pretty thing to 
have in front of your house,” he told Joe. 

He liked it partly because he felt he shouldn’t have thought 
about the rich as he had. Rich was what everybody wanted to be, 
and everybody respected and envied the rich. 

Joe looked at the hedge and was stirred as the dogs of the rich 
were stirred. “That reminds me,” he said. “I need a leak.” 
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Later, Henry C. Wheelock was to become known as a lurid man. 
Now he seemed merely unexpected. His mind was more talented 
than that of those around him, and the mind, of course, is not 
merely an instrument. It is itself alive. Just as man is shaped by the 
world and shapes it, so his mind is shaped by events and shapes 
them. Thus, although Henry’s mind had endured approximately 
the same disasters as the minds of his associates, it had had the 
talent to work these disasters into something quite unexpected to 
those with whom he was in business. 

Henry had been born and brought up in a small town in the 
western timber country. The big lumber companies had moved 
in before he was born and had prepared his world for him. They 
had made a lot of people happy with money that could build 
a village into a town, pave streets, put up stores and a factory and 
sawmills, a big brick depot and sidewalks. Like all who are so 
involved in the game of business that they can become big in it, 
the lumber magnates had no thought of people as people or as 
anything but tools or opponents. So they plundered the forests 
and got theirs out of it and, when the getting was no longer good, 
they moved to new timber country. 

Their tools and opponents followed, but the village that had 
been built into a town could not follow. The town stayed along its 
sidewalks. The people whose day as tools or opponents of the 
lumber magnates was over walked along the sidewalks. The stores 
stood planted, and all around the people and the stores and the 
hotel and the big brick depot was the forest, gaped open like a 
looted safe. 

Henry’s father, Roger, owned the hotel. The elder Wheelock 
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had known what the big lumber people were up to, but he hadn’t 
been able to figure out what to do about it. His object was to hold 
on to what he had. He had decided i£ he owned the hotel all free 
and clear, then he would be safe. So he had put everything he had 
earned back into the hotel and had gpt it free and clear of all 
mortgages. But that hadn’t helped. After the lumber people went, 
he had had to borrow on the hotel to get enough money to keep 
it going. 

Roger Wheelock spent more than twenty years of his life going 
backward in this way, the twenty years in which Henry remained 
with him. The old man kept getting pushed backward little by 
little, each year a little more, and, whenever he made a step back, 
he knew there was no chance to regain what he had lost. There 
wasn’t even a chance that next year he wouldn’t be pushed back 
some more. Just the same, he kept trying. He threw everything 
he could grab up into the fight to stand still and finally he began 
throwing his family into it — ^first his wife, then his daughter, then 
his two older sons and, at the end, his baby, his favorite, Henry. 

From knowing what was going to happen and from watching it 
happen, the face of the senior Wheelock became pinched and 
crankydooking. He wore a frock coat to work and rimless glasses 
and, as he walked around the hotel or stood behind the desk 
welcoming patrons, he had the appearance of a relaxed undertaker. 
It did not help business, nor did it hurt it. His was the only big 
hotel in town. 

Mrs. Wheelock, Henry’s mother, had a round, rather puffy face 
and colorless lips. She was an ailing woman, and a look of reproach 
seemed to be fixed on her face. She met all the events of the day 
with it. Even when she laughed, she seemed to be reproachful, 
as if she were thinking while laughing that her laughter was only 
temporary. 

The old man had been a fun-loving hell-raiser once upon a time. 
But, for as far back as Henry could remember, there was hardly 
any juice left in him. What was left squirted out in little remarks 
that were more bitter than funny. After Roger had had to cut his 
staff and bring in his wife to help out, he said that he and Martha 
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got to look the way they did from marching into occupied rooms 
armed with a bible instead of a house detective. 

In passing, it might be noted that the remark had a career 
familiar to remarks made in small towns. The remark went around 
town. Then it was forgotten. But it gave the Wheelocks a name for 
being too holy. That was what remained in people’s minds. How^ 
ever, the Wheelocks weren’t religious at all. They went to church 
only to keep up the reputation of the hotel. They looked religious 
because they were worried. 

Henry was the bright one of the family. He bit into learning 
the way an axe bites into yellow pine. Because of that and because 
he was the favorite, he was the one sent off to Madison to college. 
His father had met and been impressed by a lot of lumber com- 
pany lawyers and had never talked anything but law to his boy. 
Roger was sure H^nry would become quite a lawyer. None of the 
lumber company lawyers had a quicker mind than Henry. The boy 
got hold of a proposition and saw around it and was off to what 
followed before the proposition was all the way out of a person’s 
mouth. Besid^ practically everybody liked Henry right away, 
and the big lawyers Jiad said this was more important than know- 
ing law or being srj^rt. They said you could buy law books and 
rent fellows who were law books, but you could not buy clients. 
The only way to get clients was to make them like you. 

When even the sawmills nearest town started closing and the 
branch of the furniture company that advertised ‘Trom Forest To 
You” moved away and the railroad cut its passenger train schedules 
in half, Henry told his father he wanted to quit fooling aroimd 
in school and begin earning some money. He had then finished 
his second year at Madison and was home for the summer vacation. 

“I don’t need your ten dollars a week or whatever you could 
make,” Roger said. ‘You stay out of the way in school. We’ve been 
watching this thing come and we know just how to lick it.” 

The town had decided it could get along without trees. It was 
starting mink farming and fox farming and a lot of other busi- 
nesses and was putting up a kitty for the state to run a tourist 
bureau that would talk up the wood country as a vacation land. 
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‘There is plenty of fight left in this town,” Roger told his boy. 
“When we have a fight on pur hands, we don’t want to be tripping 
over lads who should be out of the way in school.” 

Roger wanted Henry to have a chance. His daughter had married 
the assistant cashier of the bank that held the mortgage on the 
hotel, and he never could .get wer the feeling that he and Martha 
were more responsible for the, marriage thaa his daughter had 
been. The girl hadn’t befen able to make up her mind one way or 
the other for a long time and then finally she said she guessed she 
might as well maffy him. Roger wondered if she ever would have 
said that if there had been no mortgage on the hotel and he and 
Martha had not seeined so anxious for the marriage and hadn’t 
worked so hard to give the couple chances to be together. 

“I want you to be happy, girl,” Roger told his daughter, “and not 
be in a rush to make up your mind.” 

“I’rii not rushing.” 

That was true. Lucy had had plenty of time to think it over. 
She had known the man all her life and they had been keeping 
steady company for three years before they announced their en- 
gagement. Just because the marriage worked out to be a good 
thing for the whole family as well as’' for the one who did the 
marrying was no reason to think it had been arranged for the 
family’s good. 

So, following the wife, Martha, the daughter, Lucy, was thrown 
into the fight to keep the hotel. The two older brothers were 
trapped in the campaign to diversify the town’s industries. They 
had taken part of the hotel’s mortgage money and had borrowed 
some more from the bank and had started a mink farm together. 
The oldest boy, Andrew, did not like it. He was a fun-loving hell- 
raiser the way his father had been and he wanted city life. But, 
like his father, he had married ^nd settled down, and the mink 
farm seemed to do him. Jefferson, the second son, didn’t marry. 
However, he was like his mother, born settled, and wherever he 
was put was where he would stay. 

Henry was kept out of the fight until the last. But, in tht end, 
another portion of the mortgage money had been used to continue 
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him at Madison and he was sucked in, too. After his second year 
at college, there wasn’t any more mortgage money left. It was 
decided Henry would leave college and go to law school in New 
York. It was felt that, if he were studying in New York, he could 
start making the friendships that would he useful to him when 
he went into practice. Besides, it was, easier to find a mb there 
that would pay part of his expenses. 

^'Go where the honey is, my boy,” said his father, “but be careful 
you don’t get stung.” 

Soon after he arrived in Nevv York, Henry got a letter from 
his father asking him to be sure to send home certified copies of 
his school marks^ 

“I like to brag around a bit,” Roger wrote, “and you know how 
our estmd. fellow townsmen are. They are d— n (for darn, of 
course,) fools. They do not believe in Ingerspll and they do not 
believe in our Lord, Jesus Christ. They do not believe in the nose 
on their face until they catch cold there.” 

Roger took the certified copy of the marks down to Mr. Hyde, 
the banker who held the mortgage. He and Ellis Hyde were old 
friends and Roger knew that, if the worst came, his son-in-law 
would see to it somehow that the hotel wasn’t foreclosed. But the 
country was dying in the bank’s hands. Trying to get other busi- 
nesses started in the community had loaded the bank up with 
commercial paper, most of it long term. Besides, the hotel’s value 
had depreciated so steeply that, whenever the mortgage had to be 
renewed, it became more difficult to get it past the examiners. Roger 
brought in Henry’s marks to cheer himself up and to cheer up 
Ellis. He wanted to show Ellis there *was more coll: :eral on the 
mortgage than just the hotel and, with all the things worrying him, 
it felt good to see Ellis study the results of his boy’s work, . 

“He looks like a comer,” ^aid Ellis. 

Roger felt suddenly that Henry was his last hope. His other 
boys were stuck on the mink farm. .They would never do more 
than make a living for ‘themselves. His son-in-law and daughter 
were fastened to a small, struggling bank that couldn’t expect more 
than to survive, in Roger’s lifetime at least. 
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“A real, humdingihg* comer,” .Said Roger, “if I do say so myself.” 

Hem;y(.|iegari to understand yvrhat his father felt when, after 
suggesting^'Ace more, in* a letter this time, that he ^uit school and 
go .to work^^^er replied: “These marks are worth more to me 
than any ten of Twe^^^ollars a week you could bring in. I want 
to see your shingle the breeze like a banner of gold and 

that’s all I ask put of what’s left of' my life. That’s all any of us 
back here in the sticks — or, to be specific, stumps — want out of you.” 

For as long as he could remember, Henry had had the feeling 
of money being scame .with no chance of its ever getting anything 
but scarcer. So he didn’t resent the starved life he led in New York 
to put himself through school. However, although he didn’t react 
badly, his mind did. It became hectic. He was working too hard 
and he wasn’t eating enough and he wasn’t-* sleeping well. He 
became more nervo^is. His mind felt -frayed. He couldn’t shake off 
the idea that^ his father had mortgaged the hotej to give him a 
schooling an4 that it was up to Kim to make good now. 

When . Henry looked back on'/ this period, he laughed at the 
strange trick -his fnind had played on him. It had made him race 
his books- The hero had had to get through the books to foil old 
villain Ellis Hyde with the gapers arid, when the htro turned the 
last page of .the last book, the villain must slink off foiled. 

But, at the tinae it was happening, there was no laughten in it. 
Henry fretted himself to sleep with thonghts of how, when the’ 
last page of the last book vvas turned, He’d go out and do it, 
do it sure. When he fell asleep, he. dreamed of winning his first 
case, a big one, with a big fee. The jury came in and announced 
the judgment and the client,, who had gray’hair and a brown face 
like Mr. Hyde, rushed up with the big fee and slammed it down 
so hard right there on the table in the courtroom that the pile of 
yellowbacks slapped like a whip and woke him up. • 

If Henry had entered one oi the. big Eastern law schools, the.re 
might have been a chance '•& everything to work out. But these 
schools required three years in their own .colleges for admission 
and four years if a studeift went to college elsewhere. Henry had 
been able to complete opily two years of college. If he had won 
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his honors in a big school instead of in night school, he would have 
been offered a good job the day he was graduated. But, when he 
was admitted to the bar, the best job he could find, paid $30 a 
week. He turned it down. It wasn’t enough money to help. To do 
any good, he had to get hold of a real lump of money. 

He borrowed a few hundred dollars' and opened an office for 
himself. This was another mistake ’his sensitive, fevered mind, 
tricked him into. But his mind couldn’t permit him to take a job 
and work up conventionally.. It was too driven by the way things 
were at home. 

Henry slept in his office to reduce expenses. It was against 
building regulations and he had to leave the office in the evening 
and stay out until late and then sneak back and go to sleep in a 
sleeping bag he had used before on camping trips. He kept the 
sleeping bag under his desk during the day and he used to get 
baths in the apartment of a friend. 

Hardly anybody oame into the office. He had a lot of time to look 
out the window and think. “Brains is not enough,” he told him- 
self, “but it’s enough for this.” 

Henry sat there nearly a year, thinking about the dying town 
and the dying hotel and the long fight his father had made. Roger 
knew the end, his son thought, the minute the big lumber com- 
panies started working on the forests. He saw the day and he tried 
to prepare for it. He got his hotel all paid off and he thought 
that would be the rock he would stand on. Then the rock began to 
sink and he had to fight to hold the rock up. It was a hopeless 
fight. He was a man holding up something that was holding up 
him. The old man must have known it would be hopeless and 
must have known it was hopeless, but he kept right on with it- 
It was heroic. It was a life to which music should be played. 

“There’s the American hero all right,” thought Henry, “an old, 
cranky-looking guy in a frock coat, sitting out in a town, trying 
to help set right the wrongs of the big fellows. And the hero’s 
son sits here!” 

This was boom time in -New York. Henry sat looking out the 
window and the bis, rich city hung before him, fat as a ham, 
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smoky with juice, sweating money. The feel of money was spread 
all over the city like air. When he went into the street, he breathed 
the smell of money. He saw money on people’s faces and, whenever 
they talked, he heard money. The whole world was a sack of money 
that had split open. Everybody was getting his face into it. Every- 
body was hogs plunging for the sack and rooting in it, grunting 
and crunching and slopping over it. Their feet on the pavement 
as they rushed about their business made a noise like snouts slap- 
ping into swill. When they went home at night, their faces looked 
pink as suckling pigs. They shone with money, and their bellies 
swung from their ribs like, bags of gold. And there the hero’s son 
sat, looking at them, unable to move. He sat still to feel the dust 
settle on him. 

There were some clients, enough to pay the rent, but the most 
frequent interruptions were from salesmen and process servers 
looking for work and the mailman with advertisements and bills 
and letters from home. 

I don’t want you to feel that ’you are being pushed by anyone 
or that anyone back here is getting impatient,” his father wrote. 
‘‘Slow and sure. That is still the quickest way there. I know what 
it is for a young man to find a place for himself in a crowded city. 
There is no one pushing you, boy. Be happy. It’s adventure. To 
begin to realize on your future is the great adventure of a life- 
time. No one in the world has, a right to push you. Just go slow 
and sure and am sure you know that our hearts are with you. Our 
hearts are all with you, boy, and they are not pushing you, just 
being with you as you go along nice and easy and slow and sure.” 

Henry read the letter four times. He had a mind as sensitive 
and kind as his father’s. Each time, the picture of his father writing 
the letter at the desk in the lobby became sharper. 

He must have just come back from the bank,” thought Henry, 
“or he wouldn’t have written a letter like this.” He threw it down 
on the desk before him. “What the hell does he expect me to do?” 
he cried to himself, “Fm trying, trying, sitting here trying the best 
I can.” 

He took up the letter again and examined the writing. It was 
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florid and firm^ the ends all firmly curled in the style his father 
had been taught. “It would be,” Henry told himself. “He would 
hold on to himself whatever happened.” 

Thick tears spurted into his eyes. They were thick as pulp from 
a squashed grape. With a furtive, quick motion, he lifted the letter 
to his face and brushed his lips against it and felt foolish and 
better. 

A short while later, there was a letter from Andrew, the fun- 
loving brother. Dear kid, Just a line,” and so forth, and something 
about the minks still feel Uke fur-inners in these parts,” .and then 
at the end: We have raised every cent we can anywhere to keep 
the hotel and I thought maybe you could get your hands on a little 
money in New York to help out if you knew that it was really a 
serious situation. It is very serious. As you know. Dad is very set 
on keeping the hotel although it is only good as a place where 
the wind can go in to get warm. I don’t want you to think that 
because there is a little joking around in this letter that I don’t 
mean what I said. I mean it very seriously, because it is serious. But 
you know me. I have to have a laugh sometimes or go crazy and 
become a minkompoop, all minkompooped out, my minkom- 
poopsy.” 

When the bank finally took over the hotel, Roger was asked to 
stay on as manager. Ellis fought for that and got it for him. 

“It’s really very much better than I expected,” Roger told his 
wife. “I’ve been managing for them, actually, for twenty years, 
for all the money I got out of it for myself, and now they have 
to pay me for doing it.” 

But he died soon after, one week and four days before his sixty- 
second birthday. Henry came home for the funeral. He was really 
surprised when his mother refused to allow Mr. Hyde to attend 
the services. “He is your father’s murderer,” she said. She was 
convinced Ellis wanted to come only to shed fake tears to hide 
his guilt. 

Henry thought of the long friendship between his father and 
Mr. Hyde and how the banker, even though he was not at fault, 
must naturally feel guilty and must want some way to work the 
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feeling off. He thought of his brother-in-law who still worked in 
the bank, as cashier now, and who, if he lost his job, would not 
be able to find another one in the town. How would a thing like 
this react on him? Henry explained to his mother that she must 
put aside her feelings for the sake of her daughter and grand- 
children and son-in-law. 

“I’ve put aside my feelings all my life,” Martha said. “If I ever 
lay eyes on your father’s murderer again, I will go and get a gun 
and shoot him dead.” 

Mrs. Wheelock went to live with her sons on the mink farm. 
There was too much feeling against her in the house of her son- 
in-law. 

“Shell be at home here,” said Andrew, “with all the mortgages 
to preserve the atmosphere.” 

Andrew was beginning to get the cranky look that had marked 
his father’s face. There wasn’t any fun in him any more. He just 
liked to say things to show he was witty. 

“I’m going to send all I can for mother,” Henry told him, “and 
don’t worry about the mortgages. I regard them as my responsi- 
bility.” 

The laughter dropped out of Andrew’s face. He looked earnest 
in an uneasy way, as if he were ashamed of his earnestness. “It’s 
only right that you should,” he said, “you getting that money for 
college and all.” 

Henry was annoyed. He didn’t have to be reminded that the 
mink farm had paid back the money it had borrowed from the 
hotel and then had gone deeper into debt for the hotel. Nor did he 
have to be reminded that he himself hadn’t paid back anything. 
Henry found he didn’t like the whole town and the people in it. 
Up close, it didn’t seem heroic. It seemed crippled and full of hate 
and stupid. It was a sucker town. The people’s energy seemed to 
be for hating and hurting each other. They spent all their time 
gouging dimes out of their neighbors. They lived like animals in a 
slaughterhouse — ^fighting, fornicating, tearing at each other for a 
place to stay, forgetful of what had happened to them, knowing 
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only what they were doing. Henry was glad to get back to his 
empty office in New York, 

After his return from the funeral, two members of a bakery 
union brought Henry a case involving the illegal election of the 
officers of a local. He knew the moment they walked in they 
couldn’t pay anything. They were bread bakers who worked from 
midnight to late in the. morning and had come to him directly 
from their work. The flour was stuck in their pores and in their 
eyelashes and their skin was so white they looked bled. 

They said they knew they couldn’t pay anything down as a re- 
tainer, but this was an open and shut case of crookedness and, if 
Henry won it, they’d be able to get a fee for him out of the union’s 
treasury. Henry took the case because it was something to do. He 
didn’t want to be a labor lawyer. There was no money in that. 
But, in the meantime, he had to be some kind of a lawyer. 

The union, it turned out, was run by Ben Tucker. The officers 
who had stolen the election were some of Tucker’s people. 

Tucker was not made in one day either. Yet there was a single 
day when something happened to Tucker that made him decide 
what to do with himself. Up to then, he had been fooling around 
with one job and another, trying to find a place where he fitted and 
not finding it and not minding much, satisfied enough with being 
married to Ediia and with paying his bills and staying out of 
trouble. But that day he learned what to do to make a place for 
himself where he could fit, and he didn’t fool around any, more. 

This happened in a mill town in New Jersey a little before the 
war when Tucker was in his early twenties. On that day, the 
National Guard sat in the armory four blocks down the avenue, 
and the Mayor sat in his office a half mile away saying no, saying 
the strikers were behaving orderly and the police could handle 
them all right and he was not going to call out the soldier boys 
when it wasn’t necessary. The Mayor had said that in the news- 
papers; and then the Company had said in the newspapers that 
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the Mayor had sold out to the anarchist-socialists and the town 
was in the hands of bomb-throwing foreign agitators. The Company 
was a foreign agitator itself because the mill was only one of its 
branches and its main office was in New York, but it was throw- 
ing whatever it could find. It didn’t think it could break the strike 
without the help of the National Guard. 

The strikers knew all about what was going on. They were not 
making any trouble that could give the soldier boys an excuse to 
come out of the armory. Except that, during lunch hour, when 
the machines stopped, they piled up outside the fence a block 
deep — men and women, holding up their children, holding up their 
empty dinner pails with the covers off, banging their pails and 
stamping their feet and hollering, ''Come out, scabs!” over and 
over again. The noise made Tucker weak. 

The first time it happened, almost a quarter of the scabs picked 
up and walked out, saying they’d rather go hungry than be in the 
hospital. And the Company said it was going to get the National 
Guard out to protect the loyal workers if it had to take that I Won’t 
Work down in the City Hall, that bomb-throwing’ red atheistic 
socialist-anarchist by the slack of his pants and bounce him on a 
bayonet. 

All the hired specials had their orders for the big push. When it 
was twelve o’clock lunch time again and the strikers were starting 
their noise outside again, Tucker, who was one of the new specials, 
ran on back to McGrady’s office. McGrady was vice president in 
charge of personnel for the Company. He had been an officer in 
the Cuba war and had come over from New York to hire the 
guards himself and run the show himself because it made him feel 
like the good old Cuba times. 

Tucker ran through the mill room. The super was standing on a 
platform yelling, "There’s going to be shots. Don’t worry! There’s 
going to be shots over the heads of the strikers. Don’t worry! The 
shots’s just to scare the strikers away. Don’t worry! This company 
takes car^ of its loyal workers.” Tucker ran without listening. He 
passed through the areaway leading to the stock room where the 
specials were collecting. 
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McGrady had decided against loading the place with city hard 
guys because that might get the Company in wrong. So he had 
hired college boys and some fellows like Tucker^ workers tern* 
porarily out of work and ready to do what they could for eating 
purposes. But, to show the amateurs the ropes, McGrady had 
thrown in a few professionals. These were McGrady’s sergeants and 
now he gave them vomit-gas grenades and gave the amateurs 
lengths of lead pipe and said, ‘‘Get going, men. Push the enemy 
the hell away from that gate.” 

The specials piled on back through the mill room, a little knot 
of them, running hard at the double past the white-faced scabs, and 
ran down the front steps of the building to the yard. “This is going 
to be a killing,” thought Tucker and told himself he wasn’t going 
to do it, he was going to quit right now. But he ran with the 
others. They all ran together, one pressing the other, the profes- 
sionals pressing the amateurs and McGrady pressing the pro- 
fessionals. And in the back of Tucker’s mind was the speech the 
boss had made and how he had said they were going to replace 
their staff with acceptable men from the group who helped win 
the strike for them. Tucker wanted a steady job at this time. He 
was crazy hungry for a job and this was in him, too, along with 
fear and the desire to quit, and all of it kept rolling over and over 
inside of him while he ran towards the ear-filling, pouring roar 
of the strikers. 

“Come out, scabs!” the strikers were roaring. “Scabs! Scabs! 
Come on out, scabs! Scabs! Scabs, come on out of there!” 

“We’re coming,” yelled McGrady from fifty feet away. 

Then Tucker heard the shots, four of them, from a window on 
the second floor. He had never heard shots before in sunlight. Each 
one knocked like a rock inside his heart. 

For a moment the noise of the crowd stopped. Then it began 
again, one man here and another there, a group here and a group 
there until everybody was swinging into it and giving all their 
throats to it. 

One of the specials opened the big front gate. The gate swung 
inward, but the strikers did. not come in with it. Instead, they 
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swayed back a litde, quietly, passively, without resistance. Then the 
specials were out among them, pushing. “Keep moving!” they said 
and pushed. “Come on! Keep moving!” 

Tucker saw a fat woman’s face sweat before him and saw, above 
her face, a child’s hot, red, sweating face. Both their mouths were 
open. He knew they were screaming, but he couldn’t hear the 
words. All he could hear was a bellow that crushed his ears. He 
pushed at weak, yielding bodies and saw reddened eyes looking 
at him frightened. 

“Come on!” he said. “Break it up! Keep moving! Break it up!” 

The crowd began to dissolve. The women and the kids and 
some of their men were getting back out of the way and other men 
were gathering in quiet little watchful groups. The roar was quiet- 
ing down. Then Tucker heard a scuffle alongside him, slapping, 
thudding noises, a woman shouting at the top of her voice, “George! 
My George! You George! Don’t! Don’t! You George! Come out 
of that!” 

Tucker was afraid to turn his head to see what was happening. 
He was afraid to lose sight of the red eyes in front of him and 
of the frightened-looking, yielding men. He held the lead pipe in 
one hand and pushed with the other. Sometimes the pipe felt heavy 
and sometimes he didn’t know he had it. His eyes hurt when he 
moved them, but he couldn’t stop moving them because he had 
to see everything. Any little thing might be serious. He could feel 
murder growing in the men in front of him. Any little thing 
might mean it had broken loose and was out to get him. Then a 
brick went through glass off somewhere in back of him and an- 
other brick clattered along the open space at his side. He didn’t 
turn his head. He was afraid to, but he was afraid not to, as well, 
because it might be that right now, just at this minute, someone 
back there or someone to the side was aiming to give it to him. 

Something soft and flurried came up against him in back and 
he pushed at it hard with his elbow, not looking, and felt as if the 
top of his head was being blown off with sudden fear and then, 
right at that moment, a little man standing in front of him, a 
thin, big-nosed, yellow-faced man with steaming eyes, opened up. 
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He looked right at Tucker and started screaming. “Killers! Killers!’’ 
he screamed. Tucker couldn’t take any more. He hit the man across 
the mouth with the lead pipe. The man’s whole, thin, screaming 
face seemed to fall into his mouth, “Move on!” Tucker said. “Break 
it up! Keep moving!” There was pushing and shoving and the 
sound of feet trampling. 

Move on!” Tucker said. He felt a wiry, straining, thrashing, 
flopping-around fight go on inside himself to keep himself from 
breaking out and screaming and killing. He was holding the lead 
pipe high, ready to hit the man again if the man came for him. A 
brick knocked the pipe out of his hand. Pain shot down his arm and 
went stinging up through the side of his face and into his head. 
He stooped and fumbled around for the pipe, keeping an eye on 
the man he had hit. 

The man came for Tucker as Tucker stooped. He came all thin 
and spread out and loose. He stuck his skinny knee into Tucker’s 
face and hit the back of Tucker’s neck with his thin fist, and 
Tucker backed up. He backed, crouching, still feeling for the 
lead pipe, and came against a car and turned desperately to see 
what it was and banged his head on the door handle. He felt 
screaming inside his head, as though his brain were screaming, 
and rolled sideways and got around the man. The man stood 
looking at Tucker. His feet were spread wide. 

“You want to be dead?” screamed Tucker. 

The man didn’t say anything. He couldn’t get words through 
the blood. He couldn’t close his mouth. His jaw was broken. He 
started to come in. His arms were flailing. He landed a punch 
high on Tucker’s face between the temples and the cheekbone. His 
fist was as soft as a splash of water. Tucker kicked the man in the 
groin with his shoe as hard as he could. The man popped like 
a grape and doubled up and Tucker slammed his knee into the 
man’s face. The man twisted sideways and fell, twisting, and 
Tucker leaped and landed all over him. He hit until he felt the 
bones of the man’s face wabble under his hands. The man did not 
move any more except as Tucker pulled him. 

Somebody grabbed Tucker and pulled him to his feet. “Come 
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on/’ he said. ‘It’s all over.” Tucker heard McGrady yelling, ''Get 
those cameras! Smash those cameras,” and realized the cameras 
had been pointing at him. He looked away. He saw the body he 
had just been beating and knew by the peculiar way the legs lay 
that he had beaten it to death. 

"He had it coming to him,” he said. He turned and grabbed 
the arm o£ the special by his side. "I give him what he asked for,” 
he cried. The special did not answer. 

Tucker saw men standing in a little knot on a street corner. They 
were yelling at him. A hundred yards back of them was a straggly 
line of men and back of them were others and others and others, 
thickening into a vast mass. Bedlam went up from them and rolled 
swollen over the air. 

"Go to hell,” screamed Tucker. "Go kill yourself, you murder- 
ing bastards.” He started for them alone, his empty fists raised. 
He wanted to die on them, but he was grabbed and pulled back 
and held. 

Then the soldiers came riding up from the other direction. They 
bumped along under their tin hats, boys mostly, looking serious 
and frightened. Their officers held revolvers that they started to fire 
into the air and the boys had long riot sticks. 

"They’ll break it up,” McGrady said. "They’re trained troops.” 

Tucker wasn’t struggling to break loose any more. He stood 
looking at the soldiers and the people scattering and eddying into 
small groups and dissolving under the horses’ hoofs. 

When the specials got back to the factory, there were basins of 
cold water waiting for them alongside clean little individual towels 
and clean little individual cakes of white soap. Tucker washed his 
face and hands and got the blood off, but he couldn’t get the feel 
of fever out of his skin. The fever burned through the cold water 
even as he splashed it over his face. 

"Here you, what’s your name,” McGrady said to him. "I want to 
talk to you.” 

"All right. Chief, a minute,” Tucker answered. 

McGrady went into his headquarters in back, believing Tucker 
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would follow him, but Tucker couldn’t get hold of himself. Instead 
of following, he went out through the mill room where the scabs 
were standing on tiptoe looking out the windows while the super 
and the floor bosses yelled for them to gO' back to work and walked 
up wide stone stairs to the main office. A group of men and girls 
were standing around a desk talking. They looked at Tucker and 
stopped talking and he was afraid suddenly of what they might 
say about him. 

“They don’t know yet,” he told himself and put his chest out 
and frowned and swaggered past them, the way a soldier had a 
right to before people he had saved from the enemy. 

“Here,” one of the men said, “you can’t go in there.” 

But the man was frightened and did not come near Tucker and 
Tucker swaggered right on through the open door onto a soft 
carpet and saw a man standing looking out the window. The man 
turned around slowly. Tucker had his hand on the telephone on 
the big desk. “What are you doing in here where you don’t be- 
long?” the man said and he was so surprised and so indignant and 
so scared that his voice squeaked. 

“I’m using your phone,” Tucker said and was surprised, too, 
because he had growled. 

Tucker called long distance and gave his home number in New 
York and lost sight of the man and the man’s round, pink, well- 
fed face with the scowl stuck into it in a funny way, like an apple 
in a roasted pig’s mouth. 

“Hello,” Tucker said when he heard Edna’s voice. “How are 
you?” 

“I’m fine. Who’s this? Is this, Ben? What’s happening?” 

“Nothing’s happening, except I’m lonesome for you.” 

“Are you all right?” She thought maybe he had been fired. 

“I’m very lonesome for you.” 

“I’m lonesome, too, darling, but are you all right?” She didn’t 
like the sound of his voice. It was too soft. It seemed crushed with 
pleading. 

“All right? Sure, I’m all right. What are you eating for lunch?” 

“I’ll eat you if you don’t tell me why you called up.” 
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“Because I’m lonesome, that’s all. Can’t I be lonesome for the 
only wife I got and ever will have.f*” 

“When are you coming home.?” 

“Not for lunch.” 

She laughed. He liked to hear her laugh. He smiled into the 
telephone. 

“I know not for lunch,” she said, “but when, silly?” She still 
thought he had been fired. 

“I don’t know, not for some time.” 

“The job is still holding up?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“Remember what I said,” she tried to keep her voice from sound- 
ing urgent. “If you can get a regular job there, I don’t care. I’ll 
come to live.” They had argued about that before. He had said 
she would be lonely outside New York, away from her friends. 
“I’ll live anywhere as long as you’re there, too.” 

He didn’t answer for a long time. He stood smiling into the 
telephone. She always made him feel that way, tough, a man 
standing on his own feet against anything. “It’s a regular paradise 
here,” he said at last. 

“So, for goodness sake, get a job there and let me come, too.” 

“You like me anyway?” 

“No, of course not. I married you for your money.” 

She laughed and he laughed. They laughed into each other 
and then he hung up. 

“Now you get the hell right out of here,” the man said to him. 

Tucker saw his face then for the first time. It was Newell Smith, 
the big shot himself, the big boss of all the works, of this mill and 
eleven others like it. Tucker became frightened and reckless. “Are 
you going to make me?” he said. 

A gray moustache stood on edge on Smith’s smooth, pink face. 
He looked as if he had never had much to worry about, and he 
didn’t seem to be worried now, but actually the specials had him 
scared. He felt there was danger they would get out of hand. 
“You oughtn’t to come here,” he told Tucker. “Use the phone 
downstairs.” 



AN AMERICAN HERo’s SON 165 

Suddenly, without thinking he was going to do it, Tucker said 
exactly what he thought. wanted to be out o£ it,” he said, ‘and 
in some place quiet when I talked to my wife.” 

The girls and the men were standing in the open doorway listen- 
ing. Tucker started to walk towards them and Smith hurried and 
caught up with him and touched his elbow. “Pretty rough out 
there?” he asked. 

Tucker thought, it must be that he doesn’t know yet either that 
it was me who did it. He broke up inside. He took two quick steps 
away from Smith towards the door, his legs shaking under his 
knees. Then his knees began to shake, too, and he couldn’t stand 
up any more. He fell down on his hands and knees and grunted. 
His eyes seemed to roll along with the carpet as the carpet rolled 
out from under his shaking body. 

Smith put his arms around Tucker to lift him up. Tucker smelled 
his rich, washed smell and heard him strain to lift and thought, 
“Jesus, the big boss of all the whole works,” and thought, “Jesus, 
Fm glad Edna can’t see me like this,” and thought, “if this guy 
knew ... if Edna knew . . .” 

Smith was a small man. Tucker was too heavy for him. “Those 
killers!” screamed Smith. “Why don’t the police throw all those 
killers in jail?” 

The words fell on Tucker like blows. He thought Smith meant 
him. No, he told himself, Smith wouldn’t be acting like this if he 
knew. He cringed away from himself violently and then he passed 
out. “Oh! Oh!” were the last words he heard and a girl saying, 
“He’s just a boy.” 

When Tucker came to, he was lying on a couch. There was a 
cold towel on his forehead. He did not open his eyes. He was 
afraid of what he would see. Then, at last, he opened his eyes 
and saw clearly in a single flash the gray lead pipe as it lay across 
the man’s mouth and saw the man's face crumble into his mouth. 
He closed his eyes and remained silent. 

“I hadn’t meant to do it,” he thought. How often had the judge 
heard that one before? How many years would that take off the 
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sentence? When Tucker had hired out as a special, all he had 
wanted was a job. He was afraid to be out of work. He had been 
an outcast like Joe and had always got in trouble before when he 
didn’t have a job. Edna’s love had changed him. She had made 
him feel he belonged among people. He didn’t want to be in 
trouble any more, now that he was married to Edna. But, when he 
went around asking for work, the bosses didn’t even see him. They 
sent out word that there was nothing or didn’t look at him when 
they said, “Nothing.” And he thought, “If only I could get one 
of those bosses to see me, just to look into my eyes for a minute 
and see that I’m a person, not just something pestering them, but 
a living human being.” 

When he took the job as a special, he told Edna, “Once I get on 
the inside of that plant I’ll do something to make them know I’m 
there.” He thought surely he’d be able to get one of the bosses to 
look at him. He’d run to open the door to the boss’s car or tip his 
hat and say “good night” or “good morning” or “fine day” and get 
the boss to see into his eyes and say to himself, “Now that’s a fine 
upstanding young man, what can he do, maybe we can fit him into 
the organization.” 

“If I’m in the inside,” he said to Edna, “they’ll never get me out.” 

Tucker had never been in a strike before or seen one. The first 
day, the Company couldn’t get the scabs inside because the pickets 
were jammed around the gate. He heard Smith say to McGrady, 
“Make a fuss out there. We’ve got to get the National Guard to 
help.” Then a little later, McGrady told the specials, “Go on and 
rough them trespassers up. Push them the hell where they belong, 
away from that gate. Use your pipes. You’re deputies of the law now 
and act that way.” 

But the Company had only a few guards and mostly the wrong 
kind, too, college boys and amateurs like Tucker. So everything 
went smooth that first time. The strikers got back from the gate. 
The scabs ducked in. Nobody was hurt. But the strikers made the 
rounds of the scab houses that night, and a lot of scabs didn’t check 
in the next morning and those that did were so scared they couldn’t 
work much. When lunch time came and the noise started outside, 
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many scabs just picked up and quit, and now Tucker knew there 
was bound to be trouble. The Company wasn’t going to take a lick- 
ing like that without a fight. So there was going to be a battle to 
get the army to clear the streets of pickets and their noise, and 
Tucker was not going to be in it. No sir, not he. No sirree, not he. 
Not at all. Never. Why should he put his heart into dirt for |8 a 
day, push around all those poor people and their women and kids 
who were just like the people he palled around with and who were 
just trying to keep a job the way he was. No sir, not for him. Never 
on this green earth. Why should he be the fish for the big guys and 
turn hoodlum for them when what he wanted was a job so that he 
didn’t have to turn hood? There was no sense to it. 

But he had been wild for a job. He had been afraid not to have a 
job. He had been afraid of old friends, old habits, old experiences 
and, most of all, of the old feeling of being an outcast. 

The Company Doctor came and examined Tucker. Tucker kept 
his eyes closed. “Sound as a drum,” the Doctor said. 

Tucker opened his eyes then. “I was only tired,” he said. 

Smith was standing alongside him. “Get him a glass of water,” he 
told one of the girls. 

“God Almighty!” thought Tucker. He felt if he didn’t have to go 
to jail now, he would have been able to get a steady job sure. “I’m 
in cushy here,” he told himself, “except for murder,” He drank the 
water in small swallows with his lips tight to look refined before the 
big boss. 

“I better go downstairs,” said Tucker. 

“No.” Smith shook his head, “You’ve done a day’s work. You rest 
now.” 

Tucker did not trust himself to speak. He lay back a moment. 
Then he got up and started downstairs. He wanted to get it over 
with. He wanted to know right away what the judge was going to 
give him, maybe one to twenty for manslaughter, but maybe it was 
murder in the second degree, maybe it would be ten years or twenty 
years or the rest of his natural life. For a single panicky moment. 
Tucker thought of running away, ducking out and home, picking 
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up Edna and going on the lam with her, Edna wouldn’t do it. He 
knew that. Anyway, he couldn’t appear like that before Edna, all 
soft and womanish from the willies. Tucker held himself together 
and walked steadily iiito McGrady’s headquarters. 

McGrady was talking to a soldier who wore gold-rimmed eye- 
glasses, He nodded to Tucker and went on talking quietly and 
Tucker stood there thinking, “If only I could get a break. If only 
just nobody saw it. If only it could be made self-defense.” But more 
than a thousand people had seen him. He had had a lead pipe — 
“lethal weapon” — and the other fellow had had only his bare hands. 
But Tucker had been deputized. He was an officer of the law en- 
gaged in the performance of his duties. But there this fellow had 
been, not doing anything, just yelling, yelling and standing there 
with his bare hands. 

“Where the hell have you been?” said McGrady. The Guard 
officer had gone away. 

“I passed out.” 

“That’s nice. That’s the kind of men I have to work with. It’s a 
miracle that I achieve any of the objectives around here.” 

Tucker looked away. “I suppose you want a report out of me or 
something,” he said. 

“Yes, that’s right. But read this first.” McGrady threw some papers 
across the desk to him. “It’s affidavits from eye-witnesses who saw 
it happen. They’ll clear the thing up in your mind so your report 
can be intelligent.” 

There were four affidavits. The first stated that Tucker was seen 
to hije been attacked with a lead pipe by a striker and was seen to 
have disarmed the man and to have fended off the man’s further 
attacks with the man’s own weapon. It was signed by Newell Smith. 
The other affidavits were approximately similar. Tucker read each 
once carefully and in silence. 

“That’s the way it was, wasn’t it?” said McGrady. 

Tucker looked up. There were tears in his eyes, “You won’t re- 
gret this,” he said. “You won’t be sorry what you done for me.” 

“For you?” said McGrady, “I did it for you? Listen you. If it was 
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Up to me, you'd be at the end of a rope right now. I don't hold with 
a man losing his head and killing when he's on duty ” 

Tucker lowered his head in confusion. He saw the aiffida^its- 
They were shaking in his hands. They even rattled a Ettle bit. He 

began to wave them up and down to steady his hands. '' you!” 

he thought. “ you, my friend, up the brown with a wooden 

He thought of saying it and then he thought, no, he was in 

right, why throw it away, why leave a little boss along the line sore 
at him and out to knife him in the back, 

“I didn’t lose my head,” he told McGrady. 

McGrady was silent. 

“I saw what you wanted done and I done it,” said Tucker. 

‘'Done what? Did what?” 

“I done this self-defense for you,” Tucker waved the affidavits at 
him. 

“All right. Get busy on your report. And hold yourself ready for 
the magistrate when they call you.” 

“Yes sir, chief.” Tucker saluted solemnly. 

When Mr. Smith came down to go home, he stopped to chat with 
Tucker. He asked Tucker how he was feeling and said he was glad 
to hear it and said he'd pick Tucker up in his car and they’d go 
down to the. coroner’s together to watch the case closed. 

Yes sir, thanks sir, you're being mighty decent sir, said Tucker. 
His eyes did not waver from Mr. Smith's. 

He went out into the yard with Mr. Smith and ran to open the 
door of Mr. Smith's car and stood looking as the limousine drove 
off noisily past the troops and past four pickets and past sullen men 
standing silently in small bunches. Tucker didn’t pay any attention 
to the people. He saw only the car. There weren’t any people left 
for Tucker on earth any more-only himself and human beings he 
could use or could ignore or must fight. Business and its law of self- 
defense had taught him that. 
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Tucker had always had the drive to make money, but now he 
knew what it was all about and knew how to handle the emotioni 
that had impeded him. Everything clicked into place for him. He 
did not remain a trigger-man for business very long. He started his 
own business. Prohibition gave him the opportunity to expand it 
and, at the time when Henry Wheelock started to annoy him with 
a lawsuit, he was conducting numerous enterprises. 

The particular local for which Wheelock had brought suit, and in 
fact the whole bakery union, was one of Tucker’s 'lesser interests. 
He used it to blackmail a regular payroll out of shopkeepers. But 
his largest business was beer, and his next biggest money-maker was 
an association of electrical contractors. 

This association made a monopoly out of the electrical contracting 
business in a whole borough of the city. It had not been Tucker’s 
idea and he was not head man in it, but he was important because 
he policed the setup and kept the contractors in line. When a con- 
tracting job was available — ^for example, the wiring of a new office 
building — ^the association met and decided what price to charge for 
it and decided which member’s turn it was to get the job. They all 
put in bids of their own, but the one whose turn it was made the 
low bid. Tucker’s job was to make sure that the bids were all drawn 
up as per agreement and to see to it that, if some contractor outside 
the association, underbid and got the job, he would have trouble 
completing it — ^labor trouble, perhaps, or trouble getting materials 
or trouble trucking his material to the job, any kind of extra expense 
that would convince him he couldn’t make a profit on work in the 
borough. Each association member’s profits went into the associa- 
tion’s treasury, and the sum was divided quarterly on a pro rata 
basis. 

In the course of watching the split-up of the profits. Tucker de- 
veloped considerable respect for the art of bookkeeping. He realized 
that a well-run enterprise with shareholders in it could make more 
money for its managers in the bookkeeping department than over 
the counter. 

Tucker was interested in several other smaller enterprises, among 
them a taxicab union. But hack drivers were hard, starved men and 
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he couldn’t get far with them. Control of the union was an easy 
enough job, since there were many part-time drivers who were not 
interested in the union as long as it allowed them to work. But the 
imion itself was not strong enough to keep hard, starved men in line. 

The system Tucker used to make a profit for himself out of the 
taxi union was the same he used with the bakers. He demanded pay 
rises from the owners of fleets of cabs. The owners paid Tucker to 
keep his demands reasonable or forget them if he could. But some- 
times it was difflcult to make the hack drivers take what Tucker got 
for them from the fleet owners. 

When the bakery case Henry Wheelock was handling came to 
Tucker’s attention, Tucker didn’t trouble to fight it. He had a cheap 
way to bribe Wheelock into throwing the case after it came into 
court. He offered Wheelock the legal business for one of the locals 
in the taxi union. But Wheelock was stubborn and did not yet see 
the possibilities in working for Tucker. He held out for more. 
Finally Tucker contracted to give him the legal business for the 
whole union and, in addition, $900 cash. Henry sent the $900 to his 
brothers’ mink farm. 

Tucker believed he was getting rid of Wheelock by putting him 
into the taxi union. But all Henry needed was a start. He began to 
realize Tucker could be not merely a client, but a career. The mo- 
ment. Henry got a foot in the door to something big, his mind began 
to teem with schemes and, in a few weeks, he had Tucker deeply 
involved with him. 

This was a gangster Wheelock was dealing with. It did not occur 
to him at first and, when it did, it did not seem to be important. 
This was a man who had been prepared to kill to get money or to 
get a chance to make money or to protect money he had made and 
a man who had even, it was said, actually killed for all those pur- 
poses. 

McGuinness told Wheelock a story once about Tucker living 
dynamited a man to find out something that was important to him, 
something that would eliminate a competitor’s organization from 
the field and move the competitor’s business over to his own organi- 
zation. Tucker had grabbed two men who, he believed, had the 
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complicated information he needed — ^names, dates, places, terms, and 
had taken the two men out to a place he had in the country. 

The men wouldn’t tell Tucker what he wanted to know. They 
said they didn’t have the information. Tucker had them beaten and 
burned a little and cut a litde. Still, they said they didn’t know. 
Tucker knew the best way to get the bravery out of them was to 
keep them standing up without sleep and without water. But that 
took time and he was in a hurry. If the information was to be any 
good to him, he had to act on it in the morning. If these fellows 
didn’t know, he had to get hold of somebody else right away. But 
he had to make sure they didn’t know. He couldn’t afford to waste 
time looking for others. If he lost any more time, it might cost him 
the opportunity. 

He took the two men down into the cellar and had them bound 
to chairs in opposite corners. Both men were gagged. One was 
young and the other was middle-aged. Tucker decided to play with 
the middle-aged man. He felt there was more chance that a man of 
his years would be sensible. He had dynamite left over from a tun- 
nel job he had once policed. He never knew why he had stolen it 
except that it had seemed easy to do. Now he put a stick of dyna- 
mite into the young man’s mouth behind the gag so that it couldn’t 
be worked loose and ran the detonator wire through a cellar win- 
dow to a tree a short distance from the house. He wasn’t afraid of 
the noise. There were plenty of stills in the woods around there and 
every so often one of them went off. 

After getting everything set. Tucker went back into the cellar 
and took the gag off the middle-aged man. “What about it?'' he 
said. “You going to make me blow him up?” 

“Ben, you’re crazy, I’m telHng you.” Tucker let him run on. He 
was watching him speculatively. “We don’t know it,” the man said, 
“how should we know it, Ben, Ben, if we knew. Holy Mother, why 
shouldn’t we tell, but my God, Holy Mother, Jesus, Ben, Ben, we 
don’t, don’t, honest to God, I tell you on the bible, sign a statement 
with my blood, mother’s blood if you give me a chance.” 

Tucker thought probably the man was telling the truth. It wasn’t 
human to hold back the truth at such a time. But he had to be sure. 
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Yes, he had to be absolutely sure. He had to be sure the way a jury 
was sure, beyond the shadow of a doubt, otherwise there would be 
an awful waste of time and the waste might be fatal to the whole 
deal. He went over to the young man and saw he had fainted. He 
made an impatient sound. So there was no getting anything out of 
that one for a while, he thought. There was no making sure with 
him for a while. He would have to be slapped awake. That would 
take time. In that time, he would get back his courage to lie and it 
would have to be taken out of him all over again. That would take 
more time and, in the end, with all that time wasted, they’d only be 
back to where they were now. Tucker ran impatiently to the other 
one. 

“Maybe you’ll remember to know after he blows up all over you,” 
he told him. 

“Ben, you lunatic, you hear, my God, lunatic, crazy, Ben, Ben, 
lunatic.” 

“Shut up and remember.” 

“Oh my God and saints.” The man’s mouth wabbled and his 
words became mangled and unintelligible. 

“You’d better remember,” said Tucker, “because after he blows up 
all over you, you’re next.” 

The man went from babbling to screaming as Tucker stared at 
him searchingly. Then Tucker ran out of the cellar without looking 
at the other fellow, the fellow with the dynamite in his mouth. If 
they’re telling the truth. I’ll know now, he thought, without guess- 
work. Anyway, he thought, the both of them were better out of the 
way where they couldn’t think up trouble from what they’d been 
through. 

Tucker pulled the detonator himself and ran back into the cellar 
himself. Both were dead. The middle-aged man’s heart simply had 
stopped beating. 

Nobody watched Tucker come out of the cellar, McGuinness said, 
except McGuinness. There wasn’t a muscle moving on Tucker’s 
face, McGuinness said. He just looked as if he was thinking hard. 
He left it to the people he had brought with him to get rid of the 
evidence and drove back to the city alone. He was hot on the deal. 
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Nobody was going to stop him from making this deal. He was that 
kind of a man in those days. Nothing and nobody could stop him. 
Anything and anybody who got in his way was stepped on. 

"‘A good man to run with,” said McGuinness. ‘‘Not so good to 
run against.” 

“And you know what the son of a bitch done then.?” said 
McGuinness. “He grabbed up another guy right that night and 
brought him back to where we was and told him what happened to 
the other two, only he made it worse, said he blew the two of them 
up, and showed him the pieces that was left, the broken up chair 
and the other pieces that was on the wall and the floor and against 
the wood bin where it was. Then this guy give Ben what he 
wanted to know and in the morning Ben was set to make the deal.” 

“Relentless,” laughed Wheelock. 

“Who.? Yes, quite a guy really, Fm telling you.” 

“Big Ben, the demon dynamiter,” said Wheelock and laughed. 

He couldn’t believe the story. He couldn’t let himself believe it. 
He had to dismiss it from his mind as not important enough to 
think about or find out about. Anyway, Wheelock knew that busi- 
ness had often fought its people with guns and he understood from 
his own life how business — ^without thought of anything but money 
— could destroy the lives of great numbers of people. If death were 
dealt out personally instead of impersonally, quickly and directly 
instead of indirecdy, that didn’t make the murder any more per- 
sonal to the men who committed it. The murderer was the same 
kind of personality in either case, whether he was a big man and 
sat in a corporation’s office and evolved a policy over a conference 
table that resulted in death for steel workers* or automobile workers 
or railroad workers or oil workers; or whether he was a small man 
and had to supervise everything himself, both the policy and its 
evolution. In either case, the victims never appeared as people in the 
mind of their murderer. They were merely an opposition. 

And if Tucker had dealt in violence instead of subder destruction, 
if he had ended lives instead of merely wrecking them, then that 
was a small difference, too, in deciding whether to do business with 
a man. The difference lay in the commodities dealt with, not in the 
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men who dealt in them. One man, losing a strike, moved his factory 
to the south where labor was cheaper and left a whole town hungry 
behind him. He left desperate families behind and sweated, sick- 
ened, crippled and poisoned the lives of a whole new community. 
That was business to him, and to his stockholders. Another man 
decided to monopolize an industry. He drove out the independents. 
Some of diem committed suicide. Some of them became the kind of 
men who make their wives or children commit suicide. But that 
was business, too. Well, Tucker’s activity was business to Tucker 
and it became business to Wheelock. No, Wheelock could not think 
of Tucker as a gangster, not after having grown up among destruc- 
tion in the wake of business and after having been made to feel it 
was only self-preservation to travel with the destroyers. 

Wheelock began to involve Tucker with him by setting up a 
corporation to get the exclusive agency to sell a new, expensive kind 
of taxicab. Then he made a proposition to Tucker to take over the 
agency. He did not have to point out to Tucker that the taxi union 
could help in the sales campaign for the cabs. 

Tucker and Henry quarreled immediately over the personnel for 
the agency. Henry wanted to use automobile men who knew the 
business. Tucker insisted the people from his own organization 
must be boss. They could use the trained automobile men all right, 
but not on the managing end. 

Tucker’s organization was like that of any many-sided manage- 
ment corporation geared to absorb new businesses. He had a staff 
of men who corresponded to executive vice presidents. They were 
the managers for his various enterprises. He had a “new business 
department,” although it was not called that, or, in fact, called 
anything. The people in this department got new enterprises started 
and patched up trouble where it developed. Joe was one of them. 
He had worked’ his way up into this department and then had risen 
further to the rank if not the title of executive vice president. 

This was the executive part of Tucker’s organization. The trouble 
with it, from Henry’s point of view, was that it was made up in part 
of men who had risen off the streets with Tucker and in part of 
men who had not been substantial enough to make their way in 
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legitimate business. Legitimate business attracted men o£ a “better” 
type and so the competition there was stiffer. 

Some o£ Tucker’s executives had criminal records £rom the days 
be£ore they could get what they wanted in business without a gun. 
When these men went into court in civil cases, their records beat 
them be£ore they started. This made £or trouble. When a business- 
man cannot use the courts to protect himsel£, his competitors take 
advantage o£ him, and he has to rely on himsel£ £or de£ense. 

Tucker’s executives were manipulators and promoters. They had 
no interest in building up anything enduring because they could 
not believe anything would endure £or them. Their entire interest 
lay in making quick money £or themselves. They always £elt that 
whatever business they had would be taken away £rom them in one 
way or another anyway, and the best thing was to get money while 
the getting was good. 

Henry wanted the taxi agency to be a permanent business. But 
Tucker said he had his organization and wasn’t going to throw it 
away £or any proposition. Henry got the idea that this wasn’t a 
question o£ choice or loyalty. Tucker was a£raid to break away from 
his people. So Henry yielded. He joined the men who did their get- 
ting while the getting was good. He looted his corporation the way 
Wall Street bankers and brokers had looted the automobile business 
or the motion picture business or a hundred other businesses. 

The campaign to sell the cabs began in the union. The union 
leaders got across to the drivers the idea that, if they had this new 
limousine-type cab, they would book more money. That started a 
little agitation in the garages for the car and, before it had a chance 
to die down, Tucker’s “new business department” arrived to do the 
actual selling. 

The fleet owners could buy on terms that allowed them to pay out 
of the cabs’ earnings. They all were aware that, if they didn’t buy, 
they were going to have labor trouble. If they didn’t have a boycott 
or a strike on their hands, they would lose their drivers to those who 
did buy the new cabs. There was nothing they could do about losing 
their drivers. The drivers were paid a percentage of their bookings, 
forty per cent at this time, and would naturally go where the book- 
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ings could be increased. Tucker’s union was not going to prevent the 
drivers from shifting to garages where the new cabs were. It was 
going to encourage them to do it. 

Wheelock knew what was going to happen eventually and he 
stayed clear of everything but the legal end. He formed other cor- 
porations to get the agencies for automobile supplies and parts, tires^ 
oil, grease, gasoline, for financing and repossessing cars and, towards 
the end, he helped in the purchase of the company that made the 
taxicab with which the whole enterprise had begun. This company 
was an assembly plant. It bought parts from different truck manu- 
facturers, ordered a body made to its own design and then put it all 
together. 

These were wonderful days for Wheelock. He was getting a re- 
tainer from each corporation and special fees and bonuses for doing 
the work for which he was retained. He made $po,ooo the first year, 
but he knew his income wasn’t going to stay at that figure and he 
didn’t let his brothers know how much money he was making. He 
was afraid they would quit their farm and start living off him. How- 
ever, he assumed the task of paying off their mortgages and sent $20 
every week to his mother. He always made out the check himself 
and enclosed a note with it in his own handwriting. He could easily 
have made the check larger, but $20 was more than enough to keep 
her comfortably, and he thought if he sent more the family would 
suspect he was rich. How could a lawyer explain to people who 
didn’t know about such things he had built up a practice that wasn’t 
going to last? 

For a time, with the help of Wheelock’s manipulations, Tucker 
had everything his own way. The big companies scrambled to get 
Tucker to take the agencies for their products. Tucker had almost 
a monopoly on the New York taxi market and, as counsel for the 
monopoly, the money poured over Wheelock. 

There was something almost unwholesome about the way the 
money poured in. It was as if, in the years before, Wheelock had 
been struggling desperately with something he could not get a grip 
on. Then suddenly, somehow, by accident, he had found the vital 
spot and had dug in with all his might and now he could stand still 
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for a moment and let the money gush over him. The year passed 
like a day o£ fever, filled with dream-like events, and, as the money 
piled in and spilled over him, Henry was repelled and exultant and 
he had in him a feeling of release and a sick feeling of being 
drenched and of draining. 

The big companies sent their biggest men, and when Tucker’s 
new boy, his round-faced, smiling, shining-eyed, shrewd attorney, 
spoke, the big men listened. They sat around a table with Henry 
and puffed cigar smoke at him and invited him to their homes in 
Westchester and on Long Island and listened to every word he said 
because he did not waste words. He said money or he said no 
money. 

Henry kept the sleeping bag he had used in his first ofiEce under 
his new desk for luck. The first time his foot touched the bag while 
he was arguing a deal, he pressed down on it hard. ‘Tor luck,” he 
said to himself. The new bag gave under his foot like flesh. He had 
the feeling, as he crushed it, that he was crushing flesh. But he con- 
tinued to keep it under his desk. He decided every successful man 
was entitled to at least one superstition. 

Then what Wheelock had been delaying by juggling contracts 
and by making half promises happened. The companies Tucker had 
frozen out of the New York market began to fight to break the 
monopoly. Their first move was to make good-looking cabs. This 
hit Tucker where he was weak. The executive vice president who 
had been put in charge of Tucker’s assembly plant in Ohio was 
making fast money for himself by buying chasses and motors 
second-hand and billing his corporation for new ones. 

Tucker did not permit the fleet owners to buy the new cabs. This 
was an automatic response to the situation, and the companies he 
had frozen out responded automatically, too, and exactly as Wheelock 
had foreseen they would. They operated their own cabs on the 
streets. Since the anti-trust laws were against this practice, they 
evaded the law by operating the cabs through dummy corporations. 

This move was designed to weaken Tucker’s union and force him 
into making a deal with them. Drivers, always seeking better cabs 
because better cabs meant better bookings, began to seek jobs among 
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the dummy corporations. They had to quit the union to get a job. 
The dummy corporations met union terms, but said they believed 
unions were un-American and must therefore insist on an open 
shop. 

Wheelock had thought about what would happen so often, he was 
surprised to see events take exactly the shape he had predicted for 
them. He knew Tucker was beaten. With an organization composed 
of such men as his, Tucker couldn’t afford to fight against impor- 
tant money. It was now simply a question of giving in on the best 
terms possible. Wheelock knew the outside companies didn’t want 
to break up the union or even throw Tucker out of it unless they 
had to. They wanted a man like Tucker in there to control labor for 
them. That was something for Tucker to take into the conference 
room. To get more arguing points for the time when the deal would 
be made, a series of strikes were started. 

The strikes were ordered by Wheelock only for their nuisance 
value, only to hasten the big companies into compromise and to put 
Tucker into position to exact a price for restoring peace. They were 
supposed to be fake strikes. But a lot of drivers did not know that. 
They thought they were fighting for their jobs. Those who went out 
on strike thought they were battling for the idea of union. Those 
who refused to go out and became scabs thought they were battling 
against a union that was doing them no good. They picketed and 
roamed the city, smashing ,i:abs, and fought murderously among 
themselves. 

They seemed far away to Wheelock, but not to Tucker. To 
Wheelock the men were as far away as the people in his home 
town must have seemed to the big lumber men. Wheelock never 
thought about them. He was busy trying to get the tire and gaso- 
line and accessory companies Tucker represented as agent to stand 
behind their agent when the time came to decide on peace terms. 

However, Tucker was now older and more experienced. The feel- 
ing that people were not people, simply opponents, was not as new 
and shocking to him as to Wheelock and had become somewhat 
refined. He could live with it normally now. So he thought about 
the strikers. They were beginning to get out of control. Real labor 
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men were coming in, outside agitators, and were taking over the 
strike in rump sessions and fighting it seriously. Only more violence 
or a settlement o£ the strike could stop that. But violence even then 
was threatening to involve the courts. Neither Tucker nor the ojfifi- 
cers of the dummy corporations could afford to go into court. So 
both sides hurried to the conference room to arrange a settlement. 
Both sides were afraid Tucker would lose his union to “the reds.” 

Wheelock felt he was in a position to win when he went into the 
conference room. The big companies for whom Tucker acted as 
agent were committed to his side. That was perhaps his most effec- 
tive ammunition. The other side had money and comparatively 
clean hands. Now Tucker’s side could have money, too, and equally 
clean hands. Wheelock had arranged more ammunition for Tucker. 
Calling off the strikes would be worth certain concessions. The en- 
emy had disclosed it wanted Tucker to remain in charge of the 
union and throw out “the reds.” This was worth more concessions. 

But all the ammunition exploded in Wheelock’s face. He had 
thought the big companies committed to Tucker’s side would deal 
honesdy. They didn’t. Instead they took advantage of the fact that 
Tucker couldn’t do a thing without them except get rough. They 
went over to the enemy and made their own rules and Tucker had 
to accept them. If he got rough, they would throw him out alto- 
gether. This way they allowed Tucker to work for them under their 
own rules. 

It was done deviously and to work out at length. But, a few weeks 
after the deal was made. Tucker saw how it would develop eventu- 
ally. The big companies were in control. Whatever money he worked 
to get would go to them. “It’s a cheese sandwich,” he told Wheelock, 
“and I’m the cheese.” 

“We’d have had a better chance, if we had gone into the fight 
with our own clean hands instead of having to line up clean hands 
outside, Wheelock pointed out. “We could have tied them up in 
the courts for the rest of their lives. I told you I wanted regular 
automobile men in there right away.” 

It wasn’t the first time Tucker had thought the same thing. He 
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had always wanted a big business that would be legal, with angles 
to it, naturally, but legal angles. For a time, this taxi enterprise had 
looked as if it might be it. But, when the crisis came, his organiza- 
tion had made him helpless. They weren’t businessmen. They 
couldn’t make or market a product properly. They couldn’t get 
away with the kind of thing that had to be done to build a big 
business. The public wouldn’t allow it. And they couldn’t use the 
courts the way regular businessmen used them. Yet how was a man 
who had come up the way Tucker had to develop any other kind 
of organization ? 

‘The real trouble was with me, not my organization,” Tucker 
told Wheelock. 

“There’s nothing the matter with you if you’re by yourself.” 

“Your figures ain’t right,” said Tucker. “I haven’t been big long 
enough. If you’re big long enough, then you can do something — the 
way these slick guys from the automobile companies did to us. If 
you’re big long enough, then it don’t make any difference where you 
started from or what you did to get there. That’s my philosophy in 
life.” 

“It’s the American philosophy,” Wheelock told him, “the whole 
Anglo-Saxon shopkeeper philosophy,” 

“It don’t make any difference to anybody what you did,” Tucker 
said, “except maybe to those you hurt to get there and, if you hurt 
them good enough, they become just bums anyway and don’t 
count.” 

Wheelock thought of his home town and of the gaped-open for- 
ests all around it. If you stood on a hill and looked down, the stumps 
stretched away like gravestones and, with the brush around them, 
the stumps looked like gravestones in a forgotten graveyard. The 
big lumber people moved in and then moved on and the only place 
they ever stayed put was on the society pages of the newspapers or 
in “Who’s Who in America.” They were loved and admired and 
envied by everybody except the people they left behind in assassi- 
nated towns. These people hated them, but what was their hate? 
They were just bums. They were alone. They had been made to 
feel alone by what business had done to them. They did not join 
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each other to fight business. They abandoned themselves to their 
feeling of loneliness and fought each other instead. 

Wheelock turned abruptly from his thoughts. ‘1 am going to tell 
you straight up and down, whether you like it or not,” he said to 
Tucker. ‘‘You are not going to get anywhere unless you become, 
respectable” 

Tucker colored. “You just said yourself there is nothing the mat- 
ter with me/’ he argued. “The way I look at it, if a man has a 
monopoly oflE in a corner somewhere, then everybody takes a shot 
at him. He’s not exactly popular is what I find. All these things 
said about me is because I’m not popular, that’s all.” 

“You’re saying just what I mean,” replied Wheelock. “In the eyes 
of every little louse with a lousy little business and a few lousy dol- 
lars in the bank, monopoly is gangsterism, and if you want to get 
away with being a gangster right out in the open where everybody 
is going to see you, then you have to be respectable. You have to be 
big and be respectable.” 

“You use very rough words for a man who’s been to college,” said 
Tucker uncertainly. Nobody had ever come so close before to calling 
him a gangster to his face. He looked away. “The time has gone 
by for me anyway,” he said in a low tone. 

“No,” said Wheelock. “You have to be big and you have to be 
respectable, that’s all. You have to be big enough to make bums out 
of your enemies so they don’t count any more and what they say 
don’t count. And you have to be respectable enough so that even 
what is said by those you didn’t make bums don’t count.” 

What Henry feared was, when the taxi enterprises dried up, he 
would be out. To prevent this, he thought up a plan for pulling 
Tucker loose from his organization. He felt if he could start Tucker 
on such a long and complicated enterprise, he could win either way. 
If the plan failed, Wheelock would have had the opportunity to 
work his way into handling the legal business for the whole organi- 
zation. If the plan succeeded, then Tucker would be his career. 

Tucker didn’t make up his mind to act on Wheelock’s plan. His 
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children made it up for him. Tucker’s boy, John, was ten then, and 
Dorothy was fourteen. On a Sunday when he was ^oing over the 
household bills and feeling good because the bills were lower than 
usual, he told his boy: 

You got a choice of the whole world. You can be a doctor, a 
lawyer or an engineer or an architect or a dentist maybe because 
we can use a dentist in the family with the teeth I got. But it’s go- 
ing to be one of those, so make up your mind about college, I got 
the insurance for your four years pretty well paid up already.” 

Dorothy put her arms around her father’s neck. ‘I’m going into 
your business with you,” she said. 

‘^Me too,” said John. 

You got to have money to be in business with me,” Tucker told 
them. 

1 11 start in the oflSce,” said Dorothy. “There’s lots of girls work 
in their father’s ofiSce.” 

No, Tucker said. “So you get that out of your head right away.” 

Well I want to!” She stamped her foot and her hair tossed back. 
She was very pretty. He looked at her a moment, smiling. 

“You like to be around your old man?” he said. “You thinlr your 
old man has got something to him?” 

“I think he’s mean,” she pouted. 

He laughed. “You got that from your mother,” he told her. He 
meant the small, thick, way in which she pouted. 

“Yes, Mommy thinks you’re mean, too.” 

“You just be as nice as your mother, that’s all, and you won’t have 
to work in any dirty old olfice.” 

I want to ! I will ! I’m going to make Mommy make you give me 
a job in your office.” 

“No sirree. If you were around all the time, how could I get any 
work done? I’d be giving you pinches all day long, like this.” He 
reached over and nipped her behind, and she screamed and slapped 
his hand and ran away a few steps. 

“You’re not supposed to do those things,” she cried angrily. “I’m 
not a child any more.” 
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He was startled. He hadn’t realized it before, but it was true. She 
was growing up. He looked, startled, at his son. John was blushing. 
Even John was growing up. 

“Daddy,” said John suddenly, out of his embarrassment, “what 
do you make^ in' your office?” 

“Why,” said Tucker, “I make money I guess. Anyway, I try to 
make it.’^’ 

He saw that Dorothy was standing still and watching him. Her 
mouth was open slightly and her gaze was intent. “I’m what you 
call an investor,” he said. “I put money in different things and then 
I watch to see that they work out all right.” 

Dorodiy’s gaze did npt leave his face. She gave an abrupt sigh. 
Her whole chest lifted and dropped. 

“What are, you kids trying to do!” he said. He pointed to John. 
“You go to^ college and be a dentist, and Dorothy,” he pointed to 
his daughter, “tries. to stay as sweet as Mommy. That’s my orders.” 

He called her Dossie .when he was not annoyed with her. 

Pulling away from his organization was a slow, dangerous busi- 
ness. Besides Wheelock, only Edna knew about it. McGuinness had 
had some hints and had developed a pretty good idea of what was 
going on, but Tucker wasn’t afraid of him. Mac had attached him- 
self to the whole family, and Ben knew he had nothing to fear from 
him as long as he was kept on a payroll. 

Tucker could not make a clean break. The men Tucker was try- 
ing to get away from had io be left in a business that would feed 
them and keep them going. If they were left hungry, they would 
make trouble. In addition, he couldn’t simply turn over the busi- 
nesses to them. If he did that, they would realize what he was do- 
ing and try to stop it. They knew no business they were in was 
stable and they looked to Tucker to get new businesses for them. 

So what Tucker had to do was give them a chance to steal the 
businesses from him little by little. He had always let his executives 
steal from him. He felt the more they stole, the more they had to 
make. He knew he could rely on his people to steal the whole busi- 
ness if given the opportunity. He knew also that the chance to steal 
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an entire business was tempting enough to make them disregard the 
fact that he wouldn’t be there to provide them with a new one. 
Finally, once this process was begun. Tucker had to make sure his 
people would feel there was no chance he would use his knowledge 
about them and their enterprises to hurt them or force his way 
back in. 

This was the only way to get free. He had to make his organiza- 
tion self-supporting, or think it was self-supporting, and make him- 
self helpless against it, and he had to do it slowly and secretly so 
that the men wouldn’t suspect he was getting rid of them. That 
way they would leave him alone. 

As the process took form, W^heelock grew to know the whole or- 
ganization. Piece by piece, its legal work came into his office and 
his office expanded. Tucker was responsible for it all and Wheelock 
knew it, but he wasnt particularly grateful. The relationship be- 
tween the two men was a common one among people in business, 
where all emotions tend to become stunted or distorted. Wheelock 
liked Tucker and knew there was nothing he could do with him 
except by getting the man to need him and like him and trust him, 
in that order. The knowledge made the fact of liking Tucker un- 
important. Tucker liked Wheelock, but he used him in this work 
only because he needed him and felt he could handle him. Tucker 
required someone he could rely on to stop the process of leaving the 
organization, if necessary, and make it work in reverse to put him 
back in charge. This, too, made affection unimportant or, at least 
impotent. 

When Tucker first began to study the policy business, he was 
already well clear of his organization and looking for the spot to 
make his bid for a big, legal business. With the repeal of prohibi- 
tion, he had turned his beer business into a legitimate one and now 
he was letting his organization ai^d the politicians who had helped 
build the organization steal away the business. He was letting the 
same people steal his association of electrical contractors. He had 
felt that, whatever he did in the future, he would need politicians 
and this was the way to keep hold of them. The taxi enterprises and 
the bakdry union were falling into the hands of the men who ran 
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them. He was still drawing money from all these businesses and 
still nominally in control. He could still step back into actual con- 
trol whenever he wanted. 

To both Tucker and Wheelock, policy seemed a perfect setup. 
At the time they became interested, a number of prominent tax- 
payers and some newspapers were attempting to have lotteries 
legalized in order to reduce taxes. Tucker believed that, once he 
got hold of policy, he could throw his politicians behind this attempt 
and push it through. 

Then, policy was a business that could be handled without having 
to fight anyone of importance and without having to borrow help 
from Tucker’s organization. The managers required to run the 
banks were already running them. They were the owners. They 
could be taken over with their properties. Joe was the only executive 
brought over from the old organization. 

Wheelock had been against taking Joe. He felt business ought 
not to be complicated with family problems. One or the other 
brother, he had told Tucker, ought to be left out. Since Leo’s bank 
was one of the biggest and the combination would lose too much 
by leaving it out, then Joe should be the one to go. Tucker didn’t 
agree. He had no brothers of his own and he thought of brothers 
in business together the way Joe did. Tucker also knew, from his 
previous experience with Leo, that Joe would be needed to get 
his brother into the combination. In the end. Tucker had his way. 
After all, it was his show. 

“You think the whole thing is really going to work out the way 
you say?” asked Tucker. “I mean the whole thing, after it’s legal 
and all? You think they really can get away with letting me run 
it after it’s legal?” 

“I’ve lived long enough to know this,” said Wheelock. “If you 
have the money that goes with the job of being God Almighty, then 
you can be any kind of a son of a bitch you want. You’ll still be 
God Almighty to everybody who counts.” 

Tucker grinned at him delightedly. “He’s a kid,” he thought. 
“He’s smart, but still a kid. What does he know about the world 
really?” 
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But nothing had developed yet to change Wheelock’s mind. The 
enterprise was taking shape exactly as he had thought it would, 
even down to the last little detail of him drinking himself drunk 
that Thanksgiving eve and Joe and Leo going home early and 
Tucker and Edna and McGuinness staying on to have supper with 
him. Only it was taking longer to get drunk than he had expected^ 
He was more nervous than he had expected. 


IX 


As SOON as Joe and Leo had left Wheelock’s apartment, the house- 
man began to bring in the supper. There were scrambled eggs and 
bacon, cheese and biscuits and buns and two pots of jam and coffee. 
While he was setting it out, the telephone rang and Wheelock said 
he would get it and went into the bedroom. He took his highball 
glass with him. 

A silence settled down behind him. Tucker and Edna kept look- 
ing at the soundless Filipino. They were hungry, Edna’s eyes fol- 
lowed the yellow, spongy, steaming pile of eggs and cheese out of 
the servant’s hands and onto the table and she began to wonder 
which meal she could cut down on tomorrow. She felt tired and 
decided it would be breakfast. She would stay in bed late and take 
only a cup of coffee before the big Thanksgiving dinner they were 
having for the children. 

“We had better talk it up,” said McGuinness suddenly, “so Edna 
can’t hear.” 

Edna shifted her gaze from the coffee service that was being 
placed on the table. “Can’t hear what?” she asked. She settled back 
in her chair and smoothed her skirt, as if preparing to take up the 
duties of entertainment. 

“What the boy friend is saying to the girl friend.” McGuinness 
nodded in the direction of the bedroom. 
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Edna pulled her face back a little, pretending she had been hit, 
and Tucker said: ‘‘What makes you think it’s a girl?” 

McGuinness held out his wrist watch and pointed to it. It was 
nearly three o’clock. “It’s either a girl or the milkman,” he said. 

“This is something new from you,” said Edna. “I never heard 
you put in a knock for anybody before ” 

“I’m not knocking. I’m just saying.” McGuinness’s wax-colored 
face had spotted with red. He squirmed a little as he talked. “He’s 
a regular Broadway fellow. He’s playing Broadway all the time and 
I’m just saying it, that’s all, that he’s regular Broadway and that 
kind don’t talk so refined to girls at this time of the day.” 

“Come on, come on now!” said Tucker. “I’m getting damn sick 
of you and Joe snuffling around under your nose about Wheelock, 
always trying to knock his brains out when he ain’t looking.” 

“I’m not . . 

“I want to know straight and right now. What have you got 
against him?” 

“Who me? What makes you think anything like that? I didn’t 
say anything except that he’s kind of Broadway. You know, well, 
you know as well as I do what that kind is like, the way they talk 
to girls.” 

Tucker kept frowning and waiting, and McGuinness turned his 
head towards the table on which the whiskies stood and then looked 
down at the fire. “As a matter of fact, Ben,” he said, “if you want 
to know the truth, I think that college boy is getting to be a kind 
of a little bit, well, sort of a little high-strung I mean.” 

Tucker sprang to his feet and stepped away restlessly. “He’s 
always been a bundle of nerves,” he said. 

McGuinness kept looking at the fire and Edna stared at her 
husband as he walked back and forth. 

“I don’t think it’s a girl calling him,” said Tucker. He walked 
across the room quickly and down a short hall and stopped in the 
doorway of the bedroom. 

Henry was hunched on the edge of the bed, facing the telephone 
that stood on a small table against the wall. The receiver was on 
the hook. He looked as if he had been sitting that way a long time. 
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He had his elbow on his knee and he was resting on it heavily 
and staring at the telephone. 

“The eggs is freezing over,” said Tucker. 

Henry jumped up. A smile bounced to his face. “Fm terribly 
sorry,” he said. 

His highball was on the table beside the telephone and he picked 
it up and took a drink and then started for the door with slow, 
loose, short steps. Tucker went a little way into the room towards 
him. “I thought maybe you had passed out,” he said. 

Henry halted and looked at him in mock astonishment. “Me?” 
he cried. He brought his glass to his chest with a wide sweep. 

They stood several feet apart, staring at each other for a moment, 
and the astonishment faded slowly out of Henry’s face. He had 
been smiling and the smile faded, too, and he stood still, looking 
tired and thoughtful. “What do you think, Ben?” he said. “Hall 
has put a tap on my phone ” 

Hall was a special prosecutor who had been appointed recently 
by the Governor to head a big “clean-up” drive. He was going to ^ 
clean up the opposition politicians and give his side a turn in office. 

“How do you know?” asked Tucker. 

“Who else could it be?” 

“I mean, how do you know there is a tap?” 

“The fellow on the other end must have been asleep. I heard 
him take off the receiver.” 

Tucker’s eyes searched Wheelock’s face. He wasn’t looking for 
anything. It was just that Henry happened to be standing in front 
of him. He was thinking of Hall and whether he could reach 
anyone who could do business with Hall. All Tucker’s connections 
were on the other side. “Who called you up?” he asked. 

“Some girl you don’t know.” 

“Did you give it away that you heard the tap?” 

“Now Ben, please.” 

“Well Fm just asking. A nervous fellow like you. There is a lot 
of talk going on about wire-tapping shouldn’t be evidence. It’s 
against the law.” i 

“It’s admissible in this state.” 
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“Did you ever use this phone for anything?” 

“I talked to you a couple times.” 

“From here? Oh yes, I remember. That was nothing.” 

“I called Ed Bunte once.” 

“Well, that’s it. That ties it.” Tucker looked angrily at the tele- 
phone. 

“It was about getting some tickets for the fight for you.” 

“I don’t care. You shouldn’t have done it.” 

“I didn’t know there was a tap. For all I know, maybe the tap 
was just put on tonight.” 

“With a no good son of a bitch Hke Hall there, you should have 
been more careful. I never in my life have talked over a phone 
without saying what I had to say like I thought somebody .was 
listening in.” 

What makes you think I’m anything like you, thought Henry, 
or should be anything like you, or could be anything like you? 
“He’s a son of a bitch all right,” he told Tucker. “The trouble is 
he’s not no good.” He looked at his glass. All the ice had melted. 
“This one got drowned in water,” he said and started to walk out 
of the room. 

He passed Tucker and got to the doorway all right. Then his 
shoulder hit against the jamb and he spun backwards slowly and 
reached out his hand slowly and swayed forward and touched the 
jamb. He seemed to be trying to steady it with a pat. “It’s a funny 
thing.” He giggled. “It was standing up out of the way this morn- 
ing.” He turned to Tucker and laughed out loud. “Come on, big 
fellow,” he said, “laugh, laugh it off!” He threw his fist upward 
as if he were cheering. “Hey, big fellow,” he cried, “give us that 
great, big, wonderful golden smile.” 

Tucker took Wheelock by the arm and led him towards the others. 
Henry was trembling a little bit. Tucker could feel the small 
trembling deep in the young man’s arm, deep below his clothes and 
below his flesh. It felt as if nerves were h um ming low and deep 
down. 
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Wheelock kept on drinking. He put a highball in front of his 
plate of scrambled eggs and washed the eggs down with whiskey 
and then he floated some brandy on top of his coffee and lit a match 
to it. They all watched it burn with a blue flame. Edna said she 
would have some of that, too, because it looked so stylish and then 
McGuinness and Tucker asked for some. 

“It looks so stylish it can’t have any calories at all,” said Edna. 

But McGuinness decided to take his brandy straight after all. 
He said he was a plain man and did not like fancy mixed drinks. 

Then Edna tried to talk Henry into marrying and settling down 
with some nice girl. She had already introduced him to several. 
She had others in mind, but she didn’t mention them. Henry told 
her his trouble was there was only one girl he wanted and Ben 
had seen her first. 

“I’m serious,” she said. 

Henry said he would be serious, too, if Ben weren’t there to spy 
on him. Tucker laughed out loud at that. “I can see how you would 
be on a wimess stand,” he told Henry. “Nobody would get any- 
thing out of you.” 

Henry looked at him in a quick, frightened way. All the laughter 
had gone out of his face. “Can they put a tap on a switchboard?” 
he asked. He had thought of the switchboard in his office. 

“No,” Tucker said. “I don’t think so. I’ll have to find out.” 

“We’re hunted all right, aren’t we?” said Henry. “There’s an 
open season on us, isn’t there?” 

“I guess you’re right.” 

Edna had been leaning forward, trying to stare into her hus- 
band’s eyes. She sat back suddenly. Her hand fell off the table and 
dropped into her lap, and her face settled down into stillness. 

“This is a new one for me,” said Henry. “I can’t figure out how 
I ought to feel. Sore? Something like that? Sore, nervous, want 
to get up and throw a punch, things like that?” 

“What do you mean ought to feel?” said McGuinness. An 
imaginativd man’s instinct to create with his sensations irritated 
him. “You ought to feel how you feel, that’s what you ought.” 

Tucker wasn’t listening. He was looking at his wife. “I think it 
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will be all right/’ he told her. "'We’re just up against a young 
prosecutor fishing around, that’s all, trying his luck.” 

"Smart, young, tough son of a bitch trying to get ahead in the 
world,” said Henry. 

Tucker looked at him sharply. He didn’t want Edna upset. 

"Why can’t people be nice and mind their own business and not 
get in the way all the time,” said Edna. 

Henry poured another glass of brandy for himself. Nobody else 
wanted any. He took a greedy, nervous, noisy gulp and then sipped 
the rest slowly while Tucker told McGuinness to let everybody 
know about Hall and tell everybody to be careful what they said 
over the telephone and to do all their important telephoning from 
public booths. 

"I don’t suppose there’s any use trying to make a deal with Hall?” 
Tucker asked Henry. 

"What can we offer him.^ HaU wants Bunte, our litde Ed. That’s 
the business he’s in. Bunte’s his capital. Remember what I told you 
about monopoly and being respectable?” 

"Never mind.” 

"All I was going to say is, Hall wants to break up Bunte’s 
monopoly through you. If he does, he’s got the monopoly. What 
can we offer to top that.? You can’t give him Bunte without giving 
him yourself.” 

“Who said anything about giving him Bunte?” 

Anyway, thought Tucker, it’s an idea. He had had the idea 
before. It seemed dangerous. Bunte knew more about him than 
he knew about Bunte. If he delivered Bunte to Hall, there would 
be a big trial and he would have to testify. Hall would insist on a 
big trial. That was the way he advertised the business he was in. 
And nobody could promise what evidence would or would not 
come out in a trial. 

While Tucker was turning this over in his mind, he watched 
Wheelock. He was trying to decide whether Henry was drinking 
because he was scared or simply because he liked to drink. Either 
way, i£ the man didn’t stop he’d have to get rid of him. He couldn’t 
afford to have a drunk handling important business for him. One 
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moment Tucker was sure Henry was drinking because he was 
scared and the next moment he couldn’t tell. 

“Edna’s right/’ he told Henry. “You ought to settle down and 
get married and get some home life into your system.” 

“I’ve got too much home life now. Fve got three apartments and 
a vacuum cleaner in each one.” 

“To clean the girls out of bed in the morning/’ McGuinness said, 
but no one heard him. 

“Three Tucker was surprised. He knew only of two. 

“Yes, I think that many,” said Henry. He held up his hand and 
began to tick them off on his fingers. “One on 58th Street, east side. 

I go there when I want to playboy, playboyish. To play. This one 
here. I come here when I want to feel like a corporation lawyer. 
The one on Central Park West. I go there when I want to be a 
businessman,” He looked around with a pleased smile. “Fm a man 
of many moods,” he said, “and when I want to feel like a heel, 

I go to my mirror.” He laughed, but no one joined him. 

“You got booze in all of them, I suppose,” said Tucker. 

“Yes sir, and I get drunk in all of them and take off all my 
clothes and lay naked in the middle of the floor and feel wonderful, 
like a bottle of whiskey.” 

“You’re talking drunk now,” said Tucker, “but don’t take off 
your clothes.” 

He looked suddenly at Edna. Nakedness had made the thought 
of her stir in him. When Edna was naked in bed, her big-bosomed, 
big-hipped body lay in snowy heaps and mounds. “Fm not kid- 
ding,” said Tucker to Henry. “You ought to get married. It setdes 
a man.” 

He smiled at Edna and she smiled at him. She seemed to know 
what he was thinking. What Wheelock had said, thought Tucker, 
must have started them both thinking the same thing. A warm 
feeling went through him. “I used to be like all the others, too,” 
said Tucker, “greedy for money, couldn’t, make it fast enough, to- 
morrow they’ll get you so get it today. But Edna changed me, sort 
of settled me down so I can wait for my money now and not 
worry while Fm waiting.” 
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Tucker hadn’t been able to relax in his marriage and enjoy 
Edna until he had had enough money, until the money need had 
lost its sharpness. 

“It certainly took a long time,” said Edna. 

Edna’s voice was slow and warm and pleased. It tickled against 
Tucker’s ears. “I guess it did at that,” he said. "Tou had lots of 
things to work against. A man Hke me, with the kind of life I had, 
living out of garbage pails and so forth, you know, everything, 
this and that, the old story, a man like me is born worrying.” 

‘It took a long time for you to admit what I did,” she said. 

Tucker smiled at her. The sound of her voice lay in the air. 
It was like a flower. He felt he could smell the soimd and touch 
it and see it. It crushed against his ears. 

“Well, you know how it is,” he said. “It took a long time for 
me to even know it. I just thought about it lately with the things 
I been going through, when the pressure was on again, the same 
old pressure as before, but I was different, felt different.” 

“I’ll tell you what,” said Henry. “If you can find me a big keg 
of whiskey with a private bung hole, I’ll marry that.” 

Tucker went white. He drew back in his chair and his nostrils 
flared wide. He got up. “I think you ought to go to bed,” he said. 

Wheelock was laughing. He couldn’t seem to stop. He laughed 
all by himself while Tucker and Edna went for their clothes and 
the breath came back slowly into McGuinness. 

Mac had thought Tucker was going to blow up sure. 

On Thanksgiving Day, when Wheelock felt he could not bear 
bed a moment longer, he had breakfast and dressed carefully and 
sat reading a newspaper and wondered what to do with the holiday. 
Hohdays usually were a bad time for him, but this one seemed 
worse. His drinking had left him tired and hot and dry. Whatever 
he thought of doing didn’t seem to be an improvement over being 
bored where he was. 



AN AMERICAN HERo’s SON 


195 

It occurred to him finally to go to a musical revue. He had seen 
all the revues then showing, some o£ them twice. He telephoned 
his ticket broker to see what was available for the matinee. Then 
in the midst of the conversation, while the broker was going 
through the slender list, Wheelock impulsively insisted on a show 
called ‘Beat It!” This was one he had seen only a single time. 
He remembered a girl in it and remembered suddenly that she 
interested him. 

The girl had been listed on the program as Doris DuvenaL She 
was used chiefly to stand around among those present during 
comedy skits and to dance in the back row during the chorus 
routines. She was a $40 item in a $90,000 show. 

The first time Henry had noticed her, a few weeks before Thanks- 
giving, she was dancing. She did not seem to know how to dance 
at all. She tried too hard and all Henry could pay attention to was 
her trying. She smiled all the time, but Henry could not see her 
smile. All he could see was that she was trying hard to smile. 
She kicked higher than the others and threw herself into the twists 
and turns of the routine with more dash, but he could not see her 
kicks or turns or twists. All he could see was that she was trying to 
kick and trying to turn or twist. She seemed to realize she was no 
good and it made her try all the harder. 

“If only she’d stop working so hard,” thought Henry and looked 
around to see if others in the audience were noticing her. He was 
afraid suddenly, almost it seemed capriciously, the audience would 
become irritated with her awkwardness and act to show it. But the 
lifted faces around Henry all looked pleased. The audience’s eyes 
rolled and roved with the dance. 

When Doris stood still, her awkwardness did not leave her, but 
it became less obtrusive. The fury of her smile diminished. Henry 
began to wish she would remain still. “If only she wouldn’t try 
so hard,” he said to himself, “maybe she’d be all right.” 

Then the dancing began again and he turned his gaze from her 
to the rest of the show. He knew she could not stop trying. The 
harder Doris worked, the worse her work became. The worse her 
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3rk became, the harder she had to work. It seemed to be a law 
nature and Henry knew it well. 

It became an evening of caprice for Henry. Fastening his atten- 
)n on this painful, ludicrous creature seemed a caprice to him. 
tien, during intermission, he had another caprice. He sent her 
>wers. In enclosing his card, he was seized by one more caprice, 
e wrote on the back: “I enjoyed your tuor\ very much,” under- 
ling “work” twice heavily and with a feeling of scorn quite out 
proportion to the smallness of the insult. His final caprice was 
at he paid no attention to Doris during the concluding act of 
e revue and made no attempt to see her afterwards and, indeed, 
rgot to think about her at all. 

But this was a serious disturbance. It could not be put down for- 
er with a small punishment, an insult and banishment from the 
ind. Doris, spoiling her work by trying too hard and so having 
try all the harder and spoil her work all the more, stirred too 
:eply among Wheelock’s secret, unthought thoughts. From now 
i, she must rise into his mind some time, in fact whenever his 
ithought thoughts would. 

Wheelock was a man whose mind had been made blind and 
:k, also, by what business had done to his family and to him. So 
s mind had seen only and yielded only to a need for money. It 
id seen further that the way to get it was to hunt with the 
underers. 

For a sensitive man who had loved his father and regarded his 
therms way of life as heroic, to hunt down money was exactly 
rong. Yet he became frantic for money and frantic to hunt it, as 
oris seemed frantic to dance well. The harder Henry tried for 
oney, the more he degraded his natural self, just as the harder 
Dris danced the more she degraded her self. The more degraded 
enry felt, the more money he must try to get. The more money 
got, the more degraded he must feel. The harder Doris danced, 
5 more degraded she felt. The more degraded she felt, the harder 
e danced. This was what Doris meant to Henry, although as yet 
could not be clear to him. It could only be a troubled kind of 
rring in him, breaking out in morose caprices. 
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But the situation in which Wheelock had blindly placed his life 
could not endure forever. A limit must be reached, a crisis, during 
which the situation must be resolved in some way. The first time 
Wheelock saw Doris, there had been no crisis. He could still get 
her out of his mind with a little, private insult, one she could not 
possibly understand. 

Now, on this Thanksgiving afternoon, crisis was beginning in 
Wheelock. The small click that had warned him his telephone was 
being tapped had sounded in him like the first note of a hunter’s 
horn. So Doris returned to his mind and, with her, caprices. She 
seemed as ridiculous as ever to him. But he had seen less of *'Beat 
It! than of any other show in town. All he had seen of the whole 
first act was her. So, why not! Why yes.? Well, why not.? Why not! 


Wheelock’s seat for the matinee was down front, but far to the 
side. He could see Doris even more plainly than before. She was 
still trying too hard. She seemed forlorn to him and as if she felt 
she were alone on the stage and everything around her— the audi- 
ence, the people on stage with her, the show itself — ^was an opponent 
to be fought. 

When she danced, Henry became embarrassed. He looked nerv- 
ously at those around him, but they didn’t seem to notice anything 
was wrong. They didn’t seem to notice her at all. They all looked 
friendly and smiling and willing to be entertained. He turned back 
to Doris. She was throwing her whole body into kicks and twists. 
Her eyes were intent. Intensity covered half her face and below it 
was fastened a wide, mute, unhappy smile. He remembered actors 
felt an audience was an animal crouching in the dark. But the faces 
around him were lifted to the stage and, if the audience were an 
animal, then it was a cat waiting patiently to be tickled under the 
chin. “If only she’d stop trying to kick them in the jaw,” he told 
himself. 

She made him uncomfortable. She spoiled the whole show for 
him, but he could not stop looking at her when she was on the 
stage and looking for her when she was not. Once, when a song 
was being sung and the chorus was standing in the wings waiting 
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:o come on^ he saw her giggling mechanically among the others 
md looking tired and nervous. He forgot to watch the girl singing 
md did not even hear the song. 

After the performance was ended, he went to a bar near the 
theater. The afternoon had seemed dreary to him. The bar was 
:rowded and the rapid, happy noises of people talking as they 
drank bubbled in his head. “The only thing about that show is,” he 
said to himself, “it’s a long time between drinks.” 

He drank slowly and remembered Doris, surrounded by the 
others, deep among the others, but looking as if she felt alone 
against the audience. It must be, he thought, a terrible thing to feel. 
The feeling of being alone is not natural. It makes a person peculiar 
and makes him do peculiar things, talk to himself, other things, 
worse things. But, who isn’t alone in this dog-eat-dog world No, 
he felt, everybody is alone. Everything is competition. Make a profit 
or waste your life. That’s how it is from the minute you’re born, 
because it comes to you in your home before you’re out making 
your own profits. So how can anybody be anything to you.? If you 
love somebody or Hke somebody, it’s because they’re useful to you 
in one way or another, they make you happy, give you what you 
want. Nobody can be anything important to you, not really im- 
portant. You love them only when you can make them happy be- 
cause that makes you happy or only when they can make you happy 
themselves. And all other people.? They’re nothing to you — things 
you work with, things you can put to one side and forget about 
or things you got to fight. But it’s not natural. It can be seen every- 
where, what people are like, what happens to them when they go 
on hke that, that it’s not natural. 

Wheelock thought about that a long time and then he decided, 
'‘Who knows what natural is.? That’s the way the thing is. You have 
;o be alone in life. You have to make a profit or waste your life.” 

He began abruptly to think Doris’s audience had not been like 
ais. It had not been against her. She had just felt it was against 
ler. But his audience in Hfe actually had been against him. It had 
5een willing to ignore him and let him starve. 

Wheelock stopped thinking then. His next thought became merely 
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a disturbed emotion. For Doris's audience had been willing to 
ignore her, too, and let her starve. She had thrown her bones out 
o£ joint, trying to kick it to attention. He had thrown his life out 
of joint trying to kick his audience to attention. 

And now that his audience was coming to attention, now that it 
was looking at his telephone, what did it see? What did it see 
when, at last, it looked? 

The emotion was a clouded shape in Henry. He did not outline 
it, or give it words or meaning. Instead, he struggled to free him- 
self of it. He leaned over the bar and looked along it brightly and 
listened to the rapid, happy bubbling and smiled a mute, unhappy, 
Doris smile, and in that moment decided to meet her. 

When Wheelock finished his drink, he went around the comer 
to the stage entrance of the theater housing ‘‘Beat It!” and gave the 
doorman a dollar and his card and stood waiting in a small, dirty 
stone and steel vestibule painted battleship gray. 

It was like the bar. There were the same rapid sounds. All the 
show people were young or trying to seem yoimg and looked freshly 
bathed and, when they ran down or up stairs, the noise they made 
was like happy people talking. There was a time clock near Henry, 
and its bell banged continuously. The stage door kept opening and 
closing and the feet went up and down and across the stone like 
talk and snatches of high, bright messages and goodbyes and dates 
rang in the air. Henry stood smiling and motionless among the 
noises. He was like a man hip deep in a stream and watching water 
leap all about him. 

When he heard a firm, slow step on the stairs, he knew it was 
Doris. That was the way he expected her to come down. She would 
want to be queen to her courtier. He looked up the stairs. From 
where he stood, he could see only her feet. There were other girl 
feet behind her and they twitched impatiently around her, impatient 
of her queenliness, and came hurrying down ahead of her. Shoes, 
legs, knees, upper legs plunging into a billow of pink-lined dark- 
ness. There were many of them, three or four pairs of them, and 
when he saw the faces of the owners, he noticed they were looking 
at him curiously. They hurried past him and then halted at the 
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time clock and lingered over their time cards, glancing at him out 
o£ the corners o£ their eyes. He turned and smiled at them and they 
looked at him coldly £or a moment. 

“Oh come on,” cried one o£ them loudly. “What’s the matter with 
you.?” She did not say it, but the words “Never see a man be£ore.?” 
trailed through her silence as a kind o£ unheard echo. She went 
out the door and the others £ollowed, looking as i£ they were hold- 
ing in laughter, 

Doris paid no attention to them. She descended sedately and stood 
sedately, her £ace emodonless. She looked younger now than on 
the stage. She did not seem more than eighteen. Her £ace had a 
childish roundness and did not seem to have any fixed quality. Any 
quality on it appeared impermanent, as if it had been put on, like 
makeup or an expression. Her hair was a reddish blonde. Her eyes 
were remarkable. They were a woman’s eyes, large, £ull o£ the 
color of gray and shaped like long grapes lying on their sides. The 
rest of her face was pretty. Her forehead was small and rather 
narrow, but it was smooth. Her nose was sharp and good on her 
face. Her mouth was small. Her lips were so heavily rouged they 
looked as if they were beginning to fold for a kiss. She wore a dark 
cloth coat with a fur collar. It appeared to be inexpensive. 

“Mr. Wheelock.?” Henry came towards her, smiling. She stood 
tall, with head high and back stiflF, and she suddenly looked uncer- 
tain, almost frightened. 

“I got your flowers last week,” she said. “I thought they were 
so cute.” Her voice was disappointing. It was a high, frail, nearly 
bodiless voice with a simpering note in it. But Henry hardly noticed 
his disappointment. He had not expected her to be so young and 
pretty. 

“Fresh stuff,” he thought, “fresh laid egg, if she’s been laid at all.” 
He let the thought lick his mind. He had to make himself want 
her so that he need not think of why actually he wanted to be 
near her. 

“You don’t know how we of the theater appreciate when our 
efforts go over like that and are appreciated,” she said. “I thought 
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your note was real nice, too ” She seemed to be losing her nervous- 
ness. She smiled. 

The smile was so transparently gracious. It was so transparently 
intended as a smile that would be friendly and yet keep him in his 
place. Henry could see through it with ease. He laughed delightedly. 
He had identified himself with her. In conquering her, he could feel 
he was conquering himself. Now he saw she was a not quite bright 
child and it would be no problem to conquer her. This was another 
thought that licked his mind as with a tongue. 

‘1 guess I’m your fan all right,” he said. ‘‘You could do a real 
fan dance with me.” He laughed again, with eager, triumphant de- 
light and looked at her and looked down her slowly, his eyes giving 
small, upward jerks towards her face while they roved downward. 
It made him appear to be seeking to lift her clothes with his eyes, 
but it was only that he wanted to keep her extraordinary eyes fresh 
before him as he took in the rest of her body. Her body, like her 
face, was young. It seemed freshly formed and so without any 
fixed quality. But her eyes had the agelessness of great beauty. 

Doris became alert. For a moment his attitude made her think 
there was something lewd in what he had said. Then she decided 
it was just a joke and laughed. 

“I thought perhaps we could go and have a drink somewhere,” he 
suggested. 

She had promised to meet two of the girls in the show for dinner 
at a nearby cafeteria, but she knew they would understand if she 
did not appear. Wheelock attracted her. He seemed to be dressed 
as expensively as a successful actor, except one had to look closely 
to see how well dressed he was. She felt that, when a man concealed 
the cost of expensive clothes in conservative patterns, then his 
clothes were really a luxury. He didn’t mark them off as part of 
the costs of running his business. Wheelock was young, too, and 
good looking. He must be one of those rich young men, she thought, 
who give girls fur coats and cars and apartments with a servant. 
This was thrilling, Doris was new to Broadway. She had not met 
anyone yet of whom she knew positively that he was one of those 
rich young men who inherit their money. 
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“I never drink between shows/’ she said. “Besides, you know/’ 
she smiled and waved her hand gracefully and shrugged her shoul- 
ders, “I don’t really know you, do I?” 

“We can fix that all up.” Henry turned to the doorman and cried, 
“Pop, please, a minute.” The doorman was an old, thin-chested 
man with a round belly. He had once been a stage hand and had 
always wanted to be an actor. He looked up grumpily and Henry 
took a $5 bill out of his pocket and went over to him and shook 
his hand. Doris would not have seen the bill passed if she had not 
been looking closely. 

“My name is Wheelock,” he said, “but Miss Duvenal seems to 
have forgotten it. Would you mind refreshing her recollection?” 

“Why, I think you’re silly,” cried Doris. 

The doorman looked at the corner of the bill before he slipped 
it into his pocket. His grumpiness left him. He stepped forward and 
put his hand on his belly and bowed. “Miss Duvenal, Mr. Whec- 
lock,” He took his hand off his belly and made a flourish. Then he 
returned his hand, with another flourish, to his belly and bowed 
again. “Mr. Wheelock, Miss Duvenal,” he concluded. 

“Brahvah,” cried Doris. She clapped her hands delicately and 
looked excited. 

“How do you do,” Henry said to her. “It’s extraordinary meeting 
you here again.” 

Doris giggled. She was like a school girl now. She did not stand 
tall any more. Her head bent forward eagerly'. “I think you’re really 
terribly silly,” she said. 

They took a taxi to a bar he knew further downtown. While they 
were waiting on a corner for a red light to change, he saw a florist’s 
md remembered the flowers he had sent her the week before and 
he insulting note. 

“You need a bouquet,” he said suddenly and leaped out. 

He left the cab door open and disappeared into the store, A cold 
vind blew across the floor of the taxi. Doris drew her legs close 
0 the seat. She stared through the side window anxiously, wonder- 
ig if the store had another exit and he would take it and leave her 
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with the taxi bill, because the whole thing was a joke he had been 
put up to by one o£ the girls in the show. They were always playing 
jokes on each other. 

Henry came back in a moment with an armful of flowers. He 
had roses and African daisies and gardenias and three white orchids, 
and he dumped them all into her lap. He held pins in his other 
hand. 

“Oh, for goodness sake,” she said. 

He sat on the edge of the seat and explained eagerly that he 
hadn’t known what kind she would like to wear on her coat. As 
the taxi started forward, her hands stirred through the flowers. 
The orchids, she thought, must have cost as much as her coat. 

“I never saw any like this before,” she said and pointed to the 
African daisies. “What are they?” 

“I don’t know, they’re flowers. They’re pretty enough to be 
called Doris Duvenals.” 

She didn’t smile. She stared at the flowers. “Silly,” she said ab- 
sendy. 

Gardenias, too, she thought, and roses with long stems. There 
must be $25 worth of flowers in her lap. Finally, she elected to 
wear the orchids. She couldn’t resist them. She had never had any 
before. 

Henry was disappointed. He felt she should have picked the 
roses. They would have gone better with her girl-graduate look. 
Then suddenly he realized why she must have selected the orchids. 
He felt glad at being able to see through her and so he found himself 
able to understand her emotion and sympathize with it and be 
touched by it. He took her hand and squeezed it impulsively. “You 
certainly have good taste,” he told her. 

She freed her hand and wagged one finger at him warningly 
and said, “Eh, eh, Mr. Wheelock,” and saw that he was annoyed. 
She looked down proudly at the orchids. 

“I’ve always had good taste if I do say so myself,” she said. “Even 
when I was home, mother let me fix up my room myse^^ 
my friends wanted me to help them with theirs.” 
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Henry’s irritation at her wagging finger disappeared before she 
had finished speaking. Her dull, uncomprehending words had re- 
moved his fear that she might yet become a problem for him. 

“I’ll bet you were chairman of decorations for the prom,” he 
said. 

“I would have been.” Her face looked proud in a formal way 
and then sad in a formal way. “Only I didn’t stay that long in high 
school because my family couldn’t afford it.” 

Now I’m going to hear the story of her life, thought Henry im- 
patiently, and thought instantly of a way to stop her from telling it. 
“You look pretty enough to kiss,” he said and smiled softly at 
her. 

Her face stiffened. She moved away a bit. “Now, Mr. Whee- 
lock.” 

“I mean with the orchids on and all those flowers in your lap.” 
He laughed and her face relaxed. “And,” he said, “with that small, 
litde mouth of yours, like cake to bite.” 

“Now, now, Mr, Wheelock,” she said and held up one finger 
warningly. 

An hour went by and Henry still moved with his caprices. His 
mind twitched and twittered like a violin playing. The whole ex- 
perience was odd for him and seemed rather medical, yet there was 
relaxation in yielding to each twitch and voicing each twitter. A 
caprice brought Doris a $15 box of candy. Another made her face 
fling high in anger. Still another brought her a wool monkey and 
a box of tarts from a Viennese coffee shop on Central Park South. 

They sat quite a long time over coffee and whipped cream in the 
peculiar, foreign coffee shop and then another caprice grasped 
Henry and compelled him. He no longer tried to be something 
before Doris or do something to her. He simply watched her. He 
looked frankly at her face and steeped himself in its detail — ^its 
childishness, the childlike aloofness that rested on it lightly, uneasily, 
as an involuntary and undependable barrier against him, the disap- 
pointment beneath the aloofness, making her seem like a girl striv- 
ing to prove she did not mind being ignored at a party, and the 
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boredom beneath that, boredom o£ a child who has waited eagerly 
for an experience and has feared it would not happen and now pre- 
pares herself for the possibility that it may not happen by casting 
about among stale, usual experiences for one that might relieve 
her disappointment. That was her face. But it was her eyes that 
were really subtle. They seemed to have nothing to do with her 
face. They were works of art. “Made of jelly,” he told himself 
violently, “slimy things, jellied flesh, snotty to the touch.” Yet they 
were devious and profound and separate and seemed to have lives 
of their own and to have their own thoughts and were in authority 
over all they saw. 

“You are a nice child,” he said to her suddenly. “Why do you 
want me to be wicked to you?” 

“For goodness sake,” she cried, startled, “whatever gave you such 
an idea?” 

. “No, I didn’t mean that. I meant, why do you want to see wicked- 
ness in me? Why would that give you a kick? Why are you disap- 
pointed that you can’t see it?” 

“So help me, I can’t understand what gave you such an idea. 
You don’t talk logical to me at all.” 

“You gave me the idea, what you’re thinking. But you’re a child 
and you don’t know what wickedness is. Maybe that’s why you want 
to see it, play with it, because you don’t know what you’re playing 
with.” 

“Mister, you’re too deep for me. Where did you grow the whis- 
kers all of a sudden?” 

“No,” he cried, fascinated with his idea. “You’re too deep for me. 
You’re a love song I can’t understand and sometimes can’t even 
hear, only feel it in my ears.” 

“A love song? Ta-rat-tat-te-dee?” Her stubby, child fingers 
twiddled in the air with playful glee. 

“You’re wicked.” He leaned towards her. There was a small 
smile on his face. His eyes were rigid and gHstened with fascina- 
tion. “You’re really wicked under you, aren’t you, cruel and 
wicked, a poisoned female, aren’t you, and poisoning, with lips like 
claws and juice in your mouth that kills.” 
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“What in God’s name are you talking about, so crazy for, Mr. 
Wheelock?” 

“That you’re wicked, that your flesh squirms for me to do some- 
thing wicked to you, make a play for you, bowl you over, sweep 
you up, take the purity out of you and stuff the hole that’s left 
with pearls, with money, with sin. And that’s wickedness, that’s 
real wickedness.” 

“You’ve got a dirty mind and you’ve got the wrong girl in mind,” 
she said angrily. “You talk just like a dirty book. I think I better 

go* 

“No, just a minute. Do you know what wickedness is.?^ If I put 
my hand in my pocket and gave you a ruby, a million-dollar ruby, 
just like that, just because you’re beautiful and a child and I wanted 
to give it to you without expecting anything for myself, would that 
be wicked?” 

“Have you got one?” 

He laughed. “No,” he said, “but would you see wickedness in 
me if I did it, gave it to you without wanting you to give me any- 
thing back?” 

“You’ve got some line, Mr. Wheelock. It doesn’t land a girl. It 
hangs her up to dry on it.” 

She giggled, but he cried above her giggle. “You see,” he cried, 
“you don’t know. But that’s wickedness, to do that, not to want 
something back. That’s perversion. Don’t you see what it is? Not 
natural, don’t you see? You go to great expense, g^eat hardship to 
put yourself in reach of something. That’s natural. Then, then, to 
reach out and take it! That’s natural. But to get your pleasure from 
not reaching out, from cheating yourself deliberately, from not 
getting, from doing without — don’t you see what a black thing 
that is in a man, to make him do.” 

“This is very dried out stuff to me, your line is,” said Doris and 
giggled again, but Henry did not hear her. He had thought of 
Tucker hurrying impatiently away from the young man who had 
fainted because of the dynamite in his mouth. Impatiently! That 
was something McGuinness didn’t have the capacity to invent. The 
whole thing must actually have happened! 
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Henry sat motionless for a moment. Then both his eyelids shud- 
dered uncontrollably. He shut his eyes tight. “No/’ he said in a 
jarring tone, his eyes shut, “you are a child. You don’t know what 
black things there are, waiting to be brought out in you,” 

Doris glanced at him uneasily and then lowered her head. His 
face was so odd it embarrassed her to see it. 

Wheelock decided curtly to rid himself of her. He told her he 
was sorry, he had an appointment for dinner and would drop her at 
home where she might leave her bundles. Doris gave The Ran- 
dolph, a costly apartment hotel on 54th Street, as her address. One 
of the stars of “Beat It!” lived there, and she decided it must be 
impressive. 

Henry watched her get out of the cab in silence. She was holding 
the sack of flowers in one hand and the chocolates and box of tarts 
in the other. The wool monkey was imprisoned under her arm. 
Three orchids were pinned to her coat. She looked like a child 
coming from a party cluttered with prize and grab-bag loot. He 
said goodbye without asking when he might see her again. 

At the corner, another caprice seized him. He told the driver to 
go around the block. He knew Doris could not afford to live at 
The Randolph. He intended to catch her out, and humiliate her. 
He sat on the edge of the seat as the taxi worked slowly through 
traffic. Yes, he thought, he would pass her walking down the block 
and stick his head out the cab window and yell, “Bool” at her. 
Traffic was so dense, he began even to be afraid she would get away 
before he could catch up with her. 

Doris was near the corner when he ^aw her again. She was 
walking to the cafeteria to meet her two friends. She still was laden 
with her expensive bundles. The white orchids bobbed and dipped 
as she walked. They looked like cold light in the night air. People 
were turning to stare at them. She walked briskly and held her 
head high and her back stiff and her shoulders square. Her face was 
expressionless. She did not notice Henry looking out the window 
at her. 
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“That great big beautiful dope/’ he thought. A laugh came up in 
him wildly. 

He sat poised before the door, fiddling with the door handle. Her 
face was volatile in its expressions. He could imagine how it would 
vault with surprise when she saw him and then crumble into 
shame. The taxi had halted in traffic. He could hear the evening 
wind move in the darkness. It drummed down the street and among 
the cars and along the buildings, making a noise like running feet. 

The taxi moved forward again. It caught up with Doris and 
passed her and Henry sat back. He did not halt eitlier the cab or 
Doris. The last of his morose caprices seemed to have been too 
much for him, or perhaps there had been satisfaction enough in 
thinking of it* 
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THE FORGOTTEN 
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On Thanksgiving Thursday, Leo became crafty. He took Tucker’s 
money and paid off on 527. On Friday, he made himself hard to 
find. Joe knew what his brother was up to. Each day the other 
bankers remained floundering among their customers without 
money to pay meant more customers for Leo. Leo just wanted to 
keep them floundering a while. Joe felt Leo was entitled to that 
much, since his bank had been so badly hurt by the raid. He did 
not press his brother. Wheelock said to get after Leo, and Joe said 
he couldn’t find him, he must have gone out of town. Then Tucker 
got on the phone and told Joe that Leo was to be on the line 
Saturday morning and negotiations to absorb the other banks were 
to begin Saturday morning and he wouldn’t be interested in ex- 
cuses. Tucker, too, knew what Leo was up to. 

So Leo’s game ended. Negotiations began Saturday morning and 
went on all that day and all day Sunday and most of Monday, 
sometimes in Leo’s offices and sometimes in Joe’s and sometimes in 
Wheelock’s or, at night, in Wheelock’s apartment. Wherever they 
took place and whoever the actors were, the negotiations were al- 
ways the same. The faces and the color of the faces changed. Some 
of the bankers and their bookkeepers had been friends of Leo. But 
whether the men were black, brown, white, red or mixed, whether 
they were friends, enemies or strangers, they all said the same things 
and had the same schemes and tried the same tactics. The men had 
become a road over which a machine of business was traveling. 
They swelled and wriggled and twisted and threw up bumps and 
fell into holes, but finally they all lay flat and submitted to being 
a road. 

They, came in with the attitude that they were willing to listen 
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to the proposition if it were made interesting, but they clung to 
Leo with their eyes. When Leo told them Tucker’s final offer, they 
always said, ‘"no.” They threw loudness over their voices, but the 
voices themselves blew the loudness aside and only naked pleading 
showed. Leo did not have to say anything after that. They got up 
to go. They closed their books and put their papers away and Leo 
watched them in silence. Then they walked to the door and came 
back or they walked out and came back. Wherever they walked, 
they came back. Whether they were old or young or in-between, 
whether they had been storekeepers before going into the policy 
business or salesmen or holdup men or real estate owners or pro- 
moters or merchants, the point about them all was that they did 
such and such and said so and so and then said no and then came 
back. For, whatever they were in themselves and whatever they had 
made of themselves, a machine of business had made them all the 
same now. 

The haggling exhausted Leo. Once, in the middle of it, he be- 
came dizzy. He had put his head back to stretch and, when he got 
his head all the way back, the inside of it began to spin around. He 
felt his brain turning behind his eyes. His eyes were fixed. The 
room and the people in front of him were fixed, but the inside of 
his head was turning. Then the room began to turn around the 
people and the people sat still looking at him. He had become so 
pale, they were frightened. They leaned forward and stared at him 
and their mouths were open as if they were about to say something. 
Then they, too, began to turn. Everything was turning a different 
way, the room one way and the people another way and the inside 
of his head still another way. He closed his eyes and the spinning 
was faster. He put his hands out and held on to his desk and sat 
there with his eyes closed. 

‘‘Leo,” cried Joe, “what’s the matter with you?” The words came 
through the turning in Leo’s head. The turning was slower and 
then, slowly, it stopped. “Don’t you feel well?” asked Joe. 

Leo opened his eyes. Joe was standing over him, looking as if he 
were seeing death. 

“I’m not eating right,” Leo said. He pressed deep into his belly 
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with one hand. The faces of the men staring at him all had the 
sight of death on them. One gave him a cup of water. He drank it 
noisily and wiped his lips with the back of his hand and shook his 
head. “No/’ he said, “Fm not eating and sleeping like I should.” 

The thought of death went out of the room slowly. But, very 
soon business was going on as savagely as ever. Leo listened and 
talked. He undid the schemes of his opponents and launched 
schemes of his own and kept wondering whether, if he put his 
head back, the turning would start again. He held his head forward 
until his neck ached. Then he slid his head back a little, and a little 
bit more, more and more, until suddenly the turning began again 
and he dropped his head forward hastily. 

“Who can live like this,” he thought. 

The crisis continued to gather. Small clouds, in each a little storm, 
jostled together. One little storm swelled another. One complication 
complicated another. 

“I give you a chance to rest up for the business,” Leo said to 
Bauer at the start of Bauer’s first day back at work, “and what 
happens .f* You waste your time getting more tired.” 

Bauer did not seem so much tired as sullen. “I couldn’t sleep 
good,” he said. “I was worried.” Joe was standing by Leo’s side, 
smiling sympathetically. Bauer glanced nervously at Joe. “Can I get 
a minute private he asked Leo. 

“Go ahead, talk. My brother is in the business with me.” 

But Joe was being very friendly just now. He said he would 
wait for Leo downstairs in the car. He had come to the bank 
this Monday afternoon only to be friendly, only to give the people 
Thanksgiving baskets and to explain about the extra ledger sheet 
for the combination on the day’s total business and to show the 
people that he was all right, that he was a fellow just like anybody 
else and they didn’t have to be afraid to work for him. Joe was 
buying the baskets through a friend of Bunte, a city official who 
owned a wholesale butcher business. It was a favor for Bunte and 
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for his city official, but they were incidental in this case to the 
people in the combination’s banks. Joe knew there would be no 
trouble about keeping the bankers in line. They were tied tight, 
with much to lose if they broke loose. But the bankers’ people — 
some of whom might not like the idea of working for Tucker — ^had 
only their jobs to lose. A policy job was a small handle on a man. 
So Joe gave out Thanksgiving baskets and smiled ingratiatingly 
and left Bauer alone with Leo. 

“What’s your trouble now?” asked Leo. 

“The same thing,” Bauer told him. “I’ve been thinking it over, 
but it doesn’t change.” 

“You want to quit?” 

“Yes sir. I don’t want to, but I have to.” 

“You picked a fine time to talk about it when I got twenty people 
waiting for me in my office. Talk to me later.” He turned to leave. 

“I just told you,” Bauer said, “so you could get somebody else 
for tomorrow.” 

Leo halted. “Tomorrow?” he cried. “You’re a man in a respon- 
sible position. You got to give me time to break someone in.” 

“I can’t. Honest. I can’t. I can’t stand it here.” 

“It’s a poison here somewhere?” 

“Yes.” 

“After the way I’ve been to you, you shouldn’t treat me like 
this.” 

“I can’t help it.” 

“I don’t understand you, a clean-cut boy who’s a father with 
children acting like this, acting like I don’t know who, what, sick 
in the head.” 

Bauer lowered his eyes. He shifted nervously. His whole body 
'shifted. His feet, his hands, even the tongue in his mouth shifted. 
“When I get in this place,” he said, “I feel sick in the head and all 
over.” 

“What happened last week, the raid, can’t happen again, not no 
more. It’s taken care of.” 

Bauer shook his lowered head. He spoke to the floor. “Honest, 
Mr. Minch,” he said, “I know that. I tell myself that. I prove it to 
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myself, but still it^s no good. I guess Fm not cut out to be ... I 
mean, to be where . . . No, no matter how much I tell myself, still 
I feel sick in the head.” 

“Take some pills then, a physic or something. You got to make up 
your mind that you’re going to stay three, four more weeks until I 
break someone else in. That’s final.” 

“Three weeks!” 

“Four, five weeks, as soon as I get. . . 

“No!” cried Bauer. “You can’t stop me quitting. Fm not your 
slave.” 

“Fm telling you,” said Leo. He walked out of the accounting 
room and up a small hall into the sorters’ room. 

Bauer followed. “What do you mean?” he asked. 

“Never mind what I mean,” Leo said over his shoulder. “I told 
you.” Leo kept walking, across the sorters’ room to a long, narrow 
foyer where the door was. 

“What do you mean!” cried Bauer. “Tell me what you meanF’ 

“You got eyes. You can see yourself. Fm not alone in the busi- 
ness any more.” 

“Oh my God!” Bauer said it so quickly it came out as one word. 
He had seen rackets in the movies. When Joe had walked in, Bauer 
had remembered the movies. Now he knew the movies were true. 
The gangsters never let anybody out of the rackets. He was in and 
caught and held for the rest of his life. Bauer’s mouth opened, but 
he couldn’t utter a sound. 

“Now just be reasonable,” said Leo, “and the new people will be 
reasonable. They’re all right. They just don’t want to have any 
trouble, mixups and so forth, you know, until the new setup gets 
going smooth.” Bauer made a sudden movement as if to flee and 
Leo grabbed his arm. “Stop being a baby,” he cried. “Grow up, for 
Christ sake. Do you want to quit? All right.” 

Bauer wrenched his arm free and stood breathing heavily. 

“Fm telling you,” said Leo, “just wait a few weeks and there will 
be no trouble. Fll arrange it for you as soon as possible. That’s my 
promise.” 

“Mr, Minch,” said Bauer. He tried to pull himself erect and face 
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Leo and keep his voice steady. “What did you put me into, Mr. 
Minch?” His voice was so thin it squeaked. 

“I didn’t put you in nothing.” 

“Did you put me in this without my knowing or saying?” cried 
Bauer. “Did you do a thing like this to me?” 

“Who put you? Did I ask for it?” 

“What kind of a thing is this, to do this to me, without my 
knowing or saying!” Bauer held out both his hands. “Mr. Minch, 
Mr. Minch,” he pleaded, “what did you do to me without my know- 
ing or saying?” 

“What did I do?” Leo brushed down Bauer’s pleading hands 
with his arm. “I didn’t do anything. What do you think you’re in, 
anyway? Go back to work like I said and I’ll straighten it out, you 
can quit with a good reference from me, in a little while, when 
things shape up.” 

Leo opened the door and went out. As he closed the door, he 
looked back uneasily. Bauer was turning away. His tall, lumpy 
body was folded over. He walked slowly and uncertainly. 

“I put him?” thought Leo. “They put me.” Bauer’s words 
knocked in his brain. “Why am I to blame?” he cried to himself. 

On the way to the ofl&ce, Joe asked Leo what Bauer had wanted. 

“Nothing,” said Leo. “It wasn’t about the business.” 

Joe had been offended by Bauer’s uneasiness before him. “I don’t 
like that guy for some reason in case you don’t mind,” he said. 
“He’s a goof. I think you ought to get rid of him.” 

“I’ll go back and fire him now.” 

“No, not this minute.” Joe looked at his brother suspiciously. 
“Just the same, as soon as we can, that goof goes, believe me!” 

By that Monday afternoon, seven banks had been examined. It 
had been decided to lend money to five of them and accept them 
into the combination and— tentatively, subject to Tucker’s approval 
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to refuse loans to two and let Leo take over their controllers and 
collectors. 

The two who were to be turned down were waiting in the ante- 
room when Leo returned from his own bank. One was a Negro 
named Burrell Spence. He had been in the policy business for more 
than ten years. The other was Homer Richards, a white man who 
had once owned a chain of gasoline stations and had been driven 
out by the big oil companies. He had chosen the locations of his 
stations too well. The oil people had ganged up on him and then 
had divided Mr. Richards’ locations among themselves. 

The two men had been waiting for Leo in the morning. He had 
told them then that he hadn’t had time yet to decide. Burrell Spence 
had gone away, but Homer Richards had remained in the anteroom. 
Leo saw him when he went out to make the payoffs. The man 
scrambled to his feet apologetically as Leo hurried by and smiled 
after Leo. He had stiff, curly, gray hair, parted in the middle. As he 
smiled, he looked like a clerk trying not to offend his boss. When 
Leo returned from the payoffs, both Burrell Spence and Homer 
Richards were in the anteroom. He passed them in silence. He 
passed them in silence when he went out to lunch and now again, 
as he returned with Joe, he passed them in silence. 

Leo went into his private oflSce and telephoned Wheelock to ask 
if any word had come from Tucker on the Spence and Richards 
banks. 

‘I’m seeing him tonight,” Henry said. “I’m sure it’s all right, but 
just the same we got to do what Ben told us.” 

“Them two are sitting on my head here like tombstones,” said 
Leo. 

There was a long silence. Henry was thinking of the tombstone- 
like stumps left by the lumber companies in the plundered forests 
and how they made the forests look like a neglected graveyard and 
what they had meant to the town and to his father and to his 
family. An abrupt, capricious sadness sprang up in him and 
shrouded his mind. “The tombstones follow me around across the 
country like dogs,” he thought and struggled to smile through his 
sadness. 
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“Hello,” said Leo. He thought he had been disconnected. “Hello, 
hello! Wheelock?” 

“Yes, all right,” Henry said. “Tell the tombstones to go home and 
sit until morning.” 

Then Leo sent for Edgar and gave him a list he had drawn up 
of Spence’s and Richards’ controllers. He asked Edgar to tell these 
men to come to his home that evening. By the time Wheelock tele- 
phoned to say Tucker had agreed to close out the Spence and 
Richards banks, Leo had already completed taking over the con- 
trollers. 

Leo was in his office earlier than usual the next morning, but 
Spence and Richards were there before him. They both looked 
freshly shaved. Their hair was still wet from bathing, but their 
eyes had the broken look of sleeplessness. They were wearing their 
best clothes, as if they both had felt neatness might change Leo’s 
mind. 

Spence was given the bad news first. Leo thought the Negro 
would take it better. 

“Well sir,” Spence said, “I’m not assuming to tell you your busi- 
ness, but you’re making a mistake.” 

“If I am,” Leo told him, “you will make me pay for it.” 

“I don’t want to make you pay, but I will have to. That’s busi- 
ness.” 

Leo wondered what Spence would do in the afternoon when he 
discovered he was out of business, his controllers were delivering 
his banks’ policy slips to Leo’s drop stations. The Negro’s eyes were 
painful to look at. In his black face, they seemed to be bleeding a 
blood that had been burned brown. 

“You’re being Santa Claus for my controllers, that’s all,” said 
Spence. “I’ll have to raise their commission for a while, a little 
while, anyway, to hold them back in case you got temptations for 
them in mind.” 

“I’d like to hear how you make out ... or if there’s anything I 
can do.” 
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‘Toull hear all right. As long as you’re in the business, you’ll 
feel my weight ” 

Where will I hear, thought Leo, in the newspapers? Yes, he 
thought, in the newspapers. Man falls under subway. Man hangs 
himself in bedroom closet. No, it was the other one he had to be 
afraid of, Richards, the white man, the one who had owned the 
chain of gas stations. White men took business more seriously. 
There was one thing about Negroes. Business didn’t boss all of 
them. You could still rely on some of them not to kill them- 
selves when they lost out in business. 

“I hope I hear something good,” said Leo. He stood up to end 
the interview. He did not shake hands with Spence. He was afraid 
in the way he would have been afraid to touch a dead man. 

Leo waited a little while before summoning Richards. He had 
forgotten how unpleasant this part of the negotiations would be. 
Everybody had forgotten. Everybody had forgotten everything im- 
portant. “That’s what they do to me,” he thought, “make the whole 
world want to cut my heart out!” 

Richards came in smiling. Then he said what Spence had said— 
“You’re making a mistake you will regret.” Leo offered him a job 
as controller and the man began a long story about the fight he had 
made to hold his gas stations against the big companies. 

“Where I had a lease and didn’t own the property,” he said, 
“they bought out the landlord and started demanding. I do this, 
do that, build this, this is a violation, until I felt I was going crazy. 
You know what those fellows did? They went into my toilets and 
criticized even my toilet paper. I felt like wiping the floor with 
them, that’s how I felt, only not the floor, you understand, not 
wiping the floor, you understand, that’s how bad I felt,” 

“It was their job, too,” said Leo. “They were made, too, pushed, 
too.” 

“Yes, but small things! Such small, little things! Anything to pick 
on. If there was cocker-roaches in the toilet, that was my fault. It 
was against the lease. Where I owned the property, they made 
contracts to sell me gasoline, you never saw such contracts in your 
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life. Deliveries were late. They left me with dry tanks two, three 
days at a time. Oil had dirt in it. Grease came with sand, barrels 
of grease with sand in them! Did you ever hear of such a thing? 
Never, never, I tell you! Never in the whole world was it heard of 
that people should do business in such a way.” Richards’ eyes filled 
with tears and he put his head down. 

‘If you want to be a controller,” said Leo, “111 see that you get 
a good territory and start you off with a few collectors.” 

“What’s the use? I’m through. I used to be a businessman, but 
I’m finished now. I’m a finished up article. My brain shakes in my 
head when I got to think something or do something.” 

“I went through the same thing, four, five years ago, I hardly 
remember. You’ll see, you’ll pull out of it and hardly remember, 
too.” 

“No I won’t.” Richards raised his head and looked directly at 
Leo. “You have no idea what bad luck I got, the stations taken 
away from me, now 527 has to hit and my policy business is taken 
away from me. And I’m an older man, too. I can’t take a beating 
like I used to. Bad luck. Bad luck. Some people are just born to 
have bad luck, is all.” 

“This is what,” Leo said. “You tell your controllers from me I 
said they can work for me only if they make room for you. That’s 
my orders. They’re, each one, to turn over a few of their collectors 
to you so you can be a controller, too. Otherwise, they’re out in 
the street and I say it.” 

Richards hung his head again and began to cry again. “Bad luck,” 
he said in a low, trembling voice. 

Leo stood up. Take chloroform! he thought, take your troubles to 
God! He’s got no worries of His own! 

Richards blew his nose. He pulled his clothes straight. He thanked 
Leo. When he got to the door of the office, he turned and said, “I’m 
a nervous cripple.” Then he broke up again and ran out. He ran 
past Edgar silently, his throat stuffed with weeping. 
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Early the same afternoon, Leo went to his bank. He had to adjust 
it to the new load of work brought in by Spence’s and Richards’ 
collectors and he wanted to make sure Bauer had come in. 

Bauer was there. He seemed to have been waiting. The moment 
Leo let himself into the foyer, Bauer came out of the accounting 
room and walked rapidly up the small hall and into the sorters’ 
room and across the sorters’ room. ‘Tm quitting right now,” he 
said loudly. 

Leo made an exasperated sound with his tongue. “Will you give 
me a chance to take my hat off first,” he said and walked past 
Bauer to a hat rack in the sorters’ room. 

Bauer followed at a short distance. “Fm quitting and there’s no 
one can stop me,” he shouted. He was crouched with rage. He 
looked as if he had been nerving himself for this moment and now 
expected to be hit and to have to hit back. 

The sorters had all turned from their work. Delilah had come up 
the hall from the adding machines and was standing quietly, one 
hand folded around her throat. Juice was smiling. Murray was 
smiling, too, but his smile was uncomfortable. Pie-Eye kept shaking 
his head. 

“No one can stop you from doing anything,” Leo told Bauer, 
“from being foolish or jumping off a bridge or anything.” 

Bauer was trembling so much his eye-glasses seemed to jitter. He 
remained crouched. His lips worked back and forth over his dried 
mouth. 

“I explained to you what you’re doing,” Leo said. 

“You’re not going to stop me,” shouted Bauer. “You and nobody 
else. There’s laws in this country. I quit.” He stamped his foot. His 
whole body shook. “I quit! I quit!” he said and stamped his foot 
again. “I want to quit. Fm going to quit. Nobody can stop me 
from quitting right now.” 

He stood a moment glaring. The hate in his eyes came through 
his glasses. Suddenly he reached past Leo and Leo sprang away, but 
Bauer was only reaching for his hat and coat. He tore his hat and 
coat from the rack and ran from the room. 

Bauer ran lightly. He was an awkward man, but he always ran 
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lightly, on his toes. As he ran, his feet made ticking, scratching 
sounds against the floor. They sounded like the claws of an animal 
in a cage. He slammed the door behind him and the echo of the 
slam was a shout in the still room. 

“What did he come to work for at all!” called Leo at the closed 
door. He turned to the sorters and spread his hands outward, palms 
up. “That’s some hot corn^” he told them. No one answered. They 
were all looking at him. He laughed and pointed in the direction 
of the toilet. “He was in such a hurry,” he said, “he ran the wrong 
way.” No one laughed. “He was in such a hurry to go to the 
toilet,” giggled Leo, “he ran the wrong way.” He laughed. The 
room remained silent. 

The people turned slowly back to their work. Leo felt they were 
not on his side any more, as they would have been had it happened 
a week before when Tucker was not in the business with him. 


XI 


Leo had had an appointment that afternoon with Joe to continue 
negotiations. Now he couldn’t keep it. He couldn’t leave Murray 
to run the office alone. In addition, he wanted to stay with his 
people and try to win them back to his side. So Joe had to be told 
about Bauer. Leo didn’t want to tell. He sympathized with Bauer. 
He had felt the same way about going back into the woolen business 
after the shock of bankruptcy and about going back into all the 
other businesses he had been frightened out of. Horses couldn’t have 
dragged him back. But now he had to tell about Bauer. He couldn’t 
think of any other explanation for delaying so important an ap 
pointment. 

The negotiations were set over until evening. After they had been 
concluded and the brothers were alone, Joe told Leo he would take 
care of the Bauer matter and see to it that Bauer went back to work 


tomorrow. 
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“I don’t want that/’ Leo told him. “I think if we just let him go, 
goodbye and good luck, then my people would know it’s just Hke 
the old days between me and them. If they want to quit, that’s their 
privilege, their hard luck. They have nothing to be afraid of. That 
way, nobody will quit.” 

Joe said he had to consider the whole combination, not just one 
bank. “Your people like you,” he explained. “But in most places, 
the banker’s got no hold on his help. You know that. Any little 
excuse and they will quit. We got to hold them in line a while. 
You know that.” 

“I know, I know, but I don’t like it.” 

“What do you think we’re going to do?” 

“I don’t care what you’re going to do. It’s not my idea of busi- 
ness to do it.” 

“You got to have discipline in any organization.” 

“I know, I know, but . . .” 

“You know yourself that i£ Bauer gets away with quitting, there 
will be people quitting in all the banks.” 

. “It’s got to be a way that . . . with friendliness . . . they should 
like . . ” 

“If they don’t like us, okay, the hell with them. We can fire them 
one at a time when we find people to take their place. But when 
we want, not when they want. Not all at once. Not right away 
when we got all this work to attend to and can’t pay attention to 
the httle details of how the banks is running.” 

Leo rubbed his forehead a moment. Then he rubbed his eyes. 
His fingers dragged down along his face, pulling and rubbing the 
flesh of his face. “I’ll tell you the truth,” he said. “I haven’t got the 
stomach for this kind of business.” 

“What do you mean this kind of business,” cried Joe, “In any 
business, you got to face what is a fact.” 

“Yes, but how you’re going to do it, I mean.” 

“I don’t get you at all. This kind of business.’ Every business has 
got to work with what it’s got, use its assets, good will, credit, repu- 
tation for this or that, make its reputation, whatever kind of reputa- 
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tion it’s got, work for it. Whatever a business has got, that’s what 
it has to use the best way it can. Isn’t that true?” 

“Don’t ask me what’s true,” Leo said. “I can’t tell no more what’s 
true.” 

Louis Johnston, Tucker’s chauffeur, was picked to do the job on 
Bauer, Joe told the man to get Bauer to his office the next morning, 
Wednesday, ten o’clock. Johnston wanted to know if he should go 
alone. 

“Oh yes,” Joe said. “Just tell him it’s important to come. I want to 
see him.” Johnston hesitated. “If you have any trouble with him,” 
said Joe, “don’t do nothing, but call me up and tell me what it is.” 

Tucker’s chauffeur was a big, square, heavy, easy-going man 
with an easy way of talking. He was still salty looking from his 
long years around boats in the navy and during prohibition. But 
he was middle-aged now and bald-headed and, when his hat was 
off, his bald head made him seem sheepish in a friendly sort of way. 

Johnston drove to Bauer’s house in Tucker’s car. It was a tene- 
ment neighborhood in the east Bronx and, when the expensive car 
drove up, children flew toward it. They tumbled from all directions 
hke sparrows gathering to dive for bread. Johnston called to the 
largest boy. 

“Here’s a nickel for you if you watch this car,” he told him. 
“Do you think you can keep the kids off it?” 

The boy was about nine years old. What he was doing out of 
school Johnston did not know. Sweaters bulged under his jacket, 
but his face and hands looked raw with cold. 

“Yes sir,” he said, “easy,” 

Johnston handed over the nickel. “If I come down,” he said, “and 
see no kid has been- on it and it’s clean like now, you get another 
dime.” He looked at his change. He had only pennies and quarters. 
“If you can change a quarter,” he added. 

“I’ll get change in the candy store, mister.” 

“I won’t be gone long, five or ten minutes. So it’s an easy fifteen 
cents for you. Easy come, easy go.” 
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“There won’t be no kids get near the car. Ill see to that, mister.” 

“Don’t go blowing it all in on the one girl.” 

“Not me.” 

The boy turned ferociously on his friends and playmates. “Come 
on you kids, beat it,” he growled and scowled at them and clenched 
his fists at them. They were no longer friends to him, only some- 
thing in the way of a dime. 

Johnston saw the Bauer bell in the foyer downstairs, under the 
letter box. It was the only one with a printed business card to 
mark it. One other wore an illegibly pencilled name, but the name- 
plate slots on the rest were empty. “That’s a Heinie for you,” 
thought Johnston as he noticed the card. “Everything tidy and 
shipshape.” The downstairs door was open, however, and he did 
not ring the bell. 

The apartment was three flights up. The building’s wooden stairs 
lay in brown, sour-smelling air. Johnston went up quickly and saw 
a door which had thumbtacked to it another printed business card 
with the name: “Frederick E. Bauer.” The address and telephone 
number had been inked out neatly. 

A woman opened the door to a crack when Johnston knocked.' 
This was Catherine, Bauer’s wife. She was young and quite fat. 
Her dark hair fell about her pale face Hke a loosely tied litter. She 
looked at Johnston suspiciously through the crack and he took 
a step backward and removed his hat to show his bald head. He 
had learned, from a house-to-house canvasser he knew, to step back 
to give people confidence and he felt that the sight of his bald head 
gave people even more confidence. 

“Is Mr. Bauer in?” he asked. 

“Who wants him?” 

“I’m from the ojfice.” 

Without a word, she opened the door wider and he followed her 
into the room, closing the door behind him. It was the kitchen. 
A dark-haired girl child was playing on the floor with a cracked 
doll and some rags she used as bedding. Clothes, long since dried, 
hung on a line stretched from wall to wall. Breakfast dishes stood 
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on an oilcloth-covered table among crumbs and stains o£ spilled 
coflee. Some of the crumbs had got on the butter and stuck there 
like flies. 

“Everything is such a mess.” Catherine seemed flustered. “He’ll 
be out in a minute.” 

“I know what it is in a home with children, ma’am,” said John- 
ston. “A mother don’t have to apologize for nothing as far as I’m 
concerned.” 

He laughed and she smiled at him. “Let me take your hat,” she 
said. He gave it to her and she hung it on a hook in back of the 
door. She asked for his coat, but he said he wasn’t staying long. 
Then she asked him if he would like some coflee. “It’s all made,” 
she said. 

Johnston said he had been advised to cut down on his coflee. 
He began to smile at the child on the floor. He gave her the 
forced smile of an adult who isn’t sure what to do about children. 
The child stopped playing and stared at him, and he asked her 
what her name was. She didn’t answer. He noticed there were 
two other children standing in the doorway back of him — a boy 
who seemed to be about three years old and another girl who 
looked only a litde older. The child on the floor was the eldest. 
She seemed to be six, but Johnston decided she must be younger 
or she would be in school now. 

The two children came out of the doorway slowly and the girl 
got ofl the floor and they all grouped themselves silently behind 
their mother. Their clothes looked dirty and were torn in places. 
Their hair was uncombed. 

“I let them play around the house in any old thing,” Mrs. Bauer 
said. 

“I know what children are on clothes,” Johnston told her. 

A toilet flushed with a long, loud yawp and then began trickling 
distinctly and a door in a corner of the kitchen nearest the sink 
opened and Bauer came out. He was dressed, except for shoes and 
a shirt. He wore slippers. 

Johnston lifted his ifixed smile from the children to Bauer. “I’m 
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from the oiEce/’ he explained. “Fd like to talk to you a minute.” 

“Go in the living room/’ said Mrs. Bauer. “Children, you hear?’’ 
Her voice rose and became bullying. “You’re not to follow your 
father into the living room.” 

“You can talk to me here,” Bauer said to Johnston. “I got no 
secrets with you.” He had not told Catherine yet that he had quit 
his job in the bank. Johnston looke 4 at him for a moment and 
Bauer dropped his eyes. “Everybody stay here,” commanded Bauer, 
“there’s no secrets in this.” He had felt a sudden need for the 
presence of his family around him. 

Bauer sat down at the kitchen table. He wanted to put himself at 
ease. He sought a tranquil attitude, an elbow-on-the-table attitude, 
but the breakfast dishes his wife had neglected to clear were in 
his way. His elbow remained poised over the dishes for a moment. 
Then he sat back. His hands dropped uneasily to his sides and then 
rose uneasily into his lap and folded there. 

“I don’t get it, what the excitement is about,” said Johnston. “Mr. 
Minch told me to tell you he would like to see you 10 o’clock, 
that’s all.” 

Mrs. Bauer walked around to the back of her husband’s chair 
and leaned against it. The children followed slowly and clustered 
behind her and stared at Johnston solemnly. For a moment Bauer 
could feel nestled among them and could feel that they were family, 
people he had gathered around him and created and fed and 
sheltered to protect himself from all others. “Joe Minch?” he asked. 
His voice was bold. 

“That’s the one I refer to,” said Johnston. “Is there another Mr. 
Minch in the business?” 

Bauer squared himself. Joe Minch was what he had feared. He 
squared himself resolutely against his fear, but as he straightened 
and reared, the bare flesh of his shoulder, exposed by the undershirt, 
touched his wife’s arm and he jumped forward in alarm and twisted 
around and cried, “Why don’t you let me alone, will you please!” 
He looked angrily into her face and suddenly he was desperate. 
It was no good reaching out to her. She would not respond. 
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Catherine drew away from her husband’s shout. The children 
jostled behind her. 

Bauer stood up in his fear and faced Johnston. “You tell Mr. Joe 
Minch from me, I’m not coming,” he said. “I’m a free American 
and 111 do what I like.” 

“Look, Bud,” said Johnston. “I don’t know anything about it 
except what I’m told to tell you, so don’t get sore with me.” 

“I’ll get sore all I want. I’m a free American and I’m not taking 
orders from anybody in my own house.” 

The Httle boy began to cry and tug at his mother’s dress. She 
pulled away exasperatedly, anxious to understand her husband’s 
emotion. The child’s crying went swiftly, with a swift, grinding 
noise, into a wail. “Shut up,” said Mrs. Bauer. She pushed him 
away with her leg. The boy screamed and flung himself forward 
and clung to his mother. 

“Aaah, Jesus!” cried Bauer. 

Mrs. Bauer swept up the boy in one arm and bounced him up 
and down and made hasty, tender sounds. Her frightened gaze did 
not leave Johnston. The boy hid his face in her neck and sobbed. 

“I got a car downstairs,” said Johnston, “and I can give you a 
ride to the ofiice, or you can go by yourself, anyway you want.” 

Bauer’s head flung upward. The word “ride” had smashed 
through his ears. He had heard it too often in the movies. “You 
tell your Joe Minch,” he said in a small, screaming voice, “if he 
wants to kill me, he’ll have to come here and do it.” 

“Say, what the hell is this!” Johnston turned indignantly to Mrs. 
Bauer. “Is your husband crazy or something.?” he asked. 

The two other children began suddenly to cry. Mrs. Bauer didn’t 
answer Johnston. She turned on her children. “What’s the matter 
with you?” she said to them. “Don’t you see something important 
is going on?” 

They buried their small heads in her skirt. She tried to fend 
them ojaf and they fought to get deeper. She had to brace herself. 
She had only one hand free. The other still held her son. She pulled 
her daughters away by the backs of their necks, one at a time. 
“I don’t like the man,” wailed the eldest: Then they both flung 
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themselves forward again and butted and fought each other with 
their shoulders to get deep into their mother between her legs. 
All three children were crying now. 

Shut up! Shut up!” shouted Bauer. “For Christ sakes, shut your 
damned traps up!” He turned to the table and lifted his fist high 
in the air and slammed it down. A cup leaped up and fell over 
and dregs of coffee spilled over the tablecloth. He became frantic, 
“Shut up! You hear!” he screamed at the table and then turned 
to the children and his wife. “Shut them up this minute!” 

The two girls squirmed deeper into their mother. She felt their 
small bodies quivering and digging between her legs and her boy 
trying to bury his head in her neck. She looked at her husband 
helplessly. “Ill take them out of here ” she said. 

No, ’ said Bauer, “no such thing!” He could not yet abandon 
himself to the feeling that he was alone and had no family to de- 
fend him in his time of need, had never permitted his wife and 
children to become a family to him. “This is their house. The 
manll have to go. I’ve said all I’m going to say.” 

“If you put your shirt on,” said Johnston, “I’ll wait for you. You 
can ride down with me.” 

“Yes?” said Bauer. His voice was lost in the howling of his 
children. He himself began to feel lost in the jungle of noise. 
“Yes?” he shouted despairingly. “Yes? You think so? Well, you 
can go to hell, you and your Joe Minch.” He walked out of the 
room. 

Johnston watched him go. Then he looked at the children. His 
mind was crushed with the noise of them. He smiled at Mrs. Bauer. 
“I’m not a family man,” he said. “I guess I’m not used to all this 
kind of thing going on.” 

He went slowly after Bauer. He walked through one bedroom 
that was so narrow he had to turn sideways to pass between the 
length of the bed and the wall. Then there -was another bedroom, 
just as narrow, and, after that, a slightly wider, seldom used room, 
supposed to be a dining room, and finally a living room. 

Bauer was sitting in an easy chair in the corner, staring sullenly 
out the window at the fire escape. A sense of defenselessness rose 
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and rolled and fell splashing like sea in him. He sat giving himself 
to it, breaking up in it, rising and rolling in it and then falling 
endlessly down into a blinding, mouth-stopping, nose-stopping sense 
of being bundled in swift-circling stranglers’ arms. When he heard 
Johnston enter, he lunged away from his thoughts so violently he 
was carried to the edge of his seat. 

“Where do you think you’re going,” he cried, “forcing yourself 
into my house.” 

But there was an instinct for victory in Johnston and he knew 
he had only to stand there and make conversation for Bauer to 
give in. “I don’t know what you’re making so much trouble for 
yourself for,” he told Bauer. “Why don’t you stop being foolish 
and go down and hear what Joe has to say? Is that going to hurt 
you to do that?” 

“If he has something to say to me, he knows where I am. I don’t 
take orders from him.” 

“Is it orders when a man wants to talk to you, tell you about 
something? What’s the use of getting him sore for nothing?” 

Bauer didn’t answer. He looked out the window for a moment, 
his head high, his lips tightly shut. The sense of breaking up into a 
sea and rising and rolling and falling with a sea returned to him. 
It seemed suddenly he had always known a man would come to 
say Joe Minch wanted to see him and that he would fight against 
going and lose and go. “All right,” he said at last, “I’ll hear what 
he has to say. If he tries tricking around with me, he’ll be sorry. 
Remember that.” 

Johnston stood in the doorway of the near bedroom and watched 
Bauer dress. When Bauer opened the door of his closet, Johnston 
was surprised. The closet was so tidy it looked out of place in the 
house. The ties were carefully folded and there were trees in the 
shoes. The hats were put away in boxes. All the shelves looked 
uncrowded and neatly stacked. It was an oasis of order amid the 
disorder of the rest of the house — a map of his aloneness within his 
family. The closet was Bauer’s province. The rest of the house was 
Catherine’s. 
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The two men went into the kitchen together. Johnston got his 
hat from the back of the door. The children had been quieted, but 
when they saw the men they ran to their mother’s side. 

“Fm going downtown,” said Bauer. 

Catherine stared first at one, then at the other, worriedly. Her 
gaze lingered longest on her husband. It was a disturbed gaze, 
full of worry and tenderness and humbleness and loneliness, a 
pleading, troubled gaze. Her husband did not notice it. He was busy 
keeping his eyes averted. “Well,” she said uncertainly, “I think that’s 
best.” 

“What you think is no business of mine,” said Bauer. “I don’t 
care what you think or don’t think or if you think. So shut up.” 

A glare of rage filled her face. Yet Bauer’s outburst did not seem 
to have startled her. She seemed almost to have expected it. She 
could not know, of course, what her failure to contrive a dignified 
setting for her husband, what her neglect of the dishes and failure 
with the children and failure, most of all, to step into the fight 
against Johnston commandingly and take it over from her husband, 
had done to Bauer. Her husband could not tell her because he did 
not understand it properly himself and she could not know. But, 
although she seldom knew why he cut at her and Bauer, too, seldom 
knew why, she always expected that he would. 

Bauer went out before Catherine could find words to express her 
rage and Johnston glanced at her briefly. He saw the anger on her 
face and, also, fright. He wanted to say something to help her, but 
he couldn’t think of anything and he turned away with an em- 
barrassed smile and followed Bauer down the stairs. 

While the boy ran off to change the quarter and get his dime 
for watching the auto, Bauer waited silently in the car, his face 
sunk into his coat collar. Johnston stood in the cold on the sidewalk, 
patiently, thinking nothing, wishing the kid would hurry up be- 
cause the cold was getting to his ankles, but thinking nothing, or, 
rather, lost in unthought thoughts. 

The boy, being crafty and hopeful, returned with five nickels. 
He took two nickels for himself and gave the rest to Johnston. 
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Then he stood smiling a brave-lad, loyaUad, begging smile. John- 
ston looked at the fifteen cents a moment. He seemed about to close 
his hand on the money and put it into his pocket when, suddenly, 
he gave it to the boy. An emotion about Bauer’s children upstairs 
had entered his mind. He did not know enough to blame the plight 
of Bauer’s children, their motherlessness and fatherlessness and lone- 
liness, on the business world in which the parents had to live, but 
he felt sorry for all children. 

“You found yourself a sucker, kid,” he said. 

The boy took the money and sprang jubilantly to open the door 
for Johnston. He felt that working up a piece of change for himself 
like that was a pretty good thing, good and okay all right, all the 
way up and down. Even chasing his friends had worked out for 
the best, he thought, because now he could spend the money on 
stuff for himself and not have to share it with anybody. 

Joe, too, had an instinct for victory. He sat listening to Bauer 
earnesdy and patiently and made -a remark every once in a while 
about how he would like to straighten out whatever trouble there 
was in the office because he wanted everybody to be happy in his 
work, and waited patiently for the man to talk his bluster out. 
When he thought the time was right and all the toughness was out 
of Bauer and there was nothing in Bauer but fear, Joe told him 
abruptly he was making a lot of trouble for himself. 

“We’ve gone out of our way to be nice to you, you know your- 
self,” he said. “Now we’re getting near the end where we say, if 
you don’t want to be nice, well, we can’t be nice either.” 

“What are you going to do?” asked Bauer. 

Joe hesitated. “We’re in a spot right now,” he said, “where we 
need every man’s loyalty, especially where they are important to the 
business like you.” 

“You can’t make me stay,” cried Bauer. “How can you make me? 
What are you going to do?” 
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There was another silence, 

“I want to be friends with all you people,” said Joe, “Fm looking 
ahead to where we can work together on a nice, friendly basis. I 
don’t want to be a boss that says you got to. I want to be a boss 
where the people do things by theirself because they like to.” 

“If I get up now and walk out of here, how are you going to 
stop me? What are you going to do to stop me if I get up and say 
I won’t stay and walk out of here?” 

Joe looked thoughtful for a moment. “You got entirely the wrong 
attitude, Mr. Bauer,” he said finally. “If you’re having some trouble 
with Leo, I want to help straighten it out. My brother is a reason- 
able man and you two ought to be able to get together. You’ve 
worked for him so long.” 

“No! I refuse, that’s all.” 

Joe looked at Bauer steadily. He was leaning forward a little 
bit and he remained that way a moment until Bauer’s eyes fell. 
Then he said, speaking softly and clearly and carefully, “You do 
what I say, Mr. Bauer, or I will have to kill you.” 

Bauer turned away. His head remained stooped. He looked shy. 
He had expected to hear something like this ever since he had gone 
into “the rackets” by taking a job with Leo. He had thought that 
when it was said, right out plain, he would die. He would scream 
and fall down dead. But he wasn’t even frightened now. He felt 
more embarrassed than anything else. His face was hot and flushed 
with embarrassment. 

“You see,” said Joe. “Fm being very frank with you. Now you 
go back to work today and stop making trouble and there won’t 
be any trouble.” 

Bauer couldn’t lift his head. There was a churning going on 
deep in his chest. He felt it. He felt his face hang loosely, hot and 
flushed. Then suddenly the skin of his legs and arms prickled with 
cold. He was prickling with cold all over. A shudder bounded up 
his spine and plunged into his head and spread seething toward the 
back of his head. 

“Well,” said Joe, “what do you say? Is it a deal?” 

Bauer got up. His legs were flabby. He had to lift himself from 
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the chair with his arms. Joe was holding out his hand and Bauer 
touched his fingers to it in a kind of handshake. 

don’t want there to be any trouble,” said Joe. ‘If you have 
any trouble up there with Leo or anybody, just let me know and 
I’ll see what I can do to straighten it out.” 

He patted Bauer on the shoulder and steered Bauer out the door 
and Bauer worked that day, Wednesday. 
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THE LAW BUSINESS 


XII 


At a few minutes after ten o’clock, the following morning, Thurs- 
day, a man telephoned police headquarters and, speaking in a high, 
nervous voice, complained that a policy bank was being operated 
in the apartment below his on Edgecombe Avenue. 

“Just a moment please,” said the policeman at the switchboard. 
“Capt. Foggarty’s line is busy. Will you hold on a minute, please.^” 
He discovered he was talking into a dead telephone. The man at 
the other end had hung up. 

About twenty minutes later, the same high, nervous voice asked 
for Capt. Foggarty and, when connected, began to complain once 
more that a policy bank was operating in the apartment below his. 

“I’m a married man with wife and children.” The thin voice was 
shaking. “It’s nothing to me, but that’s not the kind of thing kids 
should ought to have right in their faces where they live.” 

The man’s nervousness irritated Foggarty. “Keep your hair 
down,” he told him. 

“What? Fm sorry, I didn’t get you what you said. What? What?” 

“I said to take it easy and give me a chance, will you.” 

The Captain made a note of the address of the bank and asked 
for the man’s name and when he would be down to file a complaint. 

“What are you trying to do?” The man’s frightened voice rattled 
the telephone. “Are you trying to trick around with me?” 

“Keep your hair down,” Foggarty said. “What kind of tricks are 
you so scared about?” 

In the silence of the office, the Captain had heard himself talking. 
The silence had been a mirror reflecting sound. The bullying con- 
tempt in his own harsh voice upset him. It meant sloppy police 
work. He lowered his tone steeply. 

233 
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“We get these complaints all the time/’ he said, “and it’s just 
a matter of formality to come down and show you’re serious about 
it so we don’t have so many wild goose chases to chase on our 
hands.” 

Before he had finished, Foggarty knew by the vacant stillness 
in the telephone that he was talking to nothing. “Hello,” he said 
and waited a moment. “Hey, there, hello, Goddamnit!” He jiggled 
the hook. 

The patrolman on the switchboard downstairs answered, “Your 
party hung up, Captain.” 

“Goddamnit,” cried Foggarty, “what the hell kind of a way is 
this, to cut me off like this way.” 

“No sir,” the patrolman said, “your party hung up. Your line is 
still connected, but he hung up. He done that before, a little while 
ago. 

The patrolman’s young, eager voice grated on Foggarty as much 
as the frightened voice had. The frightened voice meant work for 
him. The eager voice meant ambition. 

“He sounded scared,” the patrolman said, “like he thought maybe 
the call was going to be traced back if he hung on too long.” 

Foggarty was growing old in a young man’s job. Pushy people 
alarmed him. “You pay attention to your work in the future instead 
of your imagination,” he told the patrolman. “I want the right 
numbers out of you down there instead of imagination. I don’t 
want to be cut off in the middle of an important conversation again 
and that’s all I want out of you instead of imagination.” 

An emotion of violence formed in the patrolman’s brain. “Yes 
sir,” he said. “I can’t help it if your party hung up.” He hesitated, 
wondering whether to keep on trying to impress Capt. Foggarty 
with his alertness. Then he went on in a swift, sullen tone: “His 
voice didn’t sound nigger to me, although he give a nigger address 
for home.” 

The Captain had not thought of that before. His mind became 
busy with the idea. The idea struggled with fear of “pushiness” 
for possession of his mind and, after a moment, fear won as fear 
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always wins. “How did you get his address .f’” Foggarty shouted. 
“Are you listening in on my calls?” 

“No sir. I wouldn’t do that. Captain, sir. He give it to me when he 
called up the first time, before, when your line was busy, sir.” 

“I catch you listening in on your superior officer’s calls and I’ll 
burn you right off the force. Get me?” 

“Yes sir. I didn’t, sir. I never do, sir, Captain. That’s not fair 
for you to say, sir, when I just told you.” 

“Never mind. That’s all. And remember what I said.” Foggarty 
hung up and sat a moment glaring at the telephone and thinking, 
“I’ll push that pushy son of a bitch where he belongs.” 

The switchboard had become piled up with calls. When the 
patrolman had time, he thought: “Captain Fat Guts Foggarty, sit- 
ting up there with his fat all over his lap, trying to minimize my 
statements.” 

The ambitious patrolman annoyed Foggarty into thinking about 
the tip on the bank. Policy banks were not in his province. If he 
had not been stirred to thought, he would not have done anything 
about the tip unless a formal complaint were filed with him. Then 
he would have forwarded it to Detective Captain Milletti. But the 
more he thought, the less able was he to ignore the possibilities 
involved in the tip. 

The next morning, Friday, he assigned Detective Bernard F. 
Egan, third grade, to make an investigation. “It’s a 974 violation ” 
he told Egan, “but I want you to act independent. Keep away from 
uptown.” 

Egan was a man of slow reactions. When he stood at attention 
to receive orders, his mind was as stiff as his back and he never 
understood what he had been told until he had had time to go 
over it privately. But this time he understood immediately that Fog- 
garty was trying tp get DeteSive Captain Milletti into trouble. 
His eyes became alert and rose in his face as if on tiptoe. If some- 
body hid to ffet Milletti into trouble, he didn’t want to be the one* 
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There was too much risk. Egan’s heavy face suddenly looked frail 
with worry. He had a habit of talking to himself and now he said 
silently, “Here’s a man with a family,” and meant himself. 

Foggarty noticed the change in Egan and thought about it briefly. 
His thoughts complicated what he said next. “I want you to go 
through there,” he said, “and find a man who lives there and don’t 
talk nigger talk. I’m not interested in a man who don’t talk nigger 
in the bank, unless there’s nobody else. What I want to know is, 
there is a man living in the house not connected with the bank who 
don’t talk nigger.” He felt there was something wrong with what 
he had said. “You get me?” he asked. 

“Yes sir, I’ll take a census.” 

“All right, yes, well, all right. Whatever you do is your business. 
But find this suspect, defendant, I mean informant, who don’t talk 
nigger and tab him so you can put your hands on him when I want 
him. Don’t bring him in. Just make a report to me personally, an 
oral report, on whatever you’re able to get on him. I want to know 
is he what he says he is.” 

“It’s my kind of luck that I got all my life,” thought Egan, “to 
get put in the middle.” He meant in the middle of a fight between 
Foggarty and Milletti. The two were fighting for promotion and 
it was generally believed Milletti was the better bet to win. Milletti 
was younger and smarter than Foggarty and more likable and 
had more important connections. Now, when Foggarty lost, Egan 
would lose with him. After Milletti had won the promotion and 
was going around rearranging the department, Foggarty would look 
out for himself, but he wasn’t the kind to look out for Egan, too. 
He would throw Egan to Milletti, maybe to save himself, which 
would be excusable, but then again^ maybe just because he was too 
scared to stand up for anything. ^ 

“It’s all clear in my mind, sir,” said Egan and his blue eyes 
flickered in his heavy, red face. 

Foggarty noticed that Egan’s nervousness had increased. He got 
up. “Come here a minute,” he said. He walked to a corner of the 
room by the window and waited for Esran to follow him. He had 
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in a low tone, directly into Egan’s ear, and pronounced his words 
in his throat so that his secretary would not hear. '‘Fll give you 
the whole thing,” he said, “so you’ll know what to do if something 
comes up.” 

Both men were facing the secretary, a 'young policeman, who 
lowered his head busily over an assignment sheet he was filling out 
in long hand. Foggarty and Egan rested blank looks on him. He 
felt restless under their glance, but they did not see him any more 
than they saw the furniture. 

“This is for the hat only,” Foggarty said, “and Fm trusting you 
with it because I think you know what to do with information.” 

- I guess, thought Egan, he’s tied everybody on the squad to him 
this way. I’m the newest so it’s my turn to get on the spot and be 
where 111 just have to give him loyalty in self-defense. 

“There’s something going on in policy,” said Foggarty, “and I 
think it will be handy for us to know what’s there.” 

So if I lay down on the job, thought Egan, Foggarty puts me 
back in uniform tomorrow and if I don’t lay down, then Milletti 
breaks me the first chance he gets. That’s the way it is and a hell 
of a way it is to be, too. Egan tried to fix his eyes on the secretary’s 
back. He couldn’t. His eyes leaped from right to left, from edge to 
edge of the man. He saw the hack of the man’s right arm, then 
the back of the left arm and what was in between was just a blur. 
He fixed his glance on the man’s spine and held it there for an 
instant and then his eyes began leaping again from right to left. 
I’m not cut out for this kind of politics, he thought. The thought 
sounded in his head like a cry. “A man does his job,” he said to 
himself, “and that ought to be enough.” 

“Milletti knocked over a bank last week,” said Foggarty, “first 
big bank he knocked over, and I hear it was a good bank. I hear it 
was the Minch bank. Minch has had a good okay up there three, 
four years that I know about.” 

“Is this the Joe Minch in Tucker’s organization,” asked Egan, 
“Guinea Minch.?” 

“No, but that’s a point you got to consider. This is a fellow named 
Leo Minch. He’s Joe’s brother, older brother, I think, but the way I 



tucker’s people 


238 

get it^ he’s got nothing to do with Tucker. He works independent 
So that’s the layout and what’s going on is what I want to know.’ 

‘Tes sir.” 

"‘Do you follow me.?” 

“Yes sir.” 

"TTou see what it is, don’t you.? Here’s a fellow with a good okay 
and Tucker has a handle on him. I don’t think Tucker uses it, the 
way I get it and I think I got it straight, but there it is, he has the 
handle — Guinea Joe. So here’s Guinea’s brother and he gets his 
bank thrown in the street and then along comes somebody who 
wants another bank thrown in the street. You see.? Maybe it’s noth- 
ing. Maybe the raid on Guinea’s brother is an argument or a shake- 
down or somebody’s got a better okay, you know, something like 
that, nothing important.” 

If it’s big he wants it for Hall, thought Egan. He’s going to give 
the dope to the new boy and play with the new boy for promotion. 

“Maybe,” said Foggarty, “this phone tip is the same way, an argu- 
ment, somebody sore at the bank, a thing like that, or this guy 
calling up is levelling and really has his kids living over the joint 
and don’t hke it. But the thing is, I don’t know. You see? It might 
be big, maybe nothing. I don’t know and I want to know, that’s 
all.” 

“If it’s big, then Hall will want to know, too,” said Egan. 

“What’s HaU got to do with this?” 

“I don’t know. It’s like I’m asking is the way I said it.” 

“Decker is still district attorney, isn’t he?” 

“As far as you can tell by me, he is.” 

“All right, you got your work and you do it and pay attention 
to your work and you won’t have trouble.” 

That’s what he’s going to do, thought Egan. His own connections 
are all in the can from the last election and he’s going to work in 
with this special prosecutor and the whole squad will be tied in with 
Hall and then, when Hall goes on his way, off somewhere to Al- 
bany or Wall Street or Washington, there we are, holding the bag. 
Why, the son of a bitch! What does he think he’s putting us into? 

I want to tell you something to put you wise to yourself,” said 
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Foggarty. ‘‘Decker is D.A. He is an elected man, elected by the 
people of the city of New York in the regular way. That’s what 
you know and that’s the way you act. Whatever Hall wants to 
know about things, he’ll have to find out for himself. IVe seen three 
or four of thes^ guys come in as special prosecutor in my time and 
give a black eye to the department, saying they’re not going to use 
us for investigation because we’re in with the machine, can’t use 
us, got to have their own investigators. All right, the hell with them* 
Leave them alone is my advice.” 

“We’re here after they’re gone,” said Egan. 

“That’s right. Hall is okay as far as I’m concerned. I’m all for 
him and I hear he knows the prosecution business pretty good, but 
what he wants to know he’ll have to find out for himself, except, 
of course, if he comes over here and asks us. Then we give him 
every cooperation,” 

“Yes sir.” 

Foggarty tried to pull his mind back to the policy bank. Hall 
had been plaguing him. If Hall were going to make a long time 
job of fighting the regular party, then it would be a good thing for 
Foggarty to throw in with him. But if Hall were going tc stay 
only long enough to get himself something bigger, then a Foggarty 
tied to him would be out of luck hard. Just as Leo had felt that 
a man over fifty who lost his money was losing not merely money 
but the value of the remaining years of his life, so Foggarty felt 
now. Foggarty did not have many years left on the force. If he 
jumped to Hall and it was wrong or if he did not jump to Hall 
and that was wrong, he wouldn’t have time to make up for the 
mistake. He put the decision off. Ill see what Egan finds out, 
he told himself, and if it’s useful to Hall, then I’ll think what to 
do. He realized he was only temporizing. Ill be saying the same 
thing a year from now, he thought, and two years from now, when 
■it’s too damn late to do a God damn thing. 

“What are you worrying about Hall?” he cried to Egan. “You 
take your orders from me and that’s all and, if you don’t like it, 
m find somebody who does.” 

“It was just something that happened to occur in my mind, sir.” 
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‘‘Well, get it out of your mind, that’s all, and. think about what 
Fm telling you. There’s this fellow who says he lives up there over 
the bank. He was scared when he called up and he didn’t talk 
nigger. I want to know does he comes from inside the bank or out- 
side. Just tab him. Don’t do anything about him. If he’s outside the 
bank, all right, that’s what I’d like to know. Don’t do anything 
about the bank either. Just find out if it’s there and how many men 
you need to knock it over. You got that clear?” 

"Yes sir.” 

Egan saluted and did an about-face. It looked ratlier spectacular 
in plain clothes. As he walked out of Foggarty’s office, he said to 
himself, "I got him mad anyway a couple times, I should have spit 
him in the eye to cool him off.” 


To worry about a promotion was new for Egan. Jn eighteen years 
as a patrolman, he had taken the examination for a sergeancy twice 
and had failed twice. After that, he had felt the best he could hope 
for was a long life as a traffic cop, ending in a short one as a retired 
traffic cop. 

It had not seemed to him a bad life. Egan was a large, broad, hard 
man, heavy on his feet. That made learning how to take care of 
his feet important. Next in importance was the loneliness of the job. 
There were things to do for the feet and for the loneliness and he 
did them and felt his life was all right, safe anyway, money coming 
in every two weeks for as long as he hved no matter what the hell 
happened to anybody else. So he should have been happy, but he 
wasn’t. Has anyone ever seen a happy policeman? 

The trouble was the loneliness involved in his business. During 
working hours on traffic duty, Patrolman Egan led a hermit’s life. 
He stood in the middle of traffic eight hours a day, six days a week, 
and it was like living in a cave of air. He was not a sensitive man, 
but, as the cars brushed by him, filled with silent, expressionless 
people, the only sounds mechanical sounds, he felt as if he were 
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suck of rubber, and the squeak and chatter of metal. The motors 
hushed and sniggered, hushed and sniggered with a pocketed up- 
roar and blew sounds that were like the breathing of an iron thing. 
The sounds and the soundless people whisking by made Egan feel, 
occasionally, as if he were on a foreign planet where God had made 
man not of flesh, but of metal. And occasionally he felt that he him- 
self was not a man at all, but was a bolt standing upright in a many- 
engined machine. 

To pass the time in his loneliness, he played that game — standing 
still, listening to pocketed uproar, being the thing in a machine that 
was always not there when the other thing always struck, or being 
the wall along which pistons slid. The automobiles were the pistons 
and he was die wall. If the wall were between them, the pistons 
worked alongside each other smoothly. If the wall were not there, 
the pistons would smash themselves and each other. He thrust out 
his wall of a chest and watched stolidly, wall-like, as the cars slid 
by, so close sometimes the wind of their passing moved along his 
coat. 

When Egan tired of playing wall, he talked aloud to himself. 

Hup! Hup!” he shouted at the cars. He warned himself tenderly 
about standing so close to the traffic: “Mr. Egan, you do take too 
many chances earning a living.” He commented on the cars and 
the people in them: “Looka!^ Looka-looka-looka what that greasy 
ginzo is doing!” 

He could shout as loud as he wanted to and nobody could hear 
him because of the traffic. People could see his mouth open and 
his big red face strain with shouting, but they couldn’t hear what 
he was saying or even whether he was saying anything. “It’s a crazy 
way to have fun,” he thought, “but it’s fun all the same.” 

In a sudden lull in the traffic, Egan’s shout would sound over the 
street and people would stare at him. Then he would look solemn 
and busy and tell himself: “Not me. Somebody else did it.” When 
the traffic roar was in full swing again, he would grin, “Caught with 
my pants down that time,” he would say aloud and, as the noise 
continued loud, he would yell: “Wow! Wow! Bernard Egan caught 
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with his pants all the way down right out there in the middle oi 
Gimbel’s window.” 

When an expensive car drove by, he came to attention and salutec 
snappily. “Hah-ten-shun!” he shouted and slapped his heels to- 
gether. Occasionally, one of the occupants, thinking he was being 
greeted, would wave and Egan would shake his iEnger slyly anc 
say: “Ah-haah! Trying to suck up to the law, eh? What’s on youi 
conscience, Mr. Gotbucks?” 

The regular passersby came to recognize Egan and, once in a 
while, Egan would catch one looking at him eagerly. It made him 
uncomfortable. He would lower his head. ‘'No show today,” he 
would shout into the ground. “Get your rain check on the waj 
out.” I am becoming a scandal, he thought. Then he added, I am 
also become a crazy lunatic. He was worried for a moment. What 
do I do after this? he asked himself. It’s getting worse and worse 
aU the time. 

However, it worked out fine for Christmas. He got boxes of 
lo-cent cigars and botdes of whiskey, envelopes with $i and $5 in 
them and ties from people he had shouted to and waved at during 
the year. Once, in a contest run by a tabloid newspaper to discover 
“New York’s Most Cheerful Finest,” 121 readers voted for him, 
and he won one of the $5 consolation prizes. A man on duty at 
Grand Central station won the $1,000 first prize. The trajfic was 
heavier there, the loneliness greater. ^ 

“There’s more of a steady trade at Grand Central with all them 
taxis,” Egan explained to his wife. “The steady trade gets a chance 
to know a man’s cheerfulness better.” 

Summers were always an ordeal for Egan. Before the mayor got 
around to allowing policemen to take off their coats, it was im- 
comfortable to move in the heat, and the languid, moist-aired city 
did not seem to make enough noise to hide his shouts. To save his 
feet from the winter’s cold pavement and the summer’s hot pave- 
ment, he had had a small wooden platform placed in the middle 
of the intersection between the car tracks. But, on very hot days, 
even the platform failed him and he would have to go to the curb 
and stand in the shadow of a building. 
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On one such day, Egan stood listlessly in the still hang of heat, 
ie rested one foot on the curb and the other in the gutter, first 
he right foot on the curb, then the left foot, then the right foot, 
hen the left foot, shifting his weight, then standing motionless 
ind waiting for time to pass, and, when enough time passed, shift- 
ng his weight again. He could feel the time passing. It was like 
L length of rope going by. For a strange instant, he could feel him- 
lelf growing older. It seemed the rope was being pulled out of him 
ind unravelling him. Each minute, another stitch of flesh was un- 
'avelled and it was plain that finally there would be nothing left 
)ut bones and he would be dead and a skeleton. Patiently and list- 
essly, he watched himself grow older and waited for the cool of 
he shadow to soak into him. Heat oozed out his body as heavily 
IS sweat. There’s a real difference, in the heat, he thought, between 
f I hold my hand close to my body and away from my body. 

Wisps of wind straggled through the building shadows. The 
wisps pushed and brushed at the heat of his body. He watched it 
happen. He^ watched time pass and himself grow older and watched 
the cool of the shadow soak into him and the heat shift away from 
the cool and stand out into the air and the wisps of air, small and 
frail as the broken straws of a broom, brush away the heat as if 
the heat were dust. Overhead, the traffic lights clicked. One click, 
a silence, then another click. Crosstown traffic moved. One click, 
a silence, then another click. North and south traffic moved. 

The splintered crackling of his deserted platform thrust abruptly 
into his ears. His head lurched around so quickly he could still see 
the automobile riding over the platform between the car tracks. 

^‘Hey!” he said. 

The soundless, expressionless people in the car did not seem to 
have heard. The backs of their heads did not move. They drove on 
placidly. 

Egan hadn’t had time to see their faces. His attention had been 
caught by the wood of the platform as it twisted and splintered and 
flung up arms. When he had looked up, the car was past him and 
he could see only the back of a young head in the rear window. 

‘Tor Christ sakes,” he shouted. “Hey!” 
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Egan blew his whistle. The car seemed to put on speed. The 
head in the rear window was plucked from sight by its owner. 
Egan jumped on the running board of a passing taxi. “Follow that 
there car!” he commanded and pointed with one hand. 

There were two, three things he could paste on them firemen, 
he thought, destruction of property, leaving scene of accident, re- 
fusal to obey officer in pursuit of his duty, speeding, reckless driving. 
He blew his whistle again and again. Each time the sound shot 
through the air. People lifted their heads out of their own business 
to stare. Some came running from around the corner. Cars slowed 
down and a few confused ones halted. But the car that had run 
over Egan’s platform increased its speed. It was now thrusting in 
and out of and through traffic wildly. 

The anger drained out of Egan. For the first time it occurred to 
him he might have bulled his way into something serious. Here was 
a clash between opponents in business that could not be laughed off 
or talked away. Egan suddenly felt conspicuous standing on the 
running board of the taxi, clutching the post with one hand. The 
platform, he thought, hadn’t cost anything in the first place. He 
reached back and loosened the gun in its holster on his service belt. 
Here it comes, he thought. He didn’t really believe there would be 
shooting. He had never shot off his gun before while on duty. 
Here’s the business, he told himself. 

The car Egan was pursuing turned a comer. Its wheels whined. 
Then there was a huge, smashing crash. 

“Contact!” said the taxi driver. 

The man was trying to be funny, but his voice went along his 
throat like scratching, Egan looked at him. He hadn’t noticed him 
before. The driver had not been a person, just something to use in 
business. Now he saw the driver was a man, a little one, with a 
thin, dark, yellow face. 

Egan took out his gun. His hand felt nerveless. It was a small 
gun, but his hand had become so flabby it was hard to hold it. 
“When we go around the corner,” he told the driver, “stop the car 
and get on the floor.” 

Egan hoped the man would keep the car between him and what- 
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ever lay around the corner. But this was an old-fashioned cab. 
There was no front door on the right side. If the driver steered 
the car so that it lay between Egan and whatever was around the 
corner, then he himself would be exposed. He couldn’t be expected 
to take the bullets aimed at Egan. No, no one would expect him 
to do that. 

The taxi driver turned the corner with his eyes closed. Just as 
he was about to step on the brakes, Egan yanked the steering wheel 
out of the man’s control and maneuvered the car so that it lay 
diagonally across the street, its right side facing the scene of the 
crash, its bulk between him and the crash. 

Egan fell to one knee on the running board. The driver, his eyes 
still closed, flung himself out from behind the wheel. The man’s 
head knocked against the post of the taximeter and he lay diere, 
crouched in a small space, his eyelids closed tightly around erratic 
bursts of redness, his hand rubbing violently against his aching 
head. He lay exactly in the path of the accident. If there had been 
shooting, he would have been the first killed. 

But there was no shooting. After a moment, Egan lifted his head 
above the hood of the motor. He saw that the car he had been 
chasing had turned too wide and had collapsed against an oncoming 
street cleaning truck. Everything had happened so quickly, the three 
members of the truck’s crew on the front seat were still staring down 
at the car that had squashed so suddenly against them. A man in 
shirtsleeves, his head far back and his feet pumping awkwardly, 
was running down the sidewalk. 

“Arrest that man!” shouted Egan. 

As he shouted, a second man crawled slowly from the car and 
took a few steps and then slouched against the front fender. He 
clung to the fender with both hands and looked at the thick, long 
drops of blood that dripped from his face and splashed against the 
car. A third man, who died later, was lumped unconscious in the 
driver’s seat. He had shattered the steering wheel and was nearly 
impaled on the steering post. In the rear of the car lay a pile of 
raw furs which, with the license plates, had been stolen a short 
while before. 
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Egan moved swiftly now. He flung the injured man into the car 
and manacled him and his unconscious companion to the remains 
of the steering wheel. Then he began running after the fugitive. A 
large crowd had gathered. It parted for him. “Giddyap, Sherlock,” 
someone called. 

Egan began to blow his whistle again, running steadily and blow- 
ing, his gun in his free hand. He did not remember until much 
later that he had forgotten to release the safety catch. When he did 
remember, at home, in the evening, his heart vaulted violently. 

A few hundred feet down the street, Egan caught up with the 
fugitive. The boy had run blindly into a bystander and had been 
knocked down. He was being held and trampled and kicked like 
an underdog when Egan arrived and rescued him. 

The police commissioner personally promoted Egan to the rank 
of third grade detective for his heroism. 

“It was just the luck,” Egan told his wife, “that lay between you 
being married to a dead man and a promoted one.” 

The promotion brought with iV a small increase in pay. Failure 
in business had instilled one kind of poison in Egan. Success had 
its own brand. Egan was afraid now his wife would spend his in- 
crease in advance and then, when he was broken back into uniform, 
he would have trouble paying it off. He felt sure he could not last 
as a detective. 

“I walked into it,” he told her, “and if I had known what it was, 
let me tell you, I would not have walked into it. That’s a fact. I 
would have run the other way for my life.” 

His wife was nearly as large as he. She was a big, slow-moving 
woman, red-faced and gray-haired like her husband. “There were 
times before when I thought you was not the coward you looked,” 
she said. She glanced at him speculatively and her eyes became 
bright and she smiled. “How do you suppose I felt, feeling my hus- 
band was fool enough to be a glory lover.?” 

He did not know how to take her words. His muscles had swelled 
at her first words. No doubt, he thought, she had added the rest to 
make him feel small. It was a mean, jealous thing to do. 
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‘Would you feel better knowing you are married to a man with- 
out force?” He had almost said it. He caught the words in his head 
and held them there and did not utter them. It was not the thing 
to say now, he decided, when what he wanted was to make sure she 
would be careful with their new money. 

So he did not ask her to explain her shy, proud remark and did 
not understand it and another drop of poison dropped into Egan 
and did its work on him and on his relationship with his wife and, 
through that, on her, too. 

“You know what I thought about in the midst of loving the glory, 
when I was pulling out my gun?” he told her. “I thought the bul- 
lets cost me five cents apiece for each one and remembered how 
often I had walked on my feet three blocks and four blocks extra to 
save a penny or two cents on something in the stores. All those 
walks and now I was to pump the bullets like water.” 

“Yes, and I have walked further,” she said. “How often do you 
buy anything, when I buy every day and walk further every day?” 

He thought angrily of how shj could sit down during the day 
and he must stand. “You must keep on walking,” he told her. “You 
married a uniform and he will not be a detective long.” 

“Surely not, if you start thinking not.” Her voice was sharp. 

It was an effort to look at her, but he forced himself to do it. 
“You married what you married,” he said, “for better or worse, as 
the priest told you. There’s too much politics being a detective. I am 
not a politician, but just a cop.” 

“You mustn’t talk like that,” she said helplessly. 

“What I say is the truth and you must be careful with the money 
as before.” 

He held a cigar in his hand. He had bought it in the first feeling 
of being flush. He looked at it with distaste. “This is my celebration 
cigar for escaping death,” he said, “and if you want to buy a celebra- 
tion cigar for yourself, that will be all right. But then the celebration 
is over.” 

“A cigar! I thought that’s what I would get out of you, a cigar 
or maybe a nice new broom to hit you where you belong with.” 



Thus Egan had brooding to do over his new assignment from 
Detective Captain Foggarty. 


Egan did his brooding while drinking coffee in a cafeteria and 
while watching a movie on 42nd Street. It wasn’t useful brooding. 
He knew his conclusion before even he began to travel toward it: 
demotion wasn’t a tragedy; in a way it was a good thing for a man 
to find his level and remain there. But brooding passed the time. 

He did not want to rush his assignment. If he finished the inves- 
tigation today, the raid might be made the next day, Saturday, and 
then there would be a chance that the arraignment and paper work 
would carry over into his day off or, anyway, to late Saturday night. 
Saturday night was holiday time for him. 

It was after one o’clock when Egan finally reached Edgecombe 
Avenue. The building at the address given was in a row of about 
half a dozen that looked alike. It had two steps to a vestibule, and 
then there were four more steps to a stone hall lined with lumpy 
tin doors, painted brown. A gray light from the day outside lay 
along the stone floor and darkened slowly to a band of gloom that 
hung from the ceiling. At the end of the hall, a staircase zigzagged 
once before disappearing from view. 

The avenue rose over a small hill and Egan walked it in a lei- 
surely manner. It was a residential street with stores at each end 
and none between. He believed a leisurely walk would make him 
less conspicuous. He wanted to look like a man strolling, but his 
disguise was not successful. Men built and dressed like Egan always 
look unexpected when strolling. 

He passed Negro children bouncing balls and playing on stoops. 
There were Negro men sitting in parked cars or leaning against the 
fenders of cars. A big-bosomed woman, bulging out of her corset, 
stuffed so tightly into her corset that her legs stuck out and wag- 
gled like those of a tin toy, jounced along stiffly, a snort squashing 
from her wide nostrils at each step. Everybody looked at Egan curi- 
ously, but Egan believed they would look at any white man who 



THE LAW BUSINESS 


249 

came through as if he were a rent collector. He went toiling along 
through his stroll, stooping his head casually and leisurely over each 
forward step. 

It was a gray day. Gray air stood down from a gray sky and gray 
light dripped through it in a slow, uncertain way, like rain. Skinny 
trees lined the slow-sloping hill. With their crooked boughs, they 
were like a row of sad, rickety children, their bodies bones and 
holes. Egan felt their loneliness and silence and he peopled each side 
of himself with children and began to talk to himself, sounding the 
words in his head. “See,” he said, as if to children dragging from 
his hands, “all the trees is good for is for toothpicks.” 

He had been thinking of his own children, scattered at this mo- 
ment through the city, the girl and the youngest boy on the way 
back to school now from lunch, the two older boys in high school 
where they could not get home for lunch. Because of his own 
melancholy, he had thought of them all as laughing and had seen 
the laughter in their child faces. Then he had thought of how they 
must all suffer because Foggarty, whom they had never seen, was 
scrapping for promotion with Milletti, of whom they had never 
heard, and because Hall, of whom they had read in the newspapers 
and heard over the radio, was in business too, and ambitious. 

However, the children Egan imagined dangling from his hands 
were little ones. “The reason them trees is good for only toothpicks,” 
he said to them silently, “is they didn’t eat their oatmeal for break- 
fast all up. If they had et their oatmeal, they’d have leaves on them 
and their branches would be fat and juicy and they wouldn’t be 
toothpicky at all.” 

The conversation got him painlessly to the corner. Now there was 
the problem of how to turn back without arousing suspicion. The 
talking in him stopped and he looked around and saw a diner across 
the street and went in. The place was steaming and even the smells 
seemed to steam in it. It was only sparsely filled. 

Egan asked for cigarettes and the white counterman who handed 
over the pack said, “You from downtown?” 

Although Egan was startled, he continued methodically to picl 
up his change. “From downtown where?” he asked. He did no’ 
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realize that the composure he had fought so hard to maintain had 
given him away even more, 

“I got a friend who works in the main office downtown/’ said the 
counterman, “and I thought maybe you knew him.” 

“Listen, there’s six million people downtown and you thought 
maybe I knew him?” 

“I mean in the main office, headquarters. Aren’t you on the force ?” 

“Not me, brother!” Egan laughed nervously. “I’m a law-abiding 
man, maybe that’s why you thought.” He was pleased with what he 
had said. He turned in the doorway and boomed, “That’s all, 
brother, just a law-abiding citizen.” 

“Guess you can’t be on die cops then,” said the counterman. 

When Egan came out into the cold gray of the day, he became 
thoughtful again. There was nothing in the street for him to lounge 
against widiout giving himself away as a watcher. A bus line ran 
along Edgecombe Avenue. He decided his best disguise would be 
as a watcher, or spotter, for the bus company. “If I got cop written 
all over me,” he told himself, “I’d better make out I’m a company 
cop. 

He remained on the corner in plain view, looking up and down 
the avenue, mostly down where the building housing the bank was 
located. When a bus came along, ffie made notes in his memoran- 
dum book. He was pleased to see the bus drivers and conductors 
glance at him furtively as they passed and straighten out of slouched 
positions and become precise with their work. “On your toes, boys,” 
he said to himself, “Bernard Francis Egan is cracking the whip.” 

A few moments after Egan had taken up his post, Murray walked 
into the apartment house, carrying a black tin lunchbox. The lunch- 
box gave him away. Without it, he might have seemed a canvasser 
or bill collector, “That’s one of them,” decided Egan. Almost on 
Murray’s heels came Delilah with one of the Spanish women sorters 
who was carrying sandwiches and fruit, wrapped flat in a brown 
paper bag. “This is going to be easy pie,” thought Egan, “The crimi- 
nals carry lunch for bui'glar tools.” 

Delilah’s beauty annoyed him. It seemed uppity to him. She 



THE LAW BUSINESS 251 

dressed soberly and tastefully in gray and brown and, except for the 
soft, beautifully brown color of her skin, looked like the kind of 
woman Egan would have felt humble before. Inside a white skin 
she would have been “real class” to him. The woman beside Delilah 
was telling a story and Delilah was listening with parted lips. Just 
as they turned into the building, Delilah cried, “But that’s fantastic!” 
Her small, soft voice went like music along the quiet street. 

“Miss Ritz putting the ritz on the fritz,” thought Egan. “Fawncy 
that!” Her cultured air, too, seemed uppity to him. “Fawncy, 
fawncy,” he thought, “fawncy how fawntastic it is, you fancy pants!” 

This was not a natural enmity Egan felt for her. It was even true 
that brown was a color he liked. Yet his reaction to Delilah had been 
made to seem nearly instinctive by all the prodigious complex of 
emotions bred by the society in which he worked, and he never even 
argued with himself about it. 

A bus came by and Egan put Delilah down in his book. “Female 
spick, short, fat, accompanied by female negress, tall, mocha-colored, 
fawncy!” The bus driver sat up straight behind the wheel. The con- 
ductor stood straight and unsmiling on the rear step. Egan scratched 
out “fawncy” and wrote “looks like mocha tart,” and smiled. 

When he looked up he saw Bauer standing a few doors down 
from the apartment house, staring at him. Bauer was standing as if 
shocked into motionlessness. Egan had no time to think about the 
man. He looked at him and then he heard footsteps bearing down 
on him rapidly from the other side and turned towards them. A 
short, chunky, black Negro woman was coming full tilt. “You the 
bus company, mister?” she asked, while still at a distance. 

Egan felt like laughing. She seemed so intent on gaining him. 
“Are you?” She brought up short before him and it was as if a 
wind had stopped blowing. 

“Yes ma’am,” said Egan. “I sure am. Do you want to buy a bus?” 

“I don’t see what’s for laughing.” She tossed her head high. Her 
eyes were so bloodshot it was hard to see where they left off and 
skin began. “I am making a serious complaint and it’s not for 
laughing as you think.” 
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Egan noticed out o£ the comers of his eyes that Bauer was still 
poised in fright and was listening nervously. “I am not laughing,” 
he said. 

‘‘My money is as good as anybody. My money has got the same 
color as your money.” 

“That’s right, ma’am. Is that your complaint?” 

“If you from the bus company, you got no call to act at me like 
that, laughing and fresh. I didn’t do nothing to laugh at me like 
that just because you’re so white.” 

Bauer had begun to take uncertain steps towards them. 

“I’m not laughing, sister,” said Egan. “I’m trying to listen to your 
complaint, but I ain’t heard it yet. What’s wrong with you? I’m 
willing to listen. That’s the way we build our business, listening to 
what’s wrong and then doing the right thing.” 

The woman began suddenly to look diffident. “I got misery in my 
legs,” she said. “I use the bus all the time, mister. Even when I have 
to go a step, I give the bus the dime. I’m a good customer for the 
bus.” 

Bauer was standing very close, listening, his head drawn back, his 
eyes fluttered upward, his body trembling. “What do you want?” 
Egan asked him. 

“Are you from the bus company?” Bauer’s voice had a high- 
pitched quake in it. 

“That’s right,” replied Egan harshly. “What do you want?” 

“Who me?” Bauer’s whole face seemed to flicker under the harsh 
voice. “Me.? I use the bus, too, every day, twice a day, and the serv- 
ice ... I want to tell you about it.” 

‘Take your place in line for complaints. This lady here got here 
first and you can sound off after her.” Egan turned to the woman 
with a polite smile. 

^ I live near the corner here,” she began. “Right there is where I 
jlive.” She pointed. “Where the bus stop when I’m going, that don’t 
^fcother me so much. That’s down the hill. I can’t walk down the 
Bll like everybody, but it’s better for me than walking up the hill. 
But when I come back, the bus stop where I must walk up the hill 
to my house most the whole way. Ljust can’t do it with the legs I 
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got Is that right, mister, that I should give the dime to ride two 
blocks and then I have to walk a whole block up the hill? It’s not 
right with the legs I got.” 

Egan looked sympathetic. He had nothing to fear jErom this 
Negro woman as he did from Delilah. She was not cultured. She 
had not struggled against the weight of the white man’s burden. She 
had allowed it to crush her. 

“See, mister, there the bus stop, coming back, on that corner.” She 
pointed down the hill and Egan and Bauer stared after her finger. 
“See that? I got a whole block up the hill to go with my legs. If I 
stay on the bus to where she stop next, it’s ’way there, up the 
hill.” She pointed again and again the two men stared. “It’s ’most 
nearly two blocks back down the hill and, with the trouble in my 
legs, I just can’t be going that far.” 

“The thing is, ma’am,” said Egan, “you want us to move the bus 
stop. Is that it?” 

“Sure. I told the driving man why he can’t stop the bus on this 
corner instead of that and I won’t have to take my legs up the hill. 
I’m not well in the legs, I told him that. I can’t even stand long 
because the misery, no less than walk all that long way. You know 
what he say to me, that driving man I told it to him? You know 
what? ‘Reggelations,’ he say. Just like that. Then I told, why he 
can’t stop on the two corners. He can stop the bus where the stop 
is and where I live. You know what he say, the driving man? He 
say, ‘Reggelations.’” She looked at Egan and her head began to 
bobble angrily. “ ‘Reggelations,’ he say, ‘not to stop where no stop is 
at.’ He got no call to say that just because my skin is darker as 
his is.” 

“You shouldn’t think that, ma’am,” Egan told her. He knew if 
she had been an ailing white woman, the driver would have let her 
off at her house. “There’s regulations that he has to live up to if he 
wants to hold his job. It’s the public service commission. They tell 
us where to stop and where we can’t stop. It’s worked out very care- 
ful along the whole line for the benefit of all, including the people 
who don’t even ride the bus, the traffic. They got to take the traffic 
into consideration, too. Believe me, sister, it would be a whole lot 
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easier for you to move your apartment than move that bus stop.” 

“Oh no, we can’t move. The folks that own the house is the boss 
where my husband works and they wouldn’t care for us to move. 
Is it so hard for you, to pick up that little sign down there where it 
say ‘bus stop’ and carry it up the hill to here? My husband will do 
it when he come home at night and you can just sit and rest your- 
self, if it’s too hard.” 

“You think that’s all there is to it, the sign?” Egan laughed. “The 
public service commission. . . .” 

“My money has got just the same color as your money. I’m a 
good customer for the bus, wherever I go, one or two blocks, and 
I give the dime every time.” 

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” said Egan. “I’ll try for you, being 
you’re such a good customer. Now that’s fair, isn’t it? I’ll try my 
best and I can’t say more, can I? You give me your name and ad- 
dress and ni bring the matter up before the public service commis- 
sion, and you’ll be hearing from them in a little while what they can 
do about it.” 

He marked her name and address in his book and then turned to 
Bauer. “Now what can I do for you?” he asked. 

“Aaah, Christ!” Bauer lifted his hand and threw it down vio- 
lently. “Talk to the bus company, talk to City Hall, for all the satis- 
faction you can get out of these big corporations.” 

“Is that the way you feel?” 

“Yes, plenty, twice as much.” 

“Now that’s no kind of talk for a young fellow like you.” Egan 
noted with surprise that Bauer actually was young. He didn’t seem 
to be over thirty. At first glance, he had appeared much older. 

“Aaah, Christ!” Bauer lifted his hand again and again threw it 
down violently. “What the hell is the use,” he said. He walked 
quickly down the block and into the apartment house where the 
bank was. 

“He’s right,” the woman said. “He’s talking the right talk,” She 
walked slowly back to her home, shaking her head and muttering. 
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In the next half hour, several people went into the apartment 
house, but Egan found it more difficult to make up his mind about 
them. He was sure only of the criminals who carried burglar tools. 
A thermos bottle gave away Juice. The two Cubans brought their 
lunch in the brief case they had once used to carry music and Egan 
put them down, too, as suspects. 

When Edgar arrived in Leo’s big green roadster and bounced 
briefly across the pavement, carrying a mail sack, Egan knew there 
would be no more bank workers. The sack contained the day’s 
policy slips. He looked at his watch. It was 2:40. It would be a good 
thing for the raid to know exactly when the evidence arrived. 

Egan waited until Edgar drove away and then waited ten minutes 
more before going into the apartment house. The walk in was a 
ticklish moment, but he decided there was nothing he could do 
except just go in and let the people on the street think what they 
pleased about it. Once he got into the vestibule, he felt a little more 
secure. 

A band of pearl-colored light ran along the tiled floor of the hall. 
It was nearly a yard high and then it began to fade into a band of 
brown that looked as if it had been laid on top with a brush. As he 
walked down the hall, a clutter of musky odors folded around him. 
He didn’t like the feel of the people at his back, standing on the 
street and puzzling over why a bus spotter had gone into the house. 

“Start from the top and work down,” he told himself. “That’s 
the best.” He wanted to get as far away from the street as possible. 

The job ahead of him was going to be unpleasant. Standing in 
the open halls, without cover or explanation, leaning his ear against 
doors and listening for the sound of a policy bank in operation 
would not be a picnic. If he could think of a story to explain himself 
when caught, it would not be so bad. What the hell did a policy 
bank sound like anyway? Adding machines going, probably, and 
so forth, typewriters. No, no typewriters. Who would they be writ- 
ing letters to? Well, anyway, a policy bank ought to sound like a 
lot of people sitting in a house without any housework sounds go- 
ing on. 

As he walked down the hall and the street’s people receded fur- 
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ther from his back, the fear that was driving him to start from the 
top of the house and work down diminished. He realized it would 
be better to work up. Then he would have a chance to talk his way 
out if caught listening at doors. He could say he had a friend and 
had forgotten in which apartment his friend lived. 

“I didn’t want to go knocking on all the doors,” he heard himself 
say to his imagined discoverer, ‘'disturbing everybody. I thought 
maybe I could hear his voice. Maybe you know where he lives?” 

He heard his discoverer reply: “Who is that to whom you is re- 
ferring?” 

He stopped. “That’s right,” he thought, “got to get a name.” 

He returned to the row of bells in the vestibule and picked out a 
top-floor name and went back, thinking, “Simon Legree. The party 
to whom I is referring to that I am in search of is my very good 
friend, Simon Legree,” and reached the stairs and said to himself 
sternly, “Got to stop fooling around now, Mr. Egan, and pay your- 
self attention to the business on hand.” He shook his head and 
smiled. “That was no fooling around,” he thought, but not in words. 
He never told himself in words what the feeling of loneliness did 
to him. 

Then even thought vanished from Egan’s head. He began to climb 
the stairs slowly, stepping with his toes, nervousness springing up 
in him and running like a wind through the hairs of his body. Fie 
had decided to begin on the second floor. The fear of the people in 
the street drove him that far. He was going to take the ground floor 
on his way out. 

The sounds of apartment life boomed through the lumpy, brown, 
tin doors. There were hollow steps along a board floor, a smash of 
pans in a sink, hollow voices, the hollow slap of slippers. The 
sounds dropped into the hall like stones. Egan lingered briefly before 
each door. Then he came to one from which no sound emerged and 
he pressed his ear against it. As he listened, his eyes looked down 
the hall, gloomy here, gloomier than the ground floor, the band of 
pearl-colored light no thicker than a rug. His ears seemed to sink 
through the cold tin and to stretch deeply into emptiness. 

A black, terrified face flickered down the hall It had peeped from 
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a crack in a doorway. Egan heard the door shut and heard the fran- 
tic rattle of a chain bolt fumbled into place. It was followed by a 
burst of footsteps. 

Egan straightened up slowly. Woman face.^^ Woman feet? Hard 
to tell. Couldn’t tell. It was too dark. The feet had been running too 
fast. Egan’s brain felt numb. It bulged in his head and would not 
work. It seemed that way to him because he was driving it so fast. 
He flung himself across the hall soundlessly on tiptoe. Four leaps, 
five leaps, his breath held in his throat. He began to press the bell. 

He must stop whoever it was from telephoning for help. He 
didn’t want to have radio cars come pouring down, frightening 
the people he was hunting. He must quiet the fear of whoever it was 
that had seen him. Even if the person had no telephone with which 
to give the alarm, he or she would come out later and talk fearfully 
to neighbors and word would get back to the bank. 

Egan pressed the bell again and again and waited and pressed 
and waited. At last he heard a voice shout, ‘‘Who dere?” It was a 
man’s voice. It had thrown the question at him like a ball, from a 
distance. 

Egan thought of a man standing at the end of a dark hall, maybe 
holding something, maybe holding a knife, standing there fright- 
ened and ready to fight. Egan leaned his mouth close to the crack 
in the door and held his hands like a funnel around his' lips, “I 
need your help,” he said. His words bounded back from the door 
and crashed around his ears. Everybody in the house is going to 
hear me, he thought. 

There was a long silence and then he heard the man’s voice again, 
saying, “What you want?” still from a distance, still frightened and 
fight-ready. 

“I need your help bad,” said Egan. He knew Negroes always liked 
to be asked for help by white men. A panhandler had told him that. 
White panhandlers can always get a nickel out of a Negro. 

Egan waited again, a long minute, and then steps sounded slowly 
down the hall and the voice said, “What you up to ?” 

“I can’t talk through the door,” said Egan. “I need your help in 
a private matter.” 
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“Yeah,” the man said. “That s what you think, man. That door 
stay shut just Hke she is and you get the hell away from there. 1 11 
call the police. I sure will unlessen you clear out of here mighty 
God damn fast ” 

To Egan this wasn’t a person behind the door. It wasn’t a man 
into whose life he had intruded terrifyingly. It was just an opponent 
in business, a dangerous one. “Listen,” he said. He could whisper 
now. The man was near the door. “I need your help very bad and 
it’s private. I don’t want the whole house to hear.” 

He knew he would have to think of something to disarm his op- 
ponent fast. “Open the door a minute,” he whispered. “You can 
leave it on the chain. I can’t get in, if that’s what you’re afraid of, 
if you leave it on the chain.” 

“I’m not afraid. You just clear out, that’s all, unlessen you’re look- 
ing for trouble. Who’s afraid.? I got something here to take care 
of you all right.” 

If that no'good black bastard has a gun on him, thought Egan, 
m throw him in jail and throw the key away. “I just need your 
help,” he said. “I’m not wanting to hurt anybody. I just need your 
help bad.” 

The door opened an inch. Egan could see only darkness and be- 
hind it a dark wall. “All right,” said the man, “now say what it is 
you want.” His voice came from behind the door. 

“I got slips,” said Egan. “I didn’t get there in time for them to 
pick up the slips account of a little piece, you know, to knock ojff, 
you know, and now I got to deliver the slips myself. I know the 
bank is in this house, but I don’t know just which apartment.” 

The man came around from behind the door and stood where he 
could see Egan. He stood against the wall, as far from the door as 
possible. He was a tall Negro with wooly hair that looked greased. 
He had a bread knife in his hand. He looked Egan up and down 
importantly and with care. 

“What you asking me.?” The Negro shot the question like a cross- 
examiner, with an air of triumph, as if he believed he had said 
something clever that would trap the witness. 

“I got to deliver the slips or they’re no good,” said Egan. “You 
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know that. I got caught with the girl, delayed there a little bit. 
Well, you know, you know ... I was in the middle right when it 
was time for me to deliver the slips to the regular place. Couldn’t 
stop there.” 

“What you talking about?” 

“What’s the matter with you? Didn’t you ever have a woman in 
your life?” 

“Oh.” The colored man sniggered. “I heard you making a noise 
with your mouth, but I couldn’t tell what you were saying.” 

“That’s the way it was. I was in the middle when it was time to 
turn in the policy slips and there’s no man going to leave off then, 
take his tongue out of the honey right in the middle.” 

The Negro laughed delightedly. “No sirree,” he said, “not me, not 
nobody there is.” 

“So that’s the way it was,” said Egan. 

“That’s the way it was. Wet inside and dry outside and wuhking 
away to rain. Ummmm . . . yeah man!” 

Egan smiled and looked down. He felt a little excited himself. He 
did not want to show it before the Negro. 

“Wuhk away, wuhk away, wuhk away. Heeyah, heeyah. Come 
on and rain. The hell with all them poor colored folks playing the 
numbers.” The man’s body shook up and down with delight. 
“Here’s my port all cozy ahead,” he said. 

Christ, I started something, thought Egan. The man was speaking 
rapidly, chuckling and fluttering his hands, all disarmed now, the 
knife glinting up and down unheeded. 

“Damn if I didn’t nearly break my back trying to make it rain 
fast,” said Egan. “I wanted to get my slips delivered on time for my 
clientele. But it’s something that’s hard to hurry up at my age. I 
didn’t even take my shoes off. But I missed him anyway and I came 
on here because I know the bank is here, except I don’t know just 
which apartment.” 

The Negro looked sly. “Ought to change the scenery,” he said. 
“She always rains faster over new scenery.” 

“No, you’ll find out yourself when you get older, it takes you 
more time. It’s not bad that way. It’s better that way. That’s my 
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sales talk where I pack my sausage. It’s the only thing good there 
is about getting older.” 

‘‘That’s good, man. Hee-yah-yah. That sure is good to look ahead 
to” 

“Listen, I got to find that bank fast. I got to get them slips in 
or they’ll be no good.” 

“Apartment 46, that’s where it is, the new one, just moved in last 
week. Two up and over in the corner there, just over that one there.” 
The Negro pointed to an apartment door. 

“Thanks, you been a big help.” Egan started off hurriedly and 
went up the steps two at a time. 

The colored man stared after him. He sniggered and then burst 
into a high laugh and closed the door slowly. “Hot damn it to 
hell,” he cried. 

Egan’s mouth felt dirty. “What a way to make a living,” he 
thought, “to have to talk like that to a nigger!” He spit suddenly. 


XIII 


In calling Foggarty, it had been Bauer’s idea to raid Leo out of 
business. The moment Leo opened a new place, bang! there would 
be a raid and another raid and another and another until everybody 
would be afraid to bet with the bank and there would be no business 
left and LeO' would have to let him go and work for the WPA, 
where he would not have to live in fear. 

But everything this man did turned out unlucky for him. He had 
“no brains,” as they say, meaning his brain was tormented, stunted, 
corrupted, distorted, goaded, palsied and altogether prevented from 
either functioning or developing. Even this simple plot of his to 
drive Leo out of business turned into a kind of comedy. 

On Thursday, while Capt. Foggarty was thinking his way cau- 
tiously around the triangle of Milletti, the regular party machine 
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and Hall, Bauer was sure there would be a raid and remained home. 
He telephoned that he was ill. By Friday, Bauer was sure there 
would never be a raid. The police would not come running when 
he whistled through the telephone. They were on Joe Minch’s pay- 
roll. 

So he came to work Friday and saw Egan and was sure Egan was 
a bus spotter and was sure he was not a bus spotter and was sure 
he was and was sure he wasn’t until, at the end of the day, when he 
was sure for the last time and for all time that Egan was a bus spot- 
ter because the bank had not been raided that day, he was so ex- 
hausted he trembled as he walked to his coat. Leo thought he was 
still ill and told him to stay home Saturday. 

“You got to take more care of yourself,” said Leo worriedly. “If 
a man is sick, I don’t ask him to kill himself.” 

So Bauer was at home Saturday and clung thinly to a hope that 
the raid would happen that day. Saturday was the day Egan reported 
to Foggarty that he had located the bank, but hadn’t discovered the 
identity of the informant yet and would have to take a census of 
the house. Egan was convinced Bauer was the one who had tipped 
off the bank, but he needed an excuse to delay the raid until Mon- 
day. By Monday, all Bauer’s hope had vanished. He went hope- 
lessly to work. 

A burly, black-haired detective named Badgley, a young man with 
a narrow forehead from which hung, between large ears, a long, 
full, rosy face, thick with hard fat, was assigned to make the raid 
with Egan. 

The two men came up together from downtown Monday after- 
noon, after Edgar had delivered the policy slips to the bank and 
Leo had returned to his own office. They went up the stairs in 
silence and stood outside the door of apartment 46 a moment, listen- 
ing. Then they took their badges — ^potsies, they called them— out of 
their pockets and fastened them to the lapels of their overcoats with 
horse-blanket safety pins. 

Egan removed his gun from its holster and dropped it into the 
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outside pocket of his overcoat. Badgley saw him do it. “You think 
so.?” he whispered. 

Egan smiled at him. He turned to the door and lowered his head 
and crossed himself swiftly and, almost as a continuation of the 
sign, knocked twice on the door. 

Juice opened it. He was nearest. He had got up for a drink o£ 
water and was just passing the foyer when the knock came. 

The moment the door began to open, Egan threw his weight 
against it. Juice was knocked backwards and Egan charged in with 
his hand in his coat pocket where his gun lay. He didn’t take out 
the gun. He felt it might excite someone and make trouble. 

Egan didn’t waste time straightening himself out. He came in 
shoulder first, just as he had thrown himself against the door. He 
went past the backward reeling Juice like a burst of noise and was 
through the foyer and on the sorters before any of them had a 
chance to do more than look up. 

“Nobody move.” Egan shouted to keep his voice from shaking. 
“Keep your hands just where they’re at.” 

Egan held his finger on the trigger of the gun in his pocket. He 
stood with his feet spread wide. Everybody sat still and looked at 
him. As the feeling of excitement fell off him, he slipped the safety 
catch of the gun back into place. He stood looking at the faces 
around the sorters’ table and he could see the fright go out of all 
of them slowly. 

Badgley was coming forward with Juice. “Boy oh boy,” thought 
Egan, as he saw the massive man he had thrust aside with the door, 
“what I nearly mixed with!” 

“Go back where you usually work,” Badgley told Juice, “and sit 
down.” 

“I don’t work here,” said Juice. 

“What do you do, live here.? Go on and sit down like I told you 
before I sock you one.” 

Juice laughed. “You’re some Hockshaw,” he said. Ele went slowly, 
laughing and shaking his head, to an empty chair at the sorters’ 
table. 

Then suddenly a sound started at the far end of the room. It came 
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with a scuffling rush. Egan looked away from Juice and saw a tall, 
awkward figure plunge open-mouthed around the table and towards 
the door. He shifted over a few steps and held out his arms and 
braced himself and waited and the man ran blindly into his arms. 
He caught Bauer as if he were fielding a football. Bauer hit him 
hard. Bauer’s glasses jounced off his face and fell to the floor and 
Egan grunted. 

“Whoaza baby,” said Egan. He laughed a little bit at the un- 
expected, helpless fury in the lumpy body he held. Bauer was so 
thin, Egan could pin the man’s two arms in back by throwing one 
arm over him. Egan held him that way, against his own middle. He 
became aware it was an embrace. He patted Bauer’s shoulder with 
his free hand. “Whoaza baby there,” he said. “Whoa up your kick- 
ing there.” 

When Egan had burst in, Bauer had been in the bookkeeper’s 
room down a small hall in back of the sorters’ room. He had stood a 
moment, rooted with terror. Then a thought had driven through his 
brain: it was good that he was there; now no one could suspect him 
of bringing on the raid. The thought had held him another moment. 
Then terror had smashed all thinking and he had screamed and 
run. 

“Whoa up there, my baby,” said Egan. 

Bauer’s body was shrill with panic. It rang against Egan. The 
man was flopping up and down, thrashing, hanging from Egan’s 
arm, lifting his feet up high and slamming them against the floor, 
swinging and twisting and shaking and clawing with lunatic fury 
at Egan’s chest and arms. 

Badgley came in from the side and stood waiting. He held up his 
big fist and stared at the lunging figure with detachment. He 
ci'ashed his fist into Bauer’s ear as the man was in the middle of 
an upward wrench. Bauer plunged sideways. He acted as if he had 
been shot. His eyes rolled back. Badgley saw the whites flash and 
then Bauer’s body flew away like a flung rag. 

“I think you broke his ear,” said Egan. Bauer was bent far over 
Egan’s arm. Egan had to shift to keep from falling. 

“I guess maybe I did,” said Badgley. The sight of Egan getting 
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his gun ready before the raid had frightened him. The fear was not 
out of him yet. He took Bauer out of Egan’s arms and dragged him 
to a chair against the wall and flopped him into it. “Stay there,” he 
said, “and you won’t get hurt no more.” 

Bauer was thrown into die chair so hard, his head jounced. His 
eyes flew open and he sat staring glassily at Badgley for a moment. 
Then he lifted his two hands and pressed them against his ears. He 
bent a little forward. “I can’t hear,” he said. “I’m ringing.” 

“You’ll be all right. Just stay still.” Badgley stood over him, look- 
ing down at him, his hands in his pockets. He was relaxed a little. 
It was possible for him to become aware now that Bauer was not 
merely an opponent in business, but also a human being. 

A trickle of blood came out of Bauer’s ear and spread in a thread 
down the inside of his wrist. He didn’t feel it for a moment. Then 
he pulled his hands away from his ears and looked at both of them 
and saw the blood on one and looked at Badgley and then at the 
blood again and then back at Badgley. 

“Nobody told you to run, did they.?” said Badgley. 

“You deafed me.” Bauer’s voice crashed through the room. 

Pie-Eye drew in his breath in a long hiss and Juice looked out the 
window and Murray stared at Badgley with a sneer and Mr. Middle- 
ton’s hands shook as they rested on his belly. The two Cubans 
looked down at the floor and Delilah put two fingers against her 
lower lip and Miss Anderson clicked her tongue and the other 
women looked angry and frightened. 

Bauer half rose from the chair, but Badgley pushed him down 
with one hand. “Sit down or I’ll clunk your other ear,” he said. 

“What’s the matter with my voice? I feel like I’m talking far 
away.’^ Bauer sat stiffly on the edge of the chair and looked around 
wide-eyed. His voice was loud enough to echo in the silent room. 

Egan had picked up Bauer’s eyeglasses. They had not broken. He 
came to Badgley ’s side and looked at Bauer anxiously. “You’ll be 
all right when your head clears,” he said. 

“My voice is broke. I’m bleeding.” 

Just sit still and you won’t get into any more trouble,” Badgley 
told him. 
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Egan held out the eyeglasses, but Bauer did not reach for them. 
He touched Bauer's hands with them and Bauer took them without 
looking and stared at Egan with frightened eyes. 

'‘You crippled me," he said. "I can’t hear my voice." He put his 
hand to his throat and rubbed it. 

Badgley went to the telephone and called for a prison van and a 
detail of policemen. Egan began making an inventory of the room 
and collecting evidence. Badgley helped, 

"This is something you will be sorry as long as you live," shouted 
Bauer suddenly. 

Badgley gave Bauer an angry glance. Bauer was straining forward 
in his chair. He still sat on the edge of it. He seemed afraid to get 
oJff. 

"You bastards don’t forget what I told you," he shouted. “You 
dirty rat son of a bitches, dealing a man who’s trying to live by the 
law. That’s what you are, bastards, sold your life out to gangsters." 

Badgley made a move to go towards him, but Egan held his arm. 
"Let’s get this stuff done," said Egan, "before the wagon comes.” 

"I’ll make it my business to get you the rest of my life," said 
Bauer from the edge of his chair. "You’ll get yours. Don’t worry. 
You’ll get yours or I’m a liar. I’ll see to that myself, you whore rats, 
sold yourself to gangsters.” 

Badgley turned to Egan. "He’s only working himself up to make 
trouble,” he said. 

"Oh, let him talk himself out." The talk of gangsters worried 
Egan. He didn’t know what to do. 

"He’ll make trouble sure as hell, I’m telling you,” said Badgley. 

Egan looked at Bauer speculatively. 

"Whores for gangsters,” Bauer shouted at him. "Pimps for gang- 
sters. Rat pimp bastards.” 

Egan went over to Bauer and stooped down and brought his face 
on a level with Bauer’s. "Listen to me,” he shouted into the man’s 
face. "Shut up!” 

Bauer drew back in fear. 

"What’s this about gangsters?” asked Egan. 

"You shouldn’t have deafed me.” Bauer’s voice was hesitant. 
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“What gangsters were you talking about we sold out to?” 

Bauer realized suddenly that i£ he involved Joe Minch, he would 
have to be a witness 'against him. He knew from the movies and 
newspapers what happened to witnesses against gangsters. “You 
know yourself there’s plenty gangsters,” he said, “but you don’t 
arrest them. No, only us.” 

Egan sighed with relief. Then this wasn’t a big case! Foggarty 
wouldn’t be tempted to give it to Hall and tie the whole squad to 
Hall. Egan straightened up and walked to the sorters’ table and 
resumed gathering the evidence. 

Bauer twisted his body and put his hand on the back of the chair 
and lowered his head onto his hand and, after a moment of silence, 
he began to cry. 

When the prisoners were taken downstairs, Juice got his foot on 
the back step of the police van all right and then he stopped and 
took down his foot and turned around. A street crowd had collected 
for the show. It had spilled over the sidewalk and around the van. 
Ordinarily, the police walked prisoners into a van one at a time, 
but Egan had been afraid of trouble from the crowd. He didn’t 
want to leave his arrests in a bunch in the vestibule and take them 
out singly. Sometimes,^ in Harlem, when Negroes were arrested, 
people on rooftops threw bottles down at the police and others tried 
to fight the prisoners free. So Egan hustled his prisoners single file 
through the crowd. 

When Juice stopped, the people in back dammed up against him. 
He had been near the head of the line. As he turned, Badgley, who 
was standing nearest, shoved him and said, “Hurry up, fat!” 

“I got to talk to you.” Juice’s meaty white face was puckered 
earnestly. 

“Talk inside.” 

Juice shook his head. “I can’t,” he said. His voice had to struggle 
to get through his throat. He began to walk towards the sidewalk. 
Bauer was just behind him and Juice walked into him blindly. 
Bauer gasped and fell away and then put his head down and ran 



THE LAW BUSINESS 


267 

around Juice and leaped into the prison van. He had not thought of 
Juice when telephoning for the raid. He had forgotten him entirely 
undl this moment. Juice felt him go by and saw his clothes, but 
didnt see him. The man was not a man, but just cloth blowing 
past him. 

Badgley ran back along the line to get ahead of Juice. He pulled 
out his gun. “Here,” he said, “you get inside.” 

At sight of the gun, the crowd trampled itself to retreat. The line 
of prisoners shrank and bulged and shrank again and stood shrunken 
and quivering. Some men at the edge of the crowd bolted down 
the street. They ran wildly, with a rushing sound. Juice stopped 
short and looked at the gun. He opened his mouth wide and 
closed it. 

I ain t kidding, fatty,” said Badgley. He pointed the gun steadily 
at Juice. 

Juice opened his mouth again, but he couldn’t speak. He closed 
it and opened it and kept opening and closing it. His throat swelled 
and jerked, but he couldn’t utter a word. 

You get in that wagon,” said Badgley, “or 111 shoot your guts 
out.” 

Juice put his hand to his forehead and rubbed. He opened his 
mouth wide again and then closed it and stamped his foot. Two 
policemen came up and took hold of him and turned him around 
and tried to haul him towards the van, but he dug his heels against 
the pavement and braced himself. They tugged hard at his unwieldy 
bulk and one of the policemen kicked at the calf of his leg. 

Egan had been standing in the doorway of the apartment house, 
checking out the prisoners. He came pushing up. 

Get the others in first,” he told Badgley and turned to the line 
of prisoners. ^ 

Come on, he said, “come on, come on. Stop dragging your 
drawers.” Delilah was nearest and he took her by her two arms and 
yanked her forward. She stumbled and almost fell on her face. 

Come on you tramp,” he said. “Hurry up, come on, hurry up. 
Hurry up. Hurry, hurry, hurry, up. Hup. Hup. Hup. Hupup.” 

Juice stood still. The two policemen held him and he stood with 
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his heels shoved against the pavement. The line wound around him 
hastily and disappeared into the van. 

‘‘What’s the matter with you?” asked Egan. 

Mr. Middleton put his pink face out of the van. “If you’ll let me 
tell you/’ he said. 

“Keep where you belong/’ roared Badgley. He waved his gun and 
leaped on the step and shoved Middleton into the van and slammed 
the door. 

“I can’t ride there/’ said Juice. 

“We haven’t got no limousine at our disposal/’ Egan said. 

“I’ll go in the subway.” 

“What do you think this is, a party?” 

“Please, I don’t mind going. It’s not that. If you’ll just take me 
there in the subway or walk.” 

Egan removed the handcujffs from his service belt. “Hold out 
your right hand,” he said. 

“I had an accident,” cried Juice, “and it makes me upset.” 

“Hold out your hand.” 

Juice put out his right hand and Egan fastened one cuff. 

“I really can’t, mister of&cer,” cried Juice. “Honest to God, I get 
upset in a car.” 

“You should have thought of that before you broke the law,” 
said Egan. He felt safer now that the handcuffs were on. “We’ve 
got no conveniences to treat you special. I got to do with you like 
what the law says, like with the others.” 

“It upsets me something terrible after the accident I had.” 

We don t have no accidents,” said Egan. “We drive careful.” 

Egan began to pull him towards the van by the handcuffs and 
Juice walked along slowly, like a led bull. 

“I can’t do it.” Juice shook his head rapidly. “You’ll see. I can’t 
do it.” He spoke rapidly. His small eyes were coated with worry 
and his forehead was wrinkled. “I can’t do it no matter how I want. 
You’ll sec. I can’t.” 

Badgley still held his gun. It had been an unnerving afternoon of 
business for him all around. He brought the barrel of the gun up 
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high and then slammed the butt down on Juice’s shoulders. “Thatll 
help you/’ he said. 

Juice stumbled forward under the blow and then pulled himself 
to a stop and turned his big, anxious face. “No it won’t,” he told 
Badgley. You 11 see. It won’t. It’s just that I can’t no matter how 
much I want.” 

Egan led Juice to the front of the van, just behind the chauffeur, 
and locked the handcuffs around a ring in the wall. Juice had to sit 
twisted around, the top of his body toward the wall and the lower 
part facing into the van. A policeman was seated alongside him. 

I m telling you,” said Juice, “this is exactly the wrong thing for 
my condition.” 

I got to take care you don’t make trouble,” explained Egan, “You 
know that.” 

Juice rattled the cuffs impatiently. 

“It’s the wrong thing,” he said. “You’ll see, I can’t help it. It’s 
wrong.” 

“I can’t help it either,” said Egan. He pulled the handcuffs to 
make sure they were tight. “Just try to behave yourself. We’ll go 
slow and careful for you.” ' 

As soon as the door of the van was locked and the motor started, 
Juice stood up and turned his back. He crouched low over his 
locked hands. His big buttocks bulged in the air. 

“That’s some billboard,” said the policeman sitting next to him. 

Nor was he a callous man. He was young and so homely as to be 
appealing, red-headed with large, nearly pink freckles all over his 
flour-white face. It was just that all Juice meant to him at the mo- 
ment was business. 

The policeman laughed at his remark, but no one else did. All 
but Bauer looked at Juice with frightened eyes. Bauer sat at the far 
end, nearest the door, his head in his hands. 

Juice put his face on his fastened wrists and rolled his face back 
and forth over his wrists. He was shuddering and gasping. His 
breath came in big, noisy quavers. When the van jerked into mo- 
tion, he let out a short, wild howl. He rolled his face faster over his 
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wrists and his whole body shuddered. He drew in his breath with 
shivering gulps and then let it howl out through his tightly shut 
teeth. It was a deep howl and it stretched down deep into those in 
the van. 

“For Christ sakes/’ the young policeman said. 

Mr. Middleton leaned towards him. “I think,” he said, “if you 
release him, hell be better,” 

“Who’s going to hold down a big Polak like that.?” 

“I don’t know what to do,” said Mr. Middleton and settled back 
against the wall slowly, worried and shaking his head. 

“Shut him up,” shouted Bauer suddenly. He still kept his head 
in his hands and shouted through his hands. 

“You guys certainly got lots of advice to give out,” said the 
policeman. He had to speak loudly to make himself heard. 

“Shut him up ” shouted Bauer at the floor, “or 111 go crazy 
myself.” The thought that he had done this to Juice was too much 
for him. “Shut him up! Shut him up! Shut him up or I’ll kill 
myself!” Bauer didn’t lift his head from his hands. With each 
shout, he dug his head deeper into his hands. 

Delilah was sitting pressed against the wall of the van. Her 
head was high and her large, pain-stained eyes stared sightlessly 
at the jolting, creaking ceiling of the van. She was thinking of 
the schools she had been to and how hard she had worked to suc- 
ceed in the schools and how hard her parents had worked to send 
her. Her brown face had become a thick yellow. She had her 
hands folded over her arms where they still hurt from Egan’s grasp. 
Her chin quavered and she put her trembling lower lip between 
her teeth and held it there. “I will not feel sorry for myself,” she 
told herself. “I will not, will not, will not, will not give them the 
satisfaction.” The tears ran abruptly out of her eyes and fell down 
her face. 

“What are you two guys trying to do, enjoy yourself?” said the 
policeman to Bauer and Juice. He sat back and crossed his legs 
and folded his arms over his chest. “Go ahead and pl<iyj” he said. 

The van, followed by a long line of curious auto drivers, howled 
down Edgecombe Avenue and down Seventh Avenue and into 
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Central Park. Bauer had begun to sob, and Mr. Middleton raoved 
over next to him and tried to comfort him. Bauer didn’t lift his 
head from his hands. “Let me alone,” he said. “All I want is, let 
me alone. Bauer shook his head violently in his hands and twisted 
away as far as he could. 

The howling kept on, across to Park Avenue and down Park 
Avenue. The policeman on the back step banged with his nightstick 
against the mesh of the door and Egan and Badgley, sitting up 
front with the driver, hammered against the rear wall with their 
fists. 

They re having a Polak party,” announced the policeman next 
to Juice. 

Juice was trying to pull himself loose from the handcuffs. He 
pulled and howled and pulled again. Between howls, his breath 
sucked and rattled in the air. He howled like an animal. The hand- 
cuffs broke the skin of his wrists, but he did not seem to notice. 
He pulled and howled and slumped exhausted against the bench 
and then forced himself up and pulled and howled again. As debris 
of the business game he didn’t look human any more. His long, wet 
black hair had fallen over his face and his small eyes rolled in the 
mat of it, looking red as blood. He shook the whole van and then, 
finally, he slumped against the bench and his whole body went 
stiff. His legs kicked out under the bench opposite and he lay 
there sprawled for a moment, his body stiff and swollen looking. 
A deep breath blew into him and he held it endlessly and then he 
exploded it out. He took another deep breath and fainted. 

The silence lasted a long time. The feeling of sickness lay in it 
like an echo. The sick feeling cleared slowly and Bauer turned 
his face towards Mr, Middleton. He still held his hands around it. 
“Is he dead?'" he whispered through his fingers. 

Mr. Middleton was startled. He had been so relieved at the 
silence he had not thought of that possibility. “Is he dead?” he 
called to the policeman at the far end. 

The policeman looked at Juice. He saw the man was breathing 
slowly and heavily. “I hope so,” he said. 

Bauer shuddered and stuck his face deeper into his hands. 
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Juice was still unconscious when the van arrived at headquarters 
downtown. He was left in the van until an ambulance could come 
for him. 

Before being booked, the women were put into one room and 
the men into another and questioning began. Egan had told Fog- 
garty someone in the bank had telephoned the tip for the raid; so 
they went through the women first, asking the women who ran 
the bank and if anyone had had trouble with him. 

The Italian and Spanish women said '‘no spikka ingless.” The 
others said they didn’t know the place was a policy bank. They 
had just gone there to visit friends. The women were frightened. 
Nothing like this thing of being taken to headquarters and ques- 
tioned like regular criminals had ever happened before in a policy 
arrest. 

Foggarty noticed the tear stains on Delilah’s face and decided 
she would be the easiest to break down. He ordered her into his 
office and took Egan with him. "You’re a damn fool,” he told her. 

She had stood quietly, her face emotionless, her long, beautiful 
hands folded before her and hanging down her skirt like vines. 
Now she stirred, but she made no answer. A thought lay deep in 
her. She did not know what it was. It grew bigger and clearer 
and more disturbing and still she did not know what it was. It lay 
heavily on the tip of her brain. 

"We’ve got enough on you to send you away for a long time,” 
said Foggarty, "but we’re ready to forget it if you tell us who runs 
the bank and if any of the men in the place is against him.” 

"I have never dohe anything wrong,” she replied, forcing her 
voice to remain firm. "I am a "graduate of Hunter College and I 
know the law and I know my rights under the law.” 

"You went to college and learned tb be a fresh nigger, is that it.?^” 

The words released the thought on the tip of her brain and she 
cringed. That’s what the thought had been, a "good nigger” cringe. 
She forced it down in her violently. 

"Of course ” Delilah said. "That’s why my mother and father 
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both got down on their knees and worked to send me to college, 
to be a fresh nigger who knows her rights.’’ 

“I don’t care to hear your troubles,” said Foggarty. “I’ll take it for 
granted you got them. We all have. Answer my questions, that’s 
all. I am not interested in what you were doing in the bank. All 
right, I’ll stipulate you were visiting a friend or waiting for a 
street car, whatever you say. But you had better tell me what I 
want to know unless you feel like going away for a year for 
peddling your tail.” 

Her hands clasped more tightly as she cringed inside her, and 
her large eyes closed swiftly and opened. Again she forced the 
cringe down in her. The effort was exhausting. Fler hands parted 
and swung listlessly and she stood listlessly, but she didn’t say 
anything. 

“You were known to have solicited,” Foggarty said. “You’re a 
known street walker.” 

“A real, regular mocha tart,” said Egan. 

“We’ve had an eye on you for a long time, sister,” Foggarty 
told her, “and this is where we got you. We have a nigger stool 
for the vice squad who says you solicited him and he paid you a 
dollar and got a clap to prove it.” 

“I’ll find a hundred more in Harlem with the clap from you,” 
said Egan. 

Delilah looked at Egan coldly. It was not a successful look. 
There was too much triumph in it. She could not express her con- 
tempt for her torturers confidently. It had to be triumphant 
contempt. “Are you, too, entrusted with the enforcement of the 
law,” she asked Eg^, “a man of your sort of quality, too?” 

“That’s the business I’m in.” 

“We all enforce the law,” said Foggarty, “and we don’t take 
nigger lip. If you want to be a fresh nigger, go ahead and see what 
happens.” 

It was unfair. She could not keep fighting down the cringes 
in her forever. “God will get you,” she cried in a small, trembling 
voice. “God is watching the both of you.” 

Foggarty was a devout, that is a fearful, Catholic. It angered 



TUCKER PEOPLE 


274 

him to hear God mentioned by a Negro. “In the meantime/' he said 
angrily, “you can watch me put down in the book that you were 
paid off in marked money. That's what happens to fresh niggers. 
They get paid off in marked money and Egan found the marked 
money hiding under your titties.” 

“It was a happy hunting ground,” Egan said. He leaned forward 
and chucked Delilah under the chin. “Wasn’t it, my little coal 
mine?” he asked. 

Delilah’s head snapped up. Her eyes flashed like dagger blades. 
Then her head sank to rest and she stood listlessly and looked at 
the two men listlessly. 

A litde later a detective came into the room where the men 
were being held and wanted to know who Bauer was. Bauer had 
not been asked for his name yet and had thought of giving a false 
name. But Pie-Eye and Murray and Mr. Middleton and the two 
Cubans all glanced at him involuntarily and the detective said, 
“Come with me.” 

Bauer was taken to another room. A telephone was put in his 
hand and Foggarty, at the other end, asked him where he lived 
and whether he was married and how many children he had and 
how old they were and to say, “What are you tr/ing to do, trick 
around with me?” 

After that, he was taken into Foggarty’s office. Badgley was 
there now, along with Egan and Foggarty turned to them and said, 
“This is our man.” 

“He give us the tip all right,” said Egan. 

Bauer stopped short. He saw Foggarty smiling at him in a 
friendly way, but the friendliness of the smile did not mean any- 
thing to him. All he thought of was that they were working for 
Guinea Joe Minch to find out who had tipped over the bank and 
to tell Guinea Joe Minch who had tipped over his bank. 

“Sit down,” Foggarty said cordially. “You gave us information 
and we appreciate it. We want to know about this argument you 
had with Leo Minch, what it’s about, that’s all.” 
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Bauer walked to the chair slowly. He had felt himself break into 
pieces. He was all squeezed up inside and he thought he had to 
squeeze to hold himself together. 

“What’s happening there that you want to quit your job,” asked 
Foggarty, “and what’s going on that he won’t let you? That’s 
why you called me up after you run out on him, and said you 
quit. Wasn’t that why?” 

Bauer was a long time in working words through his throat. 
“I don’t get what you’re talking about,” he said at last. 

“What are you so worried about?” asked Foggarty. “Just take 
it easy. You’re our friend, giving us this information. We’ll be your 
friend.” 

Who ever heard of such a thing in a lifetime! thought Bauer. 
A man tries to live by the law and the law turns him over to 
gangsters to be killed. A thing like that! Did anybody ever hear 
of a thing like that in their whole life? “I was up there to ask 
for a job, that’s all,” he said. “I never phoned you in my life.” 

Foggarty looked at him a moment. He thought how easy it would 
be to break down a man like Bauer. He couldn’t resist trying. 
‘‘Who said anything about a phone?” he asked. 

“Why you did. You did. You know you just did.” Bauer was 
frightened. He couldn’t remember now whether Foggart}/ had said 
the tip was telephoned. 

“No I didn’t. You see, we got you there right away. If you knew 
the information was phoned without my saying, then it’s because 
you phoned. But that’s all right. We appreciate your helping us.” 

“You said just a minute ago, that’s why I called you up.” 

“Well, I’m glad to hear you’re admitting you called me up.” 

“I didn’t. You said. That’s what you said. You think you can 
twist me up and make me say what I don’t want to say. But you 
can’t.” 

“Why don’t you want to say? What makes you not want to say?” 

“I didn’t mean that. You know what I meant. I meant say what’s 
not so, twist me up I meant, so I don’t know what I’m saying and 
say whatever you say, what isn’t so.” 

Foggarty laughed. 



tucker’^ people 


276 

“You ought to hear yourself talk/’ Badgley said to Bauer. 

“He’s a regular goof,” said Egan. 

Bauer’s frightened stare went slowly from one smiling face to the 
other. 

“Now look,” Foggarty said. “We know, we know, you can’t kid 
us by stepping into a new lie every time you open your mouth. 
We know you want to quit Leo Minch and he isn’t letting you 
and you called us up, me up, for that and all we want is a little 
more. Just why you’re quitting and why Minch don’t let you. Did 
one of the other banks offer you more money and Minch is afraid 
you will take some business away from him if you leave? Is 
that it?” 

This was what Foggarty wanted to believe and strove to believe. 
If it were just that, if Tucker were not mixed up in it somewhere, 
then Foggarty would not have to make up his mind about Hall. 
He could just keep on thinking about Hall and thinking and 
thinking until it was too late to do anything and the decision had 
been made for him. Foggarty did not like to take chances. He was 
not a gambling man. He was a businessman. 

Yes, thought Bauer, he wants to know a little more and a little 
more and then they tell Joe and then a little more and Joe is wait- 
ing for me, maybe when I get home, and a little more aiad a little 
more and a little more, up, up, up, up to me, shooting, shooting. 
In my back. He said he would kill me and he will. He’s a killer 
and he’ll kill me. “Who’s this Minch you’re talking about?” asked 
Bauer. 

Foggarty thought how easy it would be to get Bauer to say yes, 
that was it, he had been offered a new job and Leo was afraid 
he’d lose business by letting him go, so there had been a fight. All 
he had to do to get Bauer to admit it was to have Badgley pull 
Bauer’s head back by the hair and to have Egan rap him once 
with a billy over the Adam’s apple and he’d admit it, all right, as 
soon as he could talk. And it would be good to hear someone tell 
him he was right in believing what he wanted to believe. 

“I was up there looking for a job,” said Bauer, “and that’s the 
first time I was ever there in my life.” 
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Foggarty made a gesture of impatience and scowled threaten- 
ingly. 

“I was waiting for someone to interview me for a job,” said 
Bauer, “when these two men came in and deafed me. Broke my 
ear just like that, without thinking a minute what it means to me 
to be crippled the rest of my life. All right, that’s my statement 
that I give out and will sign.” 

“I think/’ said Badgley, “I better go to work on the other par.” 

Foggarty held up his hand. He had suddenly developed an active 
distaste for Bauer. “What the hell is the use,” he said^ “We know 
the story all right. Get him out of here before he wets his pants 
and spoils the paint on my chair.” 

Foggarty was afraid that if Bauer were forced to talk, he might 
not stick to his lie. He would tell the truth and Foggarty feared 
the truth and did not let himself speculate about it. If he had let 
himself think about it, he would have known Bauer could not be 
so frightened unless Guinea Joe were involved. But, if the Guinea 
were involved, Foggarty would have to make a decision right then, 
right there, and whatever he decided would affect the remaining 
years of his life, even the pension he would retire on. “Why should 
we do a lot of work to hear what we know already,” he told himself 
and felt relieved and, because of his relief, decided he had done 
the right thing. 

He waved Bauer out of his sight and out of his life. 


XIV 


The counterman in the diner across the street from the bank, 
who had asked Egan if he were a member of the police force, 
made money on the side as a collector for Leo. He took bets from 
his customers who wanted to play the numbers. As soon as he saw 
the police van, he telephoned his controller who telephoned Edgar 
in Leo’s oflSce. 
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Leo **got Joe on the. phone 'first and Joe said he couldn’t believe 
It, it was ^ impossible. Then Joe, said not to worry and he 'would 
take care of everything because' this was the combination’s end of 
the business. ‘‘J^st take it easy and go home,” he told Leo. “You 
don’t have .to do a "thing.” • # . ” 

After that, Leo’ called Wheelock arid WKeelock, too, said he 
couldn’t believe it, it wls impossible.^ 

“^fter it’s done, they can’t do it, is that it?” cried Leo. “Well, 
d^mn itf the joke stinks. I’m on my way there now.” 

Leo thougjit 'he might be able to do jDUsiness with^ the police. 
But Wheelock told him ■ not to try or it would* spoil -everything 
and just to find out which squad had made the raid and to meet 
him in Joe’s office in twenty* minutes. 

By the time Leo got to the bank*, the police had gone. He went 
upstairs and found a patrolman guarding the empty bank. Leo 
didn’t recognize him. 

“Beg your pardon,” he said, “wrong apartment I guess,” and 
went downstairs and drove to Joe’s office. 

Wheelock was there. “The raid is a black eye for the whole com- 
bination,” said Wheelock, "“and I’ll show you, Mr. Minch, how 
we’re going to make a good thing, out of it.” 

“All right, show,” cried Leo. “That’s what I want to see. How? 
How? Not to worry. That’s all you say. I tell myself that fof my 
dizziness. I get my brains knocked out and you tell me riot to 
worry, you’ll put them back, maybe.” ‘ ; 

Joe lifted his hand and started to say something. “Keep quiet,” 
shouted Leo. ‘“Let me talk for a minute, too.” He turned back 
to^Wheelock. “Is that what you’re going to do, tell me not to worry 
and all the' time the business gets blown up and my people go to 
jail? Why shouldn’t I worry? I come in on the combination because 
you say you’re big shots with the right of way and what happens 
the very first crack out of the box? Raid!” 

Joe tried to interrupt again and Leo waved him down. “Shut up,” 
said Leo, “Can’t you shut your big mouth for one minute?” 

Wheelock was pained by this display of' bad manners. “You’re a 
vtxY excitable man, Mr. Minch,” he said. 
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*'Yes?’’ Leo wagged one finger in his face. ‘‘And let me tell you 
sbmething, I didn’t have a raid in four years in my business and 
the minute* you start up with me, there’s two. Two in two weeks. 
What kind of a thing is this? Two raids and 527 hits. Is this bad 
luck, or what should I think? First you tell me you’re big shots with 
the’ right of way, flags on them, and then you tell me not to worry 
if your okay, you’ll pardon me, stinks. Stinks! Plain stinks! Should 
I believe you? Answer me. Why should I believe you? Would you 
believe you in your place? I mean in my place. Your place, I meap. 
Answer me! Wquld you?” ’ « 

“You’ve put your finger on it, Mr. Minch,” Wheelock said 
calmly. “The way you feel is the way the whole policy - market 
and the trade, too, feels. They’re all watching us. Now we can 
show just what we can do and prove for everybody, the market 
and the trade, just how we can operate.” 

“All right, what can you do?” 

. “We’re going to have the magistrate, whoever he is, throw out 
the case tonight, whatever it iSi No postponements; no bail. The 
hearing tonight and bang! out it goes. And as soon as we can, 
maybe tomorrow, the detectives who made the raid, whoever they 
are, .1 don’t care, or who’s in back of them, I don’t care, they’ll 
be brokeJti into uniform and pounding a beat.” 

“Can ’you do all this?” 

“You’ll see,” cried Joe. “You’ll see the kind of people you got 
working on your side and what kind of strength they got in 
them.” 

“I’m looking,”. said Leo. ^ 

Wheelock said he would take care of the court end and told 
Joe to see that the prisoners were brought in for arraignment as 
quickly as possible. Leo asked how Wheelock was going to get to 
the magistrate. . 

“I don’t mind telling you,” Henry replied, “if you really want 
to know. But I should think the less you know, the better you 
would like it.”, 

“It’s a trade secret?” 
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“Well, after all, that’s one of the things we’re selling to the 
combination and we don’t like to give it away.” 

They were all to meet at eight o’clock in Ruddy’s bonding ojffiice 
alongside magistrate’s court and go into court together. Leo went 
to his own office, but he couldn’t stay there long. He was too 
worried about his employees. He thought Juice might have pulled 
over the wjiole patrol wagon and that Bauer, too, might have 
become excited and made trouble. 

He went to the station house nearest the bank where the prison- 
ers should have been booked. They weren’t there. They hadn’t 
been there. He went upstairs to Detective Captain Milletti’s office. 
Milletti said the first he had heard of the raid was at four o’clock 
when the patrolman on the beat came in off tour. 

“All I know is they came from downtown,” he told Leo. 

“Downtown where ? ” .t. 

“The main office. Foggarty’s squad.” 

“What’s this? Why there?” 

“I don’t know,” said Milletti angrily. “I don’t know a damn 
thing what the hell the whole thing is all about.”' 

Leo drove downtown to police headquarters. But he just hung 
around. He didn’t know Foggarty and was afraid to talk to him. 
He had thought he might see Joe, but Joe didn’t seem to be 
around. 

Then he called Wheelock’s office. Wheelock wasn’t there. The 
office didn’t loiow where he was and didn’t expect him back. After 
that, Leo drove uptown to Joe’s office. Joe wasn’t there either. 

“Did you ever see two such people for getting lost all of a 
sudden?” he cried to himself. 

He went back to his own office and called Wheelock again and 
called Joe and left word for Joe to call him back as soon as he 
came in. After that, he called Sylvia and said he wouldn’t be home 
until late. 

“When do you think you will be?” she asked. 
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“How do I know when? When I’ll be there, I’ll be there. Must 
you ask foolish questions to waste my time all the time?” 

“What’s the matter with you?” said Sylvia. “You never think of 
talking to me like a person any more.” 

He hung up angrily and sat fuming a long time. 

Leo was at Ruddy’s office at 7 o’clock to keep the 8 o’clock 
appointment. He waited impatiently. He sat and stood and walked 
up and down and leaned against a desk and looked out the window 
and went out into the hall and looked down the stairs and came 
back and watched the street from the window. 

Ruddy was in and out of the office. “Are you having a fit for 
Christmas?” he asked. 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean I can’t work with you dancing on my head.” 

“I’m sorry,” Leo said. “These people make an appointment and 
then they don’t care what happens.” 

When Wheelock arrived, a few minutes before eight, Leo 
pounced on him. “They’ve been taken downtown,” said Leo. 

“I know. It’s all right.” 

“They didn’t used to do that before. Never. It’s unheard of.” 

Wheelock smiled. He looked very confident and reassuring. “A 
main office squad made the raid,” he said, “so they took them to 
the main office. That’s routine.” 

“No, you can’t get away with telling me that. It’s not routine 
they should be treated like crooks, little people like that, working 
for a living.” 

“I don’t see what difference it makes where they’re taken.” 

“You don’t see? What do you mean you don’t see? The minute 
there’s Tucker’s name in it, they treat us like crooks. We got to 
suffer because Tucker’s name is in it. That’s what I see.” 

Wheelock smiled again. “You’ll see something else in a little 
while,” he said. “It won’t be suffering.” 

Then Joe came in. He looked tired. He had his coat unbuttoned 
and his hat far back on his head. He said he had finally got all 
the prisoners together and they were downstairs in the pen, await- 
ing the hearing. Leo wanted to know what “finally” meant and 
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W'heelock explained that Juice had had to be gotten out o£ a 
lospital. 

'‘He’s all right,” said Joe hastily, “just a little weak on the pins. 
[11 tell you something, it’s harder to get a guy out of a hospital 
;han out of jail. It took practically the mayor.” 

Then Leo wanted to know from Joe why his people had been 
laken downtown. 

“That’s not what’s worrying me,” Joe said. “That’s simple. The 
main ofSce, a Capt. Foggarty, may God cook his guts good, got 
the tip over the phone and the thing is, who gave him the tip? 
That’s the worry. Who’s the bastard that done it and what for?” 

It came to Leo suddenly that Bauer had done it. He had been 
thinking that all afternoon, but he had not been aware of the 
thought. Bauer had done it Thursday, when he was home ill. 
No, not Thursday. Saturday, when Leo had told him to stay 
home, 

“When did the tip come in?” asked Leo. 

“They got it Thursday morning over the phone.” 

Yes, thought Leo, Bauer! But he had looked sick on Friday. No, 
only sick with fear that he would be found out. He had come 
in Friday only so that no one would suspect what he had done. 

“I was told by the fellow who made the raid, this fellow, Egan, 
that it was just one of those things that come in over the phone,” 
said Joe, “and Foggarty don’t know who done it either.” 

Leo remained silent. There’s going to be trouble, he thought. 
There’s going to be terrible trouble if Joe finds out, God knows 
low much trouble. He didn’t want to be responsible for it. 

“Mr. Egan sounds quite obliging,” said Wheelock. 

“Yes, he’s scared to death what’s going to happen wheii' we go 
.0 work and he’s trying to be friendly. He’s a nice fellow.” 

“Are they trying to find out who the tipster was?” 

“I guess so,” said Joe. “I don’t know, you know how those things 
ire.” 

Joe felt pretty sure a man named Ficco had telephoned Foggarty, 
ither Ficco or one of the sorehead bankers. Ficco had worked in 
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beer for Tucker a long time and he had been pushed out recently 
by the new people in the brewery. Joe had heard Ficco had got a 
small organization together and was looking for something to do 
with it. 

“They think it might be someone in the bank,” said Joe. “Any- 
way, Egan threw out a kind of a hint like that.” Joe didn't believe 
it. He knew if the tip came from Ficco the police wouldn’t tell 
him. They weren’t sure what Ficco’s connections were. He had 
been an important man. Maybe he still was. Why should they 
risk making him sore.? 

“No,” cried Leo. 

Wheelock looked at him sharply. “How do you know it’s not 
someone in the bank?” he asked. 

“I know. Nobody in my bank would do this to me.” 

Joe became interested. He believed it was Ficco, but he would 
have liked not to believe it. Ficco meant a lot of trouble. “Not 
even this fellow, what’s his name,” he asked, “the one I had to 
talk to?” 

“No,” said Leo, “not him, not anybody. They wouldn’t do it to 
me and I wouldn’t believe it if you showed me on black and 
white.” 

“I guess you’re right.” Joe wondered if he should tell Leo about 
Ficco. He decided Leo was too excitable. Nothing could be gained 
by telling him now. But he’d tell Wheelock all right. He’d let 
Wheelock stew in it and give himself the needles over it. “They’re 
all crazy about my brother over there,” he said to Wheelock. “I 
saw it myself.” 

“That man’s name was B^uer,” said Wheelock. 

“Bauer’s worked for me more than two years,” cried Leo. “I know 
he wouldn’t do a thing like that to me.” 

“Jews lived in Germany a thousand years.” 

“What’s that got to do with it?” 

“I don’t trust Germans,” said Wheelock. “They’re mad dog 
They go along quietly and then, all of a sudden, they go berserl 
crazy. They act like animals.” 
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“Well, maybe. But Bauer is no Nazi. He’s a clean-cut American 
boy born in this country and he wouldn’t do a thing like that to 
me.” 

Leo had decided he would handle Bauer in his own way. It would 
be better with Joe out of it. 


Magistrate’s court was crowded with people, with their worried 
faces and their small, worried sounds and with the smell of them 
and of their clothes and of disinfectant. The people looked strange 
and, also, sad and poor. They looked more like sweepings than 
like people. They crowded the benches nervously and the large 
room seemed to steam with them. The air was colored yellow by 
the electric lights and whispering rose through it like the sound 
of steaming. 

Wheelock led the way down the aisle toward the railed-off 
enclosure before the magistrate’s bench. Leo followed and Joe was 
in the rear. Someone in the crowd caught Joe’s attention. The man 
was sitting with head averted. The back of his neck and the set 
of his head appeared familiar. Joe slowed his step and looked care- 
fully, but the man did not turn his head and Joe could see only 
the side of his face. The side of his face did not look familiar. 

When Joe reached the railing, Wheelock and Leo had already 
passed beyond it. “Attorney,” he said. The attendant let him go by. 

The enclosure was swarming with lawyers and uniformed 
attendants and policemen and detectives with badges pinned to 
their coats, all walking and talking quietly so as not to interfere 
with the case being heard — an assault and battery case. The com- 
plainant, an old Italian with a dark, gray moustache, was on the 
stand. His arm was bandaged and in a sling. The defendant, a 
young Italian, his eyes downcast, stood between two court attend- 
ants. 

Wheelock was talking to the clerk at the table before the magis- 
trate’s bench and Leo had found a seat against the railing. He 
was crouched on the edge of it, leaning forward and looking around 
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nervously, trying to see the magistrate. Judge Garrett was a small 
man. He sat scrunched in his chair so that it was hard to see him 
over the bench. All that could be seen was his thin, white hair 
and his pink forehead and the tops of his pince-nez. 

Joe sat down beside Leo and suggested the bank should work 
out of his own apartment for the next few days anyway. He said 
he lived there all alone and there was plenty of room. He had 
decided that, if Ficco had really begun to operate against Tucker, 
then it would be safest to put the bank where it couldn’t be found 
easily. 

“But I’ve already rented another place on Edgecombe Avenue,” 
said Leo. They spoke in low tones, putting their lips close against 
each other’s ears. 

“Well use it later,” said Joe. “I think we ought to duck our 
heads a little bit until we find out what happened here, I mean 
who’s responsible for what happened, so we can tell what we’re 
up against and do something about it.” 

Leo felt the sooner die bank was settled in a permanent place, 
the better for the business. He tried to think of a way to tell Joe 
that hiding the bank was a waste of effort. But he couldn’t do it 
without bringing in Bauer. He remained silent. 

“That’s only sense, isn’t it?” said Joe. 

Leo did not answer. 

Joe stood up and looked slowly and casually out over the court- 
room. He wanted to get a good view of the man he had thought 
seemed familiar. The man was staring at him now. Joe saw all of 
his face. It wasn’t anyone he knew. At least it wasn’t anyone he 
could remember. No doubt, the free man in Germany had thought 
the same thing at seeing his first Nazi— this was someone vaguely 
familiar, but no, no one he knew, a stranger in his country. 

“I’m going out for a smoke,” Joe told his brother. 

Wheelock had left the room. As Joe started out, he saw Egan 
come in from the side room where the defendants were held. Egan 
nodded and smiled and Joe went over to him. 

“We’re on next,” said Egan. He spoke in the way Joe and Leo 
had and the way Foggarty had used when speaking to him con- 
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Sdentially— a deep, muffled tone, dropped at close range into the 
ear. 

Egan had seen Wheelock go )back to the clerk’s office. He knew 
Wheelock was Tucker’s lawyer and he wanted to meet him. He 
thought he might be able to help himself along by showing he 
was friendly. He knew he couldn’t throw the case. Even though 
Foggarty had given up on Bauer and had given up on Hall, 
he couldn’t give up on Milletti. If there were an acquittal, the 
damage done by going into Milletti’s territory and grabbing off a 
bank would rebound against Foggarty. So Egan couldn’t go too 
far with Tucker’s people, but he wanted to do something for 
them. He realized Tucker was in a position to harm him. 

'1 think,” Egan said to Joe, “we got time to get ourselves a few 
puffs if you want.” 

Joe said that was just where he had been heading, and Egan 
told him he’d take him to a spot that was quieter than the hall. 
He led the way down a corridor and through several rooms to the 
clerk’s office where Wheelock was talking to a man who stood 
behind a wire partition. 

It was a long room, deserted except for Wheelock and the clerk, 
and it smelled cleaner than the courtroom. It smelled only from 
dust and disinfectant. Egan kept looking at Wheelock and Joe 
finally called Henry over and introduced him. The clerk went 
back to his desk and the three were as if alone. 

“The complaint is drawn the usual way,” said Egan, “ ‘found with 
policy slips.’ ” He looked at Joe and Wheelock, but he couldn’t 
read anything in their faces, and he realized abruptly they were 
going to get him. They were going to beat Milletti to taking away 
his job. Egan remained silent for a moment, looking away silently 
and trying to think of what was best to say. He could feel the 
sweat squash as he wrinkled his forehead and his hand shook a 
little as he took the cigarette from his lips. 

“With a wide open complaint like that,” he said, “you can let 
in anything you want, in or out, whatever is wanted.” He thought 
maybe he could fool them into making a bargain with him on 
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the case and then, when the case didn’t come out as promised, 
it would be Badgley’s fault or Foggarty’s, not his. 

Wheelock laughed. “That’s the way you fellows respect the right 
o£ an accused to know what he is accused of. Yes, I know.” He 
wagged a finger mockingly at Egan. “Always trying to get away 
with more than the law allows.” 

“It’s not a usual case, Mr. Wheelock. But the complaint is drawn 
up usual.” 

“What’s unusual about it?” 

“You.” Egan tried to smile. He saw Joe wink at Wheelock and 
Wheelock reply with a warning shake of his head. So, he thought, 
the two of them had a party all fixed up for him, cooked and 
waiting. “The instructions I got, too,” he said. “They was in plain 
language to tie a rope around and hang them. That was the orders 
I was given to understand by the old man, by Foggarty of my 
office.” 

“You tied the rope around the wrong neck,” said Joe. 

Wheelock stepped forward hastily and pushed against Joe to 
keep him quiet. “I think we had better start back,” he said. He 
threw his cigarette on the floor and stepped on it. While his head 
was lowered towards the butt, he turned his eyes sideways and 
glared at Joe. Joe accepted his glare indifferently. 

Egan understood that, if they were going to get his job, it 
wouldn’t be out of pique or for revenge. It would be for business 
reasons. They had to make an example of him for their customers 
and for the rest of the police department. So it was up to him to 
do business, too, and bargain his way out of the spot. But how ? 
What did he have to bargain with? It was obvious they had the 
case taken care of. So there was nothing, nothing more to say, 
nothing more to do. Yet Egan wanted to hold them and talk to 
them more. The urge to hold them with him, talk to them some 
more, argue with them, show them he was a nice fellow maybe, 
make them sorry for him maybe, lifted from deep in him. But 
he knew that, too, was hopeless. What difference did it make how 
sorry they felt for him? Business was business. He stood hopelessly 
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and couldn’t think of anything except that, when they walked 
away, they would take his job with them in their pockets. 

Wheelock was smiling a goodbye at him now and turning. Joe 
had already turned. Egan raised his hand to stop them. He saw 
Wheelock’s face perk into a listening attitude. He saw Joe turn 
back to listen. Egan’s mind felt numb. All he knew was that he had 
to keep them from walking away with his job in their pockets. 
He didn’t know how he was going to do it. He didn’t know what 
he was going to say. The words he found came from thoughts he 
did not know existed. 

“I wonder,” he said, '‘if you fellows have any idea who tipped 
over your bank.” The half-question, half-observation hung in the 
air like the space between lightning and its thunder. 

He knows who did it, thought Wheelock. He’s going to tell us, 
and Joe will have something done about it and then Egan will 
know who did what was done and will have us where he wants 
us and what he will do with us, God only knows. 

And Joe, too, was terrified. He knew if Egan gave them the 
name of the informant, then he would have to do something about 
it or have something done about it. And suddenly he knew, too, 
that he didn’t want to do anything about it or want Tucker to do 
anything about it or want anybody connected with himself to do 
anything about it. If the thing were let slide, it might take care 
of itself or at least be settled without him having to make up his 
mind to settle it. But if it were known he knew who had done it, 
then he would be forced to act. All sorts of things would force 
him, and not the least powerful would be the necessity for having 
to be, as a matter of business, the kind of person those he dealt 
with in business believed him to be. 

The three men stood staring at each other. For a moment, Joe 
and Egan looked enough alike to be brothers. They were both 
big men and now their faces were flushed and their eyes were 
bright with uneasiness and their mouths hung open, Wheelock 
seemed least affected. He looked merely thoughtful. 

It’s murder, thought Egan. His words had shaken him as much 
as if he had not heard them until they were spoken. It’s murder 
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with my own hands i£ I turn Bauer over to Joe, he told himself. 
And what would be the use? What would be gained? Only $425 
a year extra for a million dollars’ worth of headaches. Besides if 
he killed for Tucker, then Tucker would own him. Egan would 
have a hold on Tucker, but Tucker would have a hold on him, 
too, and Tucker was the stronger man. Egan had a policeman’s 
notions about gangster connections. He felt Tucker had the power, 
not in himself, but in his connections, to bend Egan with his hold 
and own him. If Tucker had to break him back into uniform for 
the sake of his business, then what would stop Tucker from doing 
it if he owned him? 

Joe had been half turned and he shifted now to face Egan 
squarely. ‘Well,” he said harshly, “do you know who done it?” 

Wheelock touched Joe’s arm. His nimble legal mind had found 
a way out of the dilemma Egan’s words had thrown him into. 
“I should think,” he said, “that whoever gave the information 
doesn’t concern us, only the people who own the bank, whoever 
they are.” He looked brightly at Egan. “Why don’t you find out 
who owns the bank and tell them, if you know?” he suggested. 

“I don’t know,” said Egan. “I was just asking.” 

He was too shaken still to realize how glad he was that, although 
business had pushed him to the brink of murder, it had not pushed 
him over. 

Joe leaped at Wheelock’s way out. That’s right, he thought with 
an emotion so intense it was like joy, we can’t afford to admit 
to the police that we own the bank, not right to their faces any- 
way. “Yes,” he said to Egan. “Tell the banker. Find him, why 
don’t you, instead of bothering us.” 

Wheelock walked off and Joe followed him and then Egan went 
after Joe quickly and said, “You know yourself I got the complaint 
drawn the best I could.” 

Joe stopped. The fear in him had relaxed and he was beginning 
to feel sorry for Egan. 

“Come on,” cried Wheelock. “If we miss our place, we’ll be put 
over to last.” 

Joe began to hurry after Wheelock again and Egan went along 
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with him, his head stooped forward, his face earnest and damp 
looking. I can’t get down on my knees to them, he thought, and 
beg them with crying. “You know yourself,” he said to Joe, “I 
done the best I could so that nobody should get hurt that don’t 
have to.” 

Joe did not answer. No matter how sorry he felt for Egan, busi- 
ness remained business. 

/ 

When they got back into the courtroom, Judge Garrett was still 
hearing the assault and battery case. Joe noticed that a space had 
opened on the bench alongside the youth he thought he had recog- 
nized and he went up the aisle and crowded himself into it. 

“I got a kind of a feeling,” he said, “that I think I know you 
from somewhere.” 

The lad had a thin, dark face, so pale it looked a little green. 
He was very small and young looking and his lips and nose and 
ears and eyes and hands and feet were shaped as if by an artist. 
He had a few long dark hairs at the edges of his upper lip and 
his green-tinted cheeks were so smooth, he did not seem to have 
begun to shave yet. He wore new patent leather shoes with high 
heels- 

“I know you,” he told Joe, “from your reputation. You was 
pointed out to me once in Boyle’s.” 

“Where.?” 

“Boyle’s, on 47th Street.” 

“Where is diat on 47th Street.?” 

“A hundert and forty-seventh Street. You was shooting a game 
of pool with a short man with a belly on him. You gave him the 
15 ball.” 

“Oh yes, that’s right, a long time ago. Who said all this, did 
all this pointing?” 

“Just fellows who was there. You’re a prominent celebrity and 
they pointed you out for me to maybe get your autograph.’’ 

Joe laughed. But the boy continued to puzzle him. He had 
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thought i£ he heard him talk, he would be able to place him. He 
was sure now he had seen him somewhere and spoken to him, 
but it couldn’t have been at Boyle’s. He had been there only once. 
He wouldn’t remember the boy just from seeing him in a crowd 
at a pool room. “Are you here on a case?” he asked. 

“Sort of. One of the fellows I work with was picked up.” 

“Where do you work?” 

“I’m with Koch.” The boy saw the name didn’t mean anything 
to Joe. “Barney Koch,” he explained. “He makes book up there 
and I run for him. You might remember, in case you want to place 
a bet some time. I work the bars up there in that territory and 
Boyle’s, places like that. If you’re up there any time, I’ll run into 
you.” 

Joe promised the boy his business if he ever got up that way. As he 
walked away, the boy looked after him stolidly. His beautifully 
moulded face was vacant and hung loosely. But, when he saw 
Joe take his place beside Leo, he sniggered. To hide it, he brought 
a handkerchief to his lips and then raised it to his nose and blew 
his nose loudly. 

It’s just, thought Joe, he must carry himself like someone I know. 
He had felt at first the boy might be one of Ficco’s people, watch- 
ing to see how the case came out, but the boy’s story had been 
straight enough. If he had told it too willingly, that would be 
because he thought Joe gambled a lot and wanted the business. 
No, the kid just must carry himself like someone Joe knew. These 
kids were always imitating people they thought were big shots 
and, to tell the truth, some so-called big shots, too, were always 
imitating their pictures in the movies or in the papers. 

Their case was called then and Joe stopped thinking about any- 
thing else. 

The assistant district attorney began the hearing against Leo’s 
bank by asking for a postponement. He said it was an important 
case, perhaps involving more than a misdemeanor, and he had had 
no time for preparation. 

Wheelock argued briefly that the state had no case and that it 
would be an injustice to put his clients to the expense of getting 



292 ‘ tucker’speople 

bail. Judge Garrett ruled for the defense and, after that, Wheelock 
had nothing to do. The Judge did all the work for him. 

Judge Garrett was finishing out his term on the bench. He was 
anxious that his son should be named to succeed him. This was the 
handle Ed Bunte had used, this and the fact that Garrett owed his 
job to Bunte. 

Bunte had driven to the Judge’s ofSce in the late afternoon with 
Wheelock. He hadn’t brought the case up at all until shortly before 
they left. Then he had said merely, “Wheelock has something com- 
ing up before you that is important to me.” 

“Who is it?” the Judge had asked. 

“It’s a policy case,” Bunte had replied. “If you think you can take 
care of it without too much trouble, I’d be obliged.” 

One thing weighed with another in the Judge’s mind. A Judge, 
just as everyone else on earth, must play the business game, too, and 
must play it for profit. In some cases a Judge’s profit lay in doing 
his sworn duty. The public would reward him better than the other 
side or the reward offered by the other side for failing to do his duty 
was not great enough to be worth the disturbance to his conscience. 
However, this was obviously a minor case. Policy cases were always 
minor. The reward for failing to do his duty need not be minor, at 
least not to him. It was worth a tweak of his conscience. 

“Well,” the Judge had told Bunte, ‘If you make a point of it as a 
personal favor, if it’s a matter where you personally are interested.” 

But Bunte had known he did not have to commit himself too 
much in so small a matter as this. “I’m not personally interested,” 
he had said, “except I think I’d appreciate it as a favor to my young 
friend here.” 

“That’s what I meant, Ed,” Garrett had saida- . 

It had been left at that. ji;/’ 

Badgley was the first to take the stand. H i of entering the 
apartment “on information” and finding ten people sitting shoulder 
to shoulder around a table, each with a pile of policy slips before 
him, and six others in another room working over adding machines 
and ledger sheets with policy slips before them. 
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"‘One sought to escape and had to be prevented/’ he said. 

The Judge questioned him closely about the position of the de- 
fendants’ hands in relation to the policy slips. Badgley replied finally, 
“The best of my recollection is that some had been touching the 
slips and some had their hands on the table an inch or two away 
from the slips.” 

“What I want to know is/’ said the Judge, “to give me your best 
recollection on who was touching the slips and who was not touch- 
ing the slips.” 

“My best recollection is that some was and some was not. Who in 
particular they was, I don’t recollect, your Honor.” 

The Judge frowned. “Is this the way you ordinarily prepare 
cases?” he asked. 

“I was occupied at the time elsewhere,” said Badgley, “with the 
defendant who attempted to escape. I came over to the table later 
after Detective Egan had begun to inventoryize the evidence.” 

By this time, the assistant district attorney realized what was hap- 
pening. He was a man who had been working in the office of the 
district attorney for nearly twenty years, almost since his admittance 
to the bar. He, too, was worried about Hall. He thought that if 
Hall succeeded in putting Decker out of office, then his own job 
would be in danger unless he made some kind of a record as a little 
more than a man who did as he was told. However, he couldn’t go 
too far. Decker was still district attorney. There was always the 
chance he would be re-elected when his term was up. 

Badgley’s testimony had put it up to Egan to make the case good 
or bad. Egan sat stiffly in the witness chair. He looked directly ahead 
and answered questions in a loud voice that sounded through the 
whole courtroom He answered precisely what he was asked and 
no more and, nswered, his mind ran frantically from 

corner to corner . .. trap in which he had been caught. 

Foggarty was in one corner of the trap, Milletti in another, 
Tucker in a third and now there was the Judge, walling the trap, 
slamming it shut. He could make the case good all right by picking 
out five or six people and swearing they had had policy slips in their 
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lands and the others were only near the slips. That would make 
"oggarty happy. But it would get the Judge sore and Tucker sore 
ind they were right here before him. 

Wheelock would go after him. How did he remember these peo- 
>le? Had he taken their names and marked them down anywhere.?^ 
^hy not? 

“Not necessary,” he heard himself answer. 

He had begun to talk to himself in his loneliness, while listening 
:o and answering the Judge’s questions. 

Was his memory so good that he didn’t have to mark down such 
/ital facts and yet he did have to mark down the names of the de- 
fendants on each envelope of policy sHps? Was it? Was it? Answer! 
Was it? If he had marked down the names, why hadn’t he marked 
Linder each one whether the accused had been in contact with the 
dips or only adjacent to them? Why? Why? Answer, why! 

He could see Wheelock hollering at him and the Judge hollering 
Decause that would put the Judge in a trap and make the work 
tiarder for him and could see Foggarty hollering tomorrow and 
Milletti hollering later. 

“The truth’s best,” Egan said to himself. “The truth never hurt 
a man yet. Who has the truth ever hurt worse than lying?” He 
sought to believe that in the way those afflicted by death seek to 
Deheve in God. He turned desperately to truth. This was the moral- 
.ty he had been taught as a child. But it was also the morality that 
lad been invented before the game of marauding for pr^l&ts had 
grasped up the whole earth. Now this morality was no more use than 
i sword to an admiral — ^good for swank, good for suicide, but for 
vhat else? What use could morality be on an earth given over to 
)rofit except to ornament a life or fill a grave? Yet morality lin- 
rered in man, perhaps to make a life of hunting and being hunted 
ess intolerable to his nature, and lingered in Egan, too, and now 
le turned and clung to it. 

When the time came, Egan said stolidly that he did not remem- 
)cr which defendants had been actually touching the slips and 
vhich had been merely near them. For the sake of the record, the 
udge questioned him a long time on that point, but Egan stuck to 
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the truth. He turned his perspiring face to the Judge and said, 
‘‘That’s the best of my recollection, your Honor.” 

The Judge leaned forward, “You bring cases in here,” he said 
angrily, “without the slightest indication that you have ever been 
trained to prepare a case.” 

“Your Honor,” interrupted the prosecutor, feeling it was now his 
turn to decorate the record, “I submit, the preparation of the case is 
not the witness’s concern.” 

The prosecutor perched gingerly on the floor and the Judge stared 
down at him. 

“This man as I understand it,” the Judge said, “and, if I am 
wrong I will permit you to correct me, this man was the arresting 
oflScer, one of the arresting ofEcers. It was his duty, as far as I am 
able to discover, on seeing a crime in the course of commission, to 
assemble properly the evidence which led him to conclude, which 
indicated to him that a crime, a violation was going on there in the 
first place.” 

The prosecutor attempted to interrupt and the Judge said, “Just 
a minute, young man. The court is talking now. 

“My impression is that the duty of an ofiicer, as an officer of the 
court, is to assemble the evidence. I don’t see any evidence here that 
can be called evidence properly, not one single, clean, hard question 
of fact, only a collection of assumptions and conclusions, instead of 
facts, and deductions, instead of facts.” 

“I submit, your Honor,” the prosecutor turned direcdy to the court 
stenographer, “and I want to so state for the record that Detective 
Egan, acting on information, duly obtained a warrant and entered 
the premises. . . 

“This is all repetition,” said the Judge. 

“I want it for the record.” 

“All right, you may have it.” 

Judge Garrett made a tent of his hands and touched them to his 
lips and stared unconcernedly at the prosecutor. 

“Repeat that last part for me,” said the prosecutor to the stenog- 
rapher. 

When he had picked up the thread, he began to speak in an in- 
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dignant voice that stilled the courtroom, . . the premises known 
as Apartment 46 at 92-57 Edgecombe Avenue and found there the 
sixteen defendants, each with a pile of policy slips before them, 
what the defense stipulates is policy slips before him, some with 
his hands in direct contact with the policy slips and none with their 
hands further removed from the policy slips than two inches. That, 
I submit, your Honor, is constructive possession in the meaning 
of the law.” 

Judge Garrett took his hands down from his lips. 

‘‘Young man,” he said and looked thoughtfully at the ceiling, “a 
trial, as you know, is a search for truth. A hearing is a search for 
facts, sweet, clean, hard facts that a jury can take hold of and de- 
cide what is the truth and what isn’t the truth. I have heard no 
facts here this evening, nothinp- that can be called a fact within the 
four walls of the law.” 

“But your Honor . . 

“Silence! Address the court when the court is finished talking. 
The law on constructive possession is plain. Is it a fact that the de- 
fendant was in actual physical contact with the exhibit That is 
possession. Is it a fact that the defendant was in such proximity to 
the exhibit and is there other proof that shows, beyond a reasonable 
shadow of a doubt, that the defendant must at some time have had 
possession, in the legal sense of that word, of the exhibit.? Then, that 
is constructive possession. 

“Now, in this case, who is there to say that one of these defend- 
ants, I don’t say all, but one of these defendants, was not up there 
on a visit and was sitting at the table as a friend to keep a friend 
company and not to work on the policy slips ? Who is to say that 
and who is to say who that one is.? 

“No, the law is plain. I have heard nothing this evening to make 
me aware that a new interpretation of the law of constructive pos- 
session is in the throes of being bom amidst us. Perhaps, young 
man, we, all unbeknownst to ourselves, are witnessing the throes of 
creation and your philosophy of constructive possession that is be- 
ing created before the doubting eyes of the Philistine will prevail 
some day. But, in the meantime, I am bound by higher courts and 
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by plainly marked precedents. I am the servant o£ my master, the 
law. The case is dismissed.” 

There was a smallTBurry o£ activity as papers were written on 
and stamped and the clerk began to call the next case. Wheelock 
thought the Judge had handled the matter fairly competently. He 
was glad the Judge had criticized Egan and Badgley. It would be a 
good excuse for whoever was given the job of demoting them. 
There would be no record to search there anyway. 

Wheelock knew how that would work. Bunte would ask the party 
leader to do it and the leader would put the request for a transfer 
of Egan and Badgley to uniformed duty in with other requests from 
policemen who had gone to district leaders to get transferred to 
posts nearer their homes. They would all be sent in a batch to the 
police commissioner. Nobody would know, or at least would have 
to admit he knew, whether the requests for a transfer involved 
demotion or not. No consciences would be disturbed. The price of 
such transactions could be kept down. 

The Judge suspected Bunte had something like that in mind. He 
called Egan before the bench. '“If you bring any more cases into 
court without evidence,” the Judge said, “this court will see to it 
that you are made to learn your duty before being entrusted with 
the performance of that duty. This court is fully aware that the 
probability is a policy bank was being operated in this apartment 
and is aware of the ancient precept of law that better that 100 guilty 
should go unpunished than one innocent be punished. 

“You come here in such a way, with nothing to say, with no 
proper evidence except suspicions and conclusions without any 
probative force and tie the court’s hands. I am giving you the benefit 
of a doubt, a very small doubt, in ascribing your conduct and that 
of your fellow officer to ignorance rather than a more sinister, wil- 
ful intent to obstruct justice. You understand what Tm saying?” 

He thrust his soft, pink face forward and looked angrily at Egan. 
Egan stood stiffly at attention. He held his hat in his hand. His face 
was red and wet and his eyes were lined with blood. He didn’t think 
anything or take in anything. His mind was as stiff as his back. 

“I am saying,” said the Judge, “that you are not corrupt, just 
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dumb. But if another attempt is made by you to put this court in a 
similar position by bringing in people who are probably guilty and 
then failing to bring in the evidence against them, this court will 
bring the matter to your superior ofScers’ attention for remedial 
action.” 

The prosecutor was putting some papers slowly and angrily into 
a folder. He shoved them into place with an indignant flourish and 
slapped the folder shut. 

“He looks just like I wouldn’t take him into the combination,” 
said Leo to himself. He turned his head away quickly. He didn’t 
want to see. 
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Joe walked out of the courtroom behind Wheelock. Leo had gone 
on ahead with his employees. Joe leaned forward on the way up 
the aisle and spoke over Wheelock’s shoulder. "1 think Ficco was 
back of it/’ he said. 

Wheelock’s ‘face twisted around. He had heard of Ficco from 
Tucker, but had never met him. Joe saw Wheelock’s face like a 
blink of white light and then he was lookng again at the back of 
Wheelock’s head as Wheelock walked steadily out of the court- 
room. 

They stopped in the corridor near the door, close against the wail. 

“We’re putting Leo’s bank in my apartment for a few days until 
we make sure it was Ficco,” Joe said. 

“What about the other banks?” 

“Ficco don’t know anybody’s with us yet. Nobody knows.” 

“But still . . .” 

“I got only four rooms in my chateau. Maybe you can take care 
of the others in your places.” 

“They’re just what I need. I’ll hide them in the toilet.” 

Joe laughed. “I guess not,” he said. “I guess you’d forget and pull 
the chain.” . 

“The way I feel it would be on purpose.” 

Leo was at the far end of the hall, near the door leading to the 
street. His employees were huddled near him. He was giving them 
the address of Joe’s apartment and telling each the best way to get 
there. They were arguing about subway expresses and locals and 
street cars and buses that gave transfers and Leo’s head and tongue 
wagged earnestly. He looked like a shepherd trying to talk out his 
loneliness with his flock. 
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Wheelock stared at him and at the crowded corridor filled with 
people walking among knots o£ low-talking people. I deserve it, he 
thought. Ive been heading for Ficco for a long time. He felt a wal- 
lop of fear. His hand went nervously into his coat pocket and 
pulled out cigarettes and chewing gum. He looked at them both for 
a moment. He decided on a cigarette. He intended to put the gum 
back into his pocket. Instead, he kept the gum and threw the ciga- 
rettes on the floor. 

“Look at that,” he said. The breath blew out of his nose in a snort. 
He turned to Joe. A smile had leaped to his face and his eyes were 
bright, but they were darting from side to side. He pointed to the 
pack of cigarettes on the floor. “I didn’t want the gum,” he said, “so 
I threw away the cigarettes.” 

He laughed and looked at the gum in his hand and then, abruptly, 
threw the gum away, too. He stared helplessly. “What am I doing 
he cried. “Can you figure it out? Fm all scattered.” He looked at 
Joe helplessly and laughed helplessly and stooped and picked up 
the cigarettes and gum and put them into his pocket. 

“You ought to chew cigars,” said Joe slyly. 

Wheelock did not notice Joe had attempted a joke. He reached into 
his vest pocket and pulled out a cigar and fiddled with it fretfully. 
“If it’s Ficco,” he said. He looked along the corridor and then 
looked down at his cigar. His fretfully fiddling had cracked the 
wrapper. He rolled the broken place against the inside of his lip 
and then tamped the cigar together carefully. 

“I told Ben,” Joe said. “He is asking around and we ought to 
know for sure pretty soon.” 

The small, greenish-faced boy came hurrying out of the court- 
room. His high-heeled patent leather shoes clicked quickly and glit- 
tered against the stone floor. His narrow-brim hat was pulled down 
over his face and his coat collar was turned up. He went down the 
corridor and past Leo and out the door without looking at any- 
body, seeming not to want to be recognized. Joe decided the boy 
must have had bad luck with the Judge. 

“If it’s Ficco,” said Wheelock and stopped again and put the 
cigar into his mouth. 



A GLEICHSCHALTUNG 


301 


“So what i£ it is?” 

“It's what I didn’t like in the first place ” 

“You mean that’s what you were afraid of.” 

“Yes.” Wheelock took the cigar out of his mouth and drew him- 
self erect. “Scared to death.” 

“You’d better put that cigar away. You don’t seem to be getting 
any fun out of it, the way I see.” 

Wheelock looked at the cigar as if he didn’t know he had been 
holding it. Then he threw it on the floor. 

“I’m scared, too,” said Joe. “Tucker is scared. He is so scared he 
can’t see out of his eyes. I’m not even telling Leo a word about this 
because I am afraid he will go crazy and do something crazy.” 

“Our army certainly needs to have its diapers changed.” 

“Yes, but in a way there’s nothing much to worry about. There 
isn’t anything to Ficco. I don’t think he’s got any backing or money 
or nothing. He’s just a shooter, so what is there really to worry 
about?” 

“Only getting shot,” said Wheelock. 

“That’s not what you’re worried about.” 

“No.” 

“You know you won’t get shot. Somebody else might, but you 
won’t.” 

“I know.” 

“The other thing can’t be helped.” Joe smiled. This was one 
thing he enjoyed telling a man like Wheelock. “If something hap- 
pens to somebody,” he said, “and it’s all over the newspapers with 
all of us, with our pictures in there and so forth, well, that’s what 
you let yourself in for in the first place when you started with us. 
That’s part of the profit and loss in the business.” 

Wheelock began buttoning his coat. His face was flushed. His 
eyes danced and jerked from side to side. One cheek twitched sud- 
denly. It twitched and flicked and kept on twitching and flicking. 
He twisted his mouth far to one side to stop it and drew in his 
breath noisily. 

“You don’t have to take it so hard,” said Joe. “Maybe it’s not 
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Ficco. Maybe it’s one of the bankers we are freezing out trying to 
naake a little stupid trouble for us.” 

^It’s Ficco.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I know because my luck has all run out.” 

“That’s not the way to feel,” 

“That’s the way I feel,” said Wheelock, “and I’ll tell you this 
to think about. When the newspapers go to work on us, we’re 
going to have trouble with Bunte. I’m telling you. With Hall in 
there watching, Bunte is going to get clear of us once the news- 
papers pull us into the open and, when the protection goes, Tucker 
is going to get hard to manage, too. You haven’t studied Tucker 
up close the way I have. I know. He’s going to get fight-crazy and 
tough. It’s all going to come out in him, the whole thing, bust out 
like pus, when he’s pushed like that. That’s what I think and then 
where will all of us be?” 

Running for the rat holes, Joe thought. For a moment, he felt 
sorry for Wheelock. The man had been so poised and friendly. 
He had had an aroma of success. Then a single name dropped into 
Wheelock’s ear had hit like a bullet, Joe lifted his hand to put it 
on Wheelock’s shoulder to reassure him, but he let his hand fall 
and stood still and thought, “Me too.” 

“What I worked for, too,” he thought, “all my life.” 

There was a bubbling and spewing in him, a hectic, frothy feel- 
ing in his head. All the layers of his mind were working at once 
as he thought of what lay ahead and of what it might bring Leo 
and himself and of how he had meant only good to Leo all his life 
and how it had never worked out and how the combination would 
not work out now, how the combination was the worst of all, the 
thing he had meant to be the best thing ever for Leo, so good as to 
wipe out the memory of everything else and make up for everything 
else, was the worst, the very worst of all. 

Joe tried to speak. He found his throat choked up. He rasped it 
clear. “If there’s a situation like this,” he said, “the thing I’ve always 
found is good is not to think about it but just go ahead and do what 
you have to do.” 
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‘'Some people can’t stop thinking. I think all the time.” 

Joe’s mind was so crammed with thoughts, he found it difScult 
to choose words. "I mean not to worry ” he said. "You think what 
you have to do and do it and not to worry, not to look at the bad 
side of it, at the wrong end. Well, I guess I’m not saying it right, 
but what I mean is, the way it’s been with me is . . . Well, look. 
I’m in a business. So what? So I’m in a business and I do what I 
have to do to stay in it. That’s the law. Stay in business. Tend to 
business. Everybody does it. That’s the law for everybody. Well, 
a situation comes up and you figure out what you got to do to stay 
in business and you do it and it works out all right. And if it 
don’t work out all right, what’s the difference? Maybe it’s better 
if it don’t work out right, because that way you’re licked and out 
of business and maybe better off. I don’t know. I don’t know.’^ 

Joe felt he was talking too loud. He stopped and rubbed his 
hand against his face. The thoughts in him were too many for him. 
He couldn’t assemble them or- understand them. He had never 
questioned the business game. Business was business and everybody 
has to make a living unless he’s born rich. He had never tried to 
find out what business had done to him. Who says business does 
something to a man? A man does something to it. That would 
have been his attitude if he had ever bothered to adopt one. But 
now, now, in this crisis, his mind was turning itself inside out for 
him and he couldn’t understand what lay in it. He said things he 
couldn’t understand and thought thoughts he couldn’t understand. 

As he rubbed his face, he looked suddenly like Leo. He had the 
same sad, timid expression. It was the first time Wheelock had 
noticed any resemblance between the two brothers and he opened 
his mouth to remark on it. 

“I don’t know,” said Joe abruptly. “All my life I’ve wanted to 
get by the right way. When I was a kid, even when I was a kid 
and didn’t know better, I tried. That was my instinct, to try, to try 
and all the time there was something in my way. Every step I took. 
I want to get by like everybody else and they don’t let me. Every 
time there is always something coming up.” 

In the past, Joe could blame his "temperament” for some of his 
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failures and his rivals for others of his failures. But now he was 
confused. Now he thought his ‘'temperament” was not something 
he had made all by himself. It was something that had been made 
for him. And if it had been made for him, who could he blame? 
What was there to blame? If not himself, then who? He did not 
understand his thought and it confused him. 

“That’s with everybody,” said Wheelock. 

“No, not like this. I start something and then something always 
comes up, from nowhere, from no place. You think Ficco is the 
first time it happened in my life that I was stopped? Why should 
it be that way? Why should I be something special like that? Do 
you know?” 

“Really, everybody has the same thing. It’s business, dog eat 
dog.” 

Joe didn’t hear Wheelock. He was too rapt in the struggle to 
understand his own thoughts and in failure to understand. “No, 
I’m telling you, no!” he cried. “What’s the reason? Can you tell 
me a single reason why every time I try to go ahead regular, some- 
thing comes up to stop it, something from outside, from what 
people do to me, lawyers, businessmen, police, my own friends, my 
own brother, every time, every God damn time, like the whole 
world is against me wherever I go, in every state in the union, in 
Canada where I was, across the ocean, too, Paris, France? Why 
is it?” 

“That’s the profit system. Dog eat dog. Your loss is my profit. 
That’s the way the world is. What do you want to do, change the 
world?” 

“But why is it they don’t let a man live? Why? Look at me. Am 
I special? Am I a rat to be chased and chased and chased, I got 
to bite back and chase me again and bite back and chase me again 
and chase and chase until they get me in a corner and I bite back 
and chase and chase. Is that my Ufe, in the corner, out of the corner, 
bite, chase? Is that what life is?” 

“Ssh, take it easy,” said Wheelock. “Calm down. Everybody 
has the same thing.” 

“No, no, not the same. I want to get by Hke everybody else. So 
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vhat? So I try something. It’s good and Fm going good. But they 
lon’t let me! All right! I won’t fight. I don’t want to fight, get in 
rouble. Who enjoys trouble I give it up and try something else 
ind they don’t let me there either. Wherever I go, they don’t let 
ne. Why.? You’re smart. Why.? You got an education. Teh me 
ivhy. Do you know why from books or somewhere, why a person 
trying to get by nice and ordinary, the regular way, should have to 
ive like an animal with everything against him.?” 

Joe searched Wheelock’s face. He saw nothing in it but concern 
over the loudness of his voice. “Fm going to take that son of a 
bitch Ficco,” said Joe, “and pull his eyes out with my fingers, with 
these fingers!” He held his fingers out before him, curved like 
claws, - 

“I guess we need a drink,” said Wheelock. 

‘Aaah!” Joe straightened his fingers and flung his hand down- 
ward in exasperation. 

“It will do us both good,” Wheelock said. 

“That’s all you think of all the time,” said Joe. “I don’t drink 
when there’s work to do and you’d better do the same instead of 
sticking your head in whiskey like an ostrich.” 

“That’s a fallacy about ostriches.” 

“Yes, sure, that’s what your education taught you, nothing else. 
That’s what you learned from your books.” 

“Well,” smiled Wheelock, “ostriches really don’t put their heads 
in the sand.” 

“I don’t care what the hell they do and what you do ” Joe walkea 
swiftly down the corridor. As he passed Leo, he called out abruptly, 
“See you, tomorrow.” He opened ie door and was out and down 
the street before the door closed. 

Wheelock followed. He had his hands in his pockets and he 
walked as if he were strolling, with a slight sway to his steps. He 
halted thoughtfully beside Leo, “Well, Mr. Minch, it worked out 
all right, didn’t it.?” he said. 

Leo answered, but Wheelock didn’t hear him. He was trying to 
fix his mind on whiskey. It was difficult. 

“Good night,” said Wheelock, He bowed and waved his hand 
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gravely, including all the people around Leo in his bow and wave. 
The whiskey was clearer in his mind now. Everything else was 
fading. “I’m going to think of all the whiskey there is in New 
York,” he said to himself and smacked his lips noisily, noisily 
enough to drown all the other sounds in his ears. He saw rows of 
brown and black bottles behind bars. He thought of them standing 
silendy, waiting for him, their shapes slick and cold and their in- 
sides sdll and warm and swarming. 

He began to walk towards the bottles like a sick man looking 
for a place to lie down. 


XVI 


Leo was tired and hungry, but the problem Bauer had become 
could not be ignored and Leo forced himself to deal with it at once. 
His idea was, first, to show Bauer how wrong it had been to do 
what he had done, then how dangerous and, finally, when the man 
was all melted down, to forgive him, or, at least, put him on pro- 
bation. But he did not want to spend much time. He told Bauer 
he would drive him across town from the courthouse to where he 
could get a subway home. 

“I’m not going home,” said Bauer. 

“It must be nine, ten o’clock. Where then are you going so late?” 

“Is there a law that you have to know what I’m doing when Fm 
not working, too?” 

They had stopped on the sidewalk in front of the courthouse. 
Leo stared at Bauer until Bauer’s eyes fell. He thought of what 
this man had done to his business and to his people and to his re- 
lationship with his people. He struggled to stick to his plan for 
handling Bauer. But he ccf&ldn’t. The best he could do was keep 
his voice down. 

“Fm just about at the end with you,” he said. 

“Fine,” Bauer replied sullenly. “Now maybe you’ll let me alone*” 
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*Tm not going to fight with dirt like you. Get in my car.” 

Bauer did not move. He stood with h^d stooped sullenly. 

“You’re in trouble/’ said Leo. “You know 'that, don’t you? You’re 
in such terrible trouble that you don’t know''<i^hat trouble you’re 
in. You know that, don’t you? Get in my car and tell me where 
you’re going.” 

Bauer did not lift his head. “I’m going to get rolls for coffee,” he 
replied. 

Leo’s car was parked a short distance down the block. As they 
walked towards it, they passed a new Ford roadster in which sat 
the small, green-faced boy who was Barney Koch’s runner. The 
boy put his head out the window. “Hey, Fred,” he called, “do you 
want a lift?” 

Bauer looked at him. He had trouble remembering him. “Oh, 
hello,” he said slowly, trying to think of the boy’s name. 

“I’m going to your neighborhood,” said the boy. 

“Thanks.” Bauer shook his head. Wally, that was it. Walter 
something from Boyle’s. He waved his hand. “Fve got a lift, Wally,” 
he said and walked on with Leo. 

Leo was curious, but he refrained from asking questions about 
the boy. He didn’t want to make Bauer antagonistic again. “I kno’^'. 
where there’s a bakery near your subway,” he said as they drove 
off, “where they have wonderful rolls that they make fresh in the 
evening. We’ll go there.” 

“Do what you want,” said Bauer. “What I want is never anything 
to you anyway.” 

Leo controlled himself with an effort. “They’re your rolls,” he 
pointed out. 

The streets were black and cold. The lights sparkled frosty green 
in the dark air. Leo drove swiftly. He thought of Juice and Delilah 
with bruises on her arms and of Murray, who wanted to be a police- 
man, and of how he had given Bauer a job when Bauer had come 
to him and said his children were starving. 

“I want to tell you plain,” he said, his voice tight with the effort 
to control it, “that after what you did to me today and everybodv. 
I’m through with you from now on.” 
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^‘What do you mean?” cried Bauer. “What did I do?” 

“I mean? You know what I mean. I’m through with you. From 
now on, you’re a dog in the street to me and you better watch your 
step.” 

“That’s aU right with me.” Bauer’s voice was small. He twisted 
away from Leo and gripped the door handle with two hands. “I 
want to get out now,” he said. 

Leo realized he was handling Bauer wrong. It exasperated him 
even further. “We’re not there yet,” he said. 

^TTou can’t make me stay. I want to get out.” 

“You’ll stay and you’ll not get out.” 

“Let me out. Why don’t you let me out?” 

Leo steered the car abruptly to the curb and brought it to a sharp 
stop. “Get out if you want,” he said. 

Bauer looked at him uncertainly. He still gripped the door handle. 

“Get out,” said Leo. “Go ahead. Take care of your own troubles.” 

Bauer’s breath sounded heavily through the silence. He sat twisted 
around, looking at Leo, his nostrils gaping and closing, flinging 
open and sucking in tight. “I don’t know what you’re talking,” he 
said. His chin trembled and he turned his head away and looked 
straight before him. 

“You don’t know? That’s a good one. You don’t know nothing, 
do you, not nothing. Well, I know. I know what you did and I 
have a good mind not to help you. Get out. Go ahead. Get the hell 
out in the street where you belong. What are you waiting for?” 

Bauer remained silent. He sat with lowered head. His hands 
had fallen from the door handle and they lay lifelessly across his 
legs. 

Leo waited a moment and then put the car into gear and drove 
on. Just as he was about to tell Bauer that he was willing to help 
him if he only showed he was sorry for what he had done and 
would not do it again, he saw the bakery. “Here’s where you get 
your rolls,” he said. 

The shop was a warm-looking brighdy lit place with white light 
bouncing up from the white tile floor. Its window was empty. 
Only a gray wire basket of yellow rolls and a few brown breads 
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remained on its white porcelain shelves inside. Two stout blonde 
women stood talking near the cash register at the rear o£ the store. 
Their plump, floury skins looked pink against their white uniforms. 

Bauer opened the door of the car hastily and almost fell to the 
sidewalk. Leo looked at him startled. For a moment, he thought 
the man was going to run. 

‘‘Ill wait for you,” he said. He had decided to drive Bauer home. 
He would start over again with the man and work him along as 
he had originally planned. 

Bauer walked into the shop without answering or turning his 
head. 

The glass front of the store was wide open to the street. Leo 
could see Bauer, looking tired and sullen as he talked to one of 
the shop women while the other went behind a partition in the rear 
of the store. He saw the tired face talk and the plump, floury pink 
face answer, smiling, and whisk to a counter for a paper bag and 
whisk to the Basket of rolls while the sullen, tired face followed. 

Leo began to fiddle with the cigarette lighter on the dashboard. 
It did not work all the time. He pushed it in and took it out and 
looked at it. It wasn’t hot. Then something caught his eye and he 
saw that Bauer had slipped out of the store and was walking down 
the street, his thin body hunched close to the shadow of the build- 
ing, the white paper bag of rolls hanging luminously from his 
hand. 

“Hey,” shouted Leo. He jammed his foot angrily against the 
starter, “Dumb, rotten dog,” he mumbled. 

Bauer had broken into a slow run, as if he didn’t really want to 
run and felt there was no use running, but had to run nevertheless. 
Leo caught up with him in a moment and leaped out of the car 
and raced across the sidewalk and cut him off. 

“Why you,” he cried. Bauer looked at him mutely. Leo pushed 
him in the chest. His hand seemed to sink in. There was no fight 
to Bauer. He was all give. “What do you think you’re doing?” 
cried Leo. 

“Let me alone,” whimpered Bauer. 

“Do you know what you’re doing?” Leo tore the bag of rolls 
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from Bauer’s hand. He had thought suddenly of what Joe would 
do if he ever found out about Bauer and what Joe’s act would mean 
to him and to his whole business and to his whole life. “You want 
to live, don’t you?” he cried. He held the rolls to Bauer’s face. “You 
want to eat these rolls, don’t you?” 

“Leave me alone,” Bauer whimpered, “please.” 

The tone was different, but the words were the same Leo had 
spoken to Joe, and Leo knew it and the knowledge rose screaming 
in him. It was torture to have to do to Bauer what Joe had done to 
him. “I don’t want to hear that! I don’t want to hear another word 
like that from you!” He screamed with the pain in him and rage 
at the pain and stood shaking, his body lifting and thrusting with 
his words. He held the bag of rolls in the air and it shook in his 
shaking fist. “What you done to me today,” he cried. Suddenly he 
slapped the bag of rolls across Bauer’s face. He didn’t hit hard and 
even then he pulled back the force of the blow, but the bag broke 
and the rolls spilled across the sidewalk. 

Bauer seemed to become crazy for a moment. His face filled and 
bulged and boiled. He had raised his head high to escape the blow 
and the bag had struck against his chin. He stood now very tall, 
his head reared, and lifted both his fists into the air and stamped 
his foot. His eyeglasses quivered. He stamped his foot again and 
opened his mouth wide and a hoarse sound came from it. Then he 
turned and began to run. He stepped on a roll and leaped away 
from its soft, crushed body so violently he nearly fell. A wail broke 
from him and he ran faster, head down, his breath struggling from 
him in sobs. 

Leo felt faint with fear. He watched Bauer and then looked down 
and stood staring at the scatter of yellow rolls. Bauer’s broken breath- 
ing and the scraping noises of his feet as he ran on his toes sounded 
like the flurry of an animal plunging into hiding, 

Bauer ran straight down the block, past Wally sitting in his car 
and did not see Wally. Leo did not notice Wally either. Neither 
knew he had been following them. 
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XVII 

A CANDY Store owner, coming out to collect pennies left on the 
news stand, saw Bauer running and looked at him curiously. His 
stare slowed Bauer to a hurried walk. 

Bauer pulled out his handkerchief and buried his face in it and 
walked along blindly with long, hasty steps. “What’s the good of 
running,” he thought. “I can’t get out of it.” 

It was a vast, enormously complicated thought. It had tossed up 
from deep in him. But he did not understand it. He believed he 
meant he was sure the police had told Leo and Leo would tell Joe. 

He took off his glasses and wiped his eyes and face and blew his 
nose and put back his glasses, still going quickly with head lowered. 
His loud, rapid breathing came in sucks and bursts. He crossed a 
street head down, without looking to see if the way were clear, and 
went swifdy down stairs to the subway station. 

“Whatever I struggle,” he thought, “I hurt myself.” The com- 
plexity of the thinking in him confused his language. “It hurts me 
if I do,” he told himself, ‘if I don’t, if I do something, if I stand 
still. Whatever I do, I end up it hurts me.” 

He was pacing up and down the station platform. He became 
aware, as Egan had been aware and Leo and as most contestants 
in the business game at some time must become aware, that he had 
been made into an animal in a trap. To pace up and down like 
this made the thought too plain to Bauer. He went trembling to a 
bench and sat down. His hands fumbled nervously with his knees. 
He swayed back and forth slowly, with eyes closed, and rubbed his 
thighs. All he could think of was Joe and Joe knowing about him 
and Joe was a hard man, a man like a nail, and there was no use 
crying tears to him or crying blood to him or doing anything be- 
cause there was nothing to do that would be any good. 

He bent far forward. The thoughts went around and around in 
his head like, noise. His forehead touched his knees and he felt a 
groan rise from deep in him. He stopped it in his mouth. He could 



tucker’s people 


312 

taste it. It seemed to have been tom off from down inside him and 
to be warm and bleeding. His tongue and lips worked over the 
fleshy taste. 

“Jesus Christ!” he said to himself. He lifted his head from his 
knees. His body was still folded over his thighs, but he pulled his 
head back and stared ahead of him without seeing anything. 

A train came and stopped. There were people getting on and off. 
Some turned to stare at him. He looked like a drunk with a sick 
stomach. 

“Help a man who is good, Jesus,” said Bauer to himselh 

A man chuckled and pointed at him and said, “There’s one done 
his Christmas shopping early.” 

The prayer went out of Bauer. He had been praying with his 
mouth only. There was something in him that prevented him, no 
matter how he tried, from turning for help to his God. He heard 
the man laugh and pulled himself erect and sat still, looking straight 
ahead. The train went away and the people went away. Bauer sat 
still, thinking of nothing. 

“What’s this?” he thought suddenly. The thought was as abrupt 
as a cry. His mind had wandered away from his fear of Joe and 
had drowned in blankness. The abrupt thought, that, despite the 
emergency, he had not been paying any attention to it had brought 
Joe back to him. He clung to fear of Joe for a moment and then 
fear wandered away once more and he sat blankly. 

“What kind of a way is this,” he told himself. The fear sprang 
back into his mind. Then slowly blankness came like sea and rolled 
over it and washed it until no fear was left, only blankness, a long, 
profoundly moving, enthraUing blankness. 

“What kind of a way is this to sit here while Fm dying!” he 
cried to himself and felt fear again. Fear vaulted across his brain. 
It was gone in an instant and the blankness came rolling and wash- 
ing in its wake. The blankness rolled and washed over the floor 
on which fear had vaulted and, in the end, it washed the floor of 
fear away. Then, again, only blankness remained. 
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In the blankness lay the sum of Bauer. There lay the reasons for 
his doing what he had already done and the reasons for the awful 
thing that yet remained for him to do. It was blankness to him 
because it was too multitudinous to grasp as thought. So it became 
emotion. Each emotion was many things. There were many emo- 
tions and they all mingled into a single sea that rolled overwhelm- 
ingly and drowned even the thinking he might do. 

To see into this blankness, it is necessary to understand Bauer 
far better than he understood himself. He did not, for instance, 
understand that each man is, of course, many things. Each man is 
what he thinks he is. Then he is, equally, what others think he is. 
And a man is also what he was and what he will be and, in a 
certain sense, he is, too, what he could be. And each of these separate 
creations stands in reciprocal relation to each of the odiers and to 
the total of all the others. That, in passing, is the parsing of man, 
but of greatest concern to Bauer is that man is two things: in the 
first place, he is what he actually is; and then, he is what he has 
been made into. One of the widest tragedies of individual man in 
the misshapen, modern world is that these two—what he is and 
what he has been made into — exist in him at the same time. 

The man Bauer had been made into was, in a way, a tribute to 
the efficiency of the modern world. The modern world had left no 
inch of him unmarked. It had let no single plant grow straight out 
of the roots in his natural self. Bauer had become the modern 
world’s creature, almost from the moment of his birth into insecurity 
to parents who themselves had been twisted out of their natural 
selves by insecurity. 

As a child, Bauer’s mind, like that of all children, had gone out 
to learning. It was a sort of love, full of need and full of reward. 
The desire to learn was the root. The reaching out for learning 
was the plant. Learning itself was the flower that might bloom on 
the plant. But no flower grew, nothing that might be called a flower, 
and the plant was wrenched out. of shape because, by the time 
Bauer was of school age, insecurity had already done its work upon 
him. Insecurity breeds fear and fear is stronger than love. Some 
believe it may even be the strongest of all the forces in man. 
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There was nothing in school to help Bauer. Perhaps he was 
already beyond all but medical help. At any rate, he did not study 
to learn, he did not reach out to learn, but studied only because he 
feared his teachers and feared bringing bad marks home and feared 
to be thought stupid. Thus he studied without learning and was 
made stupid. And thus was this first great love of all mankind, 
love of learning, deformed in the boy Bauer had been deformed 
into and turned into something pathetic. 

Now the pattern was formed and Bauer went along with it. He 
remained in school because he feared leaving a place to which he 
had become accustomed and face new problems. If he had clung 
to school until the end, until, say, he had acquired a profession, 
this might have been a great adventure for him, shaking enough to 
have broken the pattern. But perhaps it would not have been. Fear 
is tenacious. There are many who are trained, for example, as doc- 
tors or teachers and practice their professions without showing any 
signs of having learned it. Fear had shut out learning from them 
and they could not shut out fear. Anyway, there is no way to tell 
if the adventure would have broken the pattern of fear for Bauer. 
He did not undertake it and he was not so situated that it could be 
thrust upon him. He was afraid to go on from high school to col- 
lege because it meant parting with the life he knew in the neigh- 
borhood he knew. Taking a job after finishing high school did not. 
He had become accustomed to working during summer vacations 
and after school hours. 

Bauer was a man with a talent for mechanics. There he had 
another chance to break the pattern. Finding an expression for his 
talent might have saved him. But, among the people Bauer knew, 
a boy with a high school diploma was regarded as educated, and 
educated boys did not work with their hands. They went into offices, 
else why had they wasted so much time in school? Besides, office- 
workers were accorded more respect than those who worked with 
their hands. 

Fear drove Bauer to do what was expected of him. Fear drove 
him to seek the respect of those around him. If he had ever had 
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to set himself against these fears, his feeling of insecurity would 
have become uncontrollable. 

So Bauer could not set himself against liis fears. He sacrificed 
his natural talent and went into an office. There, he could not suc- 
ceed. He could be merely adequate to his work. He was afraid 
to be ingenious — ^too much risk. He was afraid to assume respon- 
sibility — too much risk. He could do no more than exactly as he 
was told. Nor was the work compelling enough to a man of his 
natural talents to make him ingenious or authoritative despite him- 
self. The result, altogether, was that Bauer not only sacrificed his 
personality (as it might have been expressed through his talent 
for mechanics) in order to control his sense of insecurity, but he 
sacrificed with it any chance he had had to find security in business. 

The poison of insecurity was now in every pore of him. The love 
that entered him through Catherine had small chance from the 
start. It is true, he went out to her instantly. In another mind, or, 
as it is called, heart, Catherine might have become a great love. But 
fear drove Bauer away from her. He wanted her, so he was afraid 
he would be rebuffed. Then he was afraid to let himself want her 
because that would make his rebuff even more painful. 

Catherine happened to Bauer at a time when it was expected of 
him to go out with girls. It was a rule he was afraid to disobey. 
This drove him back to Catherine, even after he had rejected her 
in his mind. His fear of failing to go with girls was not strong. It 
would not have been strong enough to make him go out simply 
with any girl. No, if Catherine had not been there, he might easily 
have remained withdrawn fearfully from women all his life. But 
Catherine was there and he loved her. Love was the root and it 
put out a plant. It made Bauer stand before her eyes and cling to 
her presence, even after he had rejected her in his mind. That was 
the plant. Fear fastened on it and made itself strong with it and 
shaped it, and finally all that the man Bauer had become could 
know was he had gone back to Catherine because it was expected 
of him. 

And all the man Bauer had become could know was that he had 



3i6 tucker’s people 

married Catherine because he was afraid of what she would think 
of him if he did not and afraid of what people would think of him 
and afraid, too, of what he would think of himself. Equally awful, 
this was all Catherine could see of the love her husband bore for 
her. She saw the ugly, flowerless, creeping plant, not the root, nor 
the root and plant. 

The children came. He loved them. It is not natural to fail to 
love one’s own children. But children added to his responsibilities. 
Responsibilities added to his insecurity. Insecurity strengthened his 
fear and so this love, too, became twisted unrecognizably. 

What chance did any love have in this man? Leo had come to 
him with help, clumsily, it is true, but nevertheless in a moment 
of great need. Bauer’s natural self went out to Leo, but the man 
Bauer had become did not permit it. And so it was with all the 
people he knew. His natural self loved them or was willing to be 
at peace with them. Fear forced him to love no one and nothing 
and did not allow him to live at peace with anyone. The best the 
business world permits the fearful man is an armed truce. 

Yet love remained in Bauer. What one has become can govern, 
but cannot destroy what one is. Fear had twisted the plants of 
love into hate, but it could not dig out the roots. So another terror 
was added to Bauer. He was fastened by what his natural self loved 
to what was hated by the man he had become. 

His natural self loved Catherine and his children. Fear had 
twisted his love into hate. The man he had become hated them. 
Yet Bauer could not leave them. The man Bauer had become needed 
to explain this puzzling situation to himseK and explained it thus: 
if he left his family penniless, it would be a crime; he would have 
to hide from the law; he would be afraid of what his family would 
think of him for doing it; of what people would think of him; 
finally, of what he himself would think of himself for doing it. 

There was nothing of love in any of this, yet, would there have 
been any of it if there had not been love? It never occurred to 
Bauer, as he had become, that these little fears of words in others’ 
mouths and thoughts in others’ minds were not strong enough in 
themselves to fasten him to his responsibilities unless they were 
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Strengthened by love, unless actually he loved \vhat he believed he 
hated. 

In the crisis that had come to Bauer, the proof of this became 
even plainer. Now the fear o£ staying with his family and facing 
what lay before him grew violent. Yet he did not run away. He 
had to run and he did not run. What else but love could make 
such an incidental emotion as fear of what Catherine and the chil- 
dren would think of him for running away from them and fear 
of what he would think of himself for running away, such a flabby- 
bodied, unreal emotion, such an echo of unheard blame, such a 
shadow of a black look, such a tickle in the brain, such a dewdrop 
among a heart’s sweat, what else but love could make it powerful 
enough to hold him up to the face of death? No, it must have been 
love that was holding him in this crisis. 

And it was truly crisis. Bauer’s whole life had been flung into 
crisis. The first raid had set the crisis in motion. It had made Bauer 
think about his job. If he thought about his job, he must think 
about his fear of it. If he thought about his fear of his job, he must 
think of the stronger fear that had driven him to ask for such a 
job and take and work at such a job — ^fear of shirking his responsi- 
bilities to his family. If he thought of this fear of his family and its 
inordinate power — ^power enough to overthrow the whole pattern 
of yielding to convention on which his previous life had been 
formed — then he must know that he loved Catherine and his chil- 
dren and had only been made to feel hate for them. 

The knov/ledge was in him. He had ignored or refused to under- 
stand it, so it had remained hidden in his mind. But the arrival 
of the police for the first raid had been a shattering experience, 
and everything in his mind had been jolted out of hiding. Now he 
had to think of it. He had to think of everything, of what he was 
and of what he had been made into, of his whole life and his whole 
career in it, for it was all of a piece. 

The task was overwhelming. He could not sort out anything. 
Each emotion was a mingled thing, a root and its twisted plant. 
All the emotions, all the roots, and all the twisted plants had 
mingled into a matted sea-like mass and he could not untangle it. 



Instead, the mass, under pressure o£ crisis, flung and crashed in his 
mind like nothing knowable, like a force. 

His first instinct was to run. The frightened must run and Bauer, 
always frightened, always had run. But a different kind of running 
was required now. It was no longer a question of running out of 
a room or away from someone, for what he had to run away from 
was in himself. The man Bauer had been made into by environ- 
ment had to run away from the mess that man had made of Bauer s 
whole life. But the man Bauer had become was fastened to the 
life from which he now had to run. He was fastened by his natural 
self and its instinct for survival and its love for Catherine and the 
children. These were indestructible except by death. They would 
be carried with him wherever on earth he ran. So it was no use 
merely to run from a situation or a series of situations. The man 
Bauer had been made into must run from life itself. 

So, a will to self-destruction had sprung up in Bauer almost as 
the raiders sent by Joe had come into the bank. It had sprung up 
and begun to batde for expression against the things that opposed 
it. It was not an unequal batde. The urge to suicide is rarely suc- 
cessful. Many, if not most, alive in the modern world have fought 
it> and survived in one way or another. Even sensitive adolescents, 
in the crisis of their adolescence when their selves are thrown open 
to them, fight it and all survive except those who are usually said 
to have "studied too much” or to have been “so much in love it 
became unwholesome,” and are seldom said to have become fright- 
ened at what a world of business was making them into. 

The weapon of the will to self-destruction is fear. It wars with 
an army of fears. The man Bauer had become had lived so long 
with fear, it was something he could turn to readily. But now he 
had to feel ultimate fear, the rare kind that comes to few, the kind 
that reduces a man’s conscious mind to flesh fighting to survive. 
If Bauer could induce himself to fear life that much, then he could 
overthrow his natural self and escape to death. 

The will in him had begun to seek out fear long before, when 
he sat in a chair in Leo’s bank and became paralyzed by the thought 
of going with the police who had arrested him. It had accumulated 
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more fear from having to go back to the job at which he had been 
arrested. But this was not yet enough. The will in him had pounced 
on Joe to get more fear. Bauer might have realized he could count 
on Leo to protect him from Joe, but he had not let himself realize 
it. He kept driving fear of Joe back into his mind every time his 
common sense told him he need not fear Leo’s brother. 

Nor was this enough. He was not suiSciently imaginative to make 
this fear real enough. He did not relinquish fear of Joe or fear of 
working in the bank, but he needed to make these fears stronger 
with other, greater, realer fears. And now, terribly, as he sat in the 
subway station, his mind began to reach out for them. 

The subway station’s yellow gloom fell on Bauer as silently as 
dust. Another train came and stopped and went away. He watched 
it listlessly. ‘‘Where in the world have I got to turn.f^” he asked 
himself. Everybody has something to rest Ids head on, he thought, 
and where in the world can I put my head ? 

He began to think of what he had endured in the last two weeks, 
from the police, from working in the bank, from doing what he 
had done to Leo, from the police again and, i&nally, tonight, from 
Leo. It all went through his mind as emotion, a single, vast, vasdy 
tangled emotion. “What was it for?” he asked himself. “Was it for 
me, that I should have what to eat? When a man’s by himself, he 
can always get what to eat.” 

He thought of what he would do if he were by himself. He 
wouldn’t have been in such a job in the first place, he decided. He 
would have been a different man. He would have had a different 
life altogether. 

“A man with a wife and children that he suffers for like I suffer 
for,” he told himself, “and with a father living who owes him that 
he brought him into the world, and yet he is alone, like a stone in 
the street.” He thought suddenly of the rolls as he had seen them 
spilled across the street and of the one whose soft body had been 
crushed under his feet. “Step on him,” he told himself. “Kick him. 
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Throw him. Break him to pieces. Who is there to care? Who is 
there to help? He’s alone like a stone.” 

He began to cry again. He put his head down and wept tiredly 
into one hand. He heard another train come and stop and go away, 
but he didn’t look up. He sat still, his warm, wet face lying in his 
wet hand. When the noise of the train’s passing died down, he 
lifted his head and took out his handkerchief and wiped his face 
again and blew his nose and stood up and smoothed his clothes 
carefully and began to walk up and down the platform with quick, 
nervous steps. He went into the next train that came. 

The train passed several stations before Bauer realized it was 
going downtown instead of uptown. His father was downtown. 
His home was uptown. It was no accident that Bauer, fighting fear 
with one part of him and seeking it with another, was on his way 
to his father. It was a simple, natural thing to do, but the evil will 
in him battled that, too, as it batded every inch of every way he 
took. 

^I’ve gone so far to the old man,” Bauer told himself, might 
as well go all the way. I haven’t seen him or heard from him in so 
long.” But, he thought, Catherine would be worried. He had not 
told her what was delaying him. How could he tell her ? There was 
no telephone. Besides, what could he say to her. Go into a long, 
long story that he was arrested, why he was arrested, how he was 
arrested? What was the use? 

Anyway, he shrugged, let her worry a little longer. It wouldn’t 
hurt her to have to worry and go through a hundredth, a millionth 
of what he was going through for her. He thought of her putting 
her head into the dumbwaiter shaft and suddenly he could hear 
clearly in his head the wail of her cry for her upstairs friend: “Mrs. 
Allan, Mrs. Allan!” When she wailed like that, her plump face 
shuddered and folded around the wiry wail. He could see that 
happen now. He made himself see it. 

“My husband didn’t come home yet, I don’t know what to think, 
he’s never like this before. . . .” All this up the dumbwaiter shaft 
for the whole house to hear as the neighbors sat in their kitchens. 
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‘^And me not able to go out and see what’s happened because who 
do I have to stay with the children?” 

Love had brought Catherine into his mind, but the will to die 
had made her act in his mind as she was acting. Bauer, like all 
insecure people, was shy. To have his private life draped up and 
down and along a dumbwaiter shaft and hung from the ears of a 
whole tenement house was hideous to him. He must hate it. And, 
from this hate, he could draw fear because it is frightening to have 
to hate what one loves. 

Mrs. Allan would come to help and Mrs. Bauer would go down- 
stairs to the candy store and telephone the bank and there would 
be no answer and she would stand in the candy store, worried, 
and tell the candy store man she was so worried she didn’t know 
what to do and he would say, go to Boyle’s and if he’s not there 
go to the police station and the police station would say, what’s his 
description, and then his private life would be draped across the 
whole city. 

'The hell with her!” he said to himself. His mind rebounded from 
the words, and then was forced back to more hate. ‘The women 
enjoy that kind of thing, anyway,” he thought. ''It makes them feel 
important. That’s where they shine, with their ‘come to me’ and 
'mama will kiss and make it better.’ ” And then he was forced to 
more and more hate, to a paroxysm of hate. "Yaaaah,” he cried within 
himself, "who wants a kiss off that big, wet, smelly sink of a mouth 
of yours.” 

He squirmed. He felt the train rush along with him. The thought 
of death was closer to his conscious mind now. He buried his face 
deeper into his collar and the thought sank, shuddering, back into 
place. Still the train rushed along with him. 

Bauer needed only a little help to remain alive. His central fear 
had become the insecurity attached to working in the bank. He 
needed only someone or something to take him out of that fear, 
either by helping him argue himself out of it, shaming him, coaxing 
him or loving him out of it, or, physically, by showing him how 
to go away from the bank. If he could find that, the cri^s wduld 
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pass# It would not be a cure. There might be another crisis at 
another time when something else happened to break his control 
over his insecurity. But, for the present the crisis would pass, his 
mind would return to- its previous order, and the will to self-destruc- 
tion would lose. 

But who or what could do the friendly deed? Who, in Bauer’s 
life, had the knowledge to tell him that, if he hid himself for a few 
days and moved his family to a new neighborhood, he would not 
ever have to work in a policy bank again? Who had the money to 
give him to hide? If he hid from Joe, his fear of Joe would become 
real. Who had enough control of Bauer and would stay with him 
in hiding and help conquer this fear? 

Was there no one? Was there nothing in his life to shame or coax 
bim from the fear enthralling him? A feeling of loneliness plucked 
at the flesh of his brain, as if with lips. His grave opened its mouth 
and breathed on him. His eyes went wide and he stared horrified 
into the darkness of his coat collar. 

Slowly, tormentedly, he reached for a thought of Catherine. She 
came into his mind. His natural self had brought her. His per- 
verted self wrenched at his thought of her. He thought again, 
almost tenderly, how worried she must be. Then he thought of 
how she would feel if he were dead. Tenderness struggled to cling 
to Bauer’s mind. It struggled without strength against the gunning 
of the thought of death. 

“Let her worry a while and think I’m dead,” Bauer told himself 
and hung balanced for an infinitesimal moment on the edge of the 
phrase before tenderness vanished altogether and he could add, “and 
be disappointed when I come home.” 

He grinned suddenly and ferociously into the darkness of his 
coat collar. The grin did not seem to belong to his face. His face 
seemed to have split along a seam, and his teeth stuck through like 
split-off bones. He took the breath of his grave into his mouth, 
making it, for a moment, his own, and breathed it back into the 
train until the round-ceilinged, cofiin-shaped, gloomy train seemed 
to him filled with it and seemed to him like a coffin in which he 
lay alive. 



XVIII 


Bauer got off the subway train at Grand Central station. He could 
see Broadway from there, or at least the reflection of it, red and 
crackling and leaping into the air like a bonfire. When he got to 
Broadway and looked uptown, he could see his father. 

Even at a distance, Bauer’s father looked tattered and old. The 
man had been a trolley car conductor for forty-two years and now, 
as a result of a “good” act by a benevolent company, he was a 
switchman. The switch he threw by hand could be thrown elec- 
trically by the motorman from the control boxes on the trolleys, 
but the company had made a job out of it for him because his pen- 
sion of $7 a month had not been enough to live on. 

It seemed a civilized thing to do. However, during the late 
afternoon and, when the theaters were emptying and filling at 
night, a Broadway motorman had plenty to think about besides 
throwing a switch. In fact, accidents had happened in the past to 
motormen too preoccupied to remember the switch. So the old man’s 
job was not entirely a “good” act by a benevolent company, nor was 
it even so nearly good as it must seem at this point. 

The elder Bauer had been one of the four men who had not gone 
out during the big railroad strike in New York. While he was scab- 
bing, the company had used his life story in an advertisement to 
show how square it was with its employees and what lies the broth- 
erhood, as the union was called, was telling. 

The advertisement described how Bauer had come to the com- 
pany as a young man and how he had married on money earned from 
the company and was sending his boy through high school on 
money he earned from the company and had had a good life as a 
railroad man serving the public and how, although his job was 
small, just a cog in a single one of 488,016 wheels, the company had 
given him a share of whatever wealth it had earned. He had kept 
the same job all his life, the advertisement had pointed out, but the 
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company had kept step, not merely with the rising cost of living, but 
with their cog’s rising expenses as a family man. 

When the time came to give the old man the fy pension he had 
earned in his loyal lifetime, it occurred to someone in the company 
— someone moved by the plight of the company’s subordinate pen- 
sioners — ^that a reprint of the advertisement, perhaps by some com- 
pany-baiting publication, would not read well. 

So the job had been thought up and those who knew nothing 
about it believed it was a ‘‘good” act and those who knew some- 
thing about it believed it was a “nearly good” act and those who 
knew something more about it believed it was an act that was only 
“a little bit good” and those who knew all about it believed the act 
wasn’t good at all, but was, in fact, evil. 

For, the elder Bauer was crippled with rheumatism after forty- 
two years on trolleys. He could not live long at a job that kept him 
outdoc'‘s at night. His salary for the job was paid out of his pension 
fund. Giving him the job was only giving him his pension fund in 
lumps instead of dribbling it over his normal life expectancy. 

This was not premeditated murder. Businessmen do not premedi- 
tate murder, except under great stress. In normal circumstances, 
they merely protect their property. This act was merely a variant of 
a traditional benevolence in business; “Let’s give the old man a 
break; he doesn’t have long to live anyway.” The fact that the idea 
of giving him a “break” might have been rejected if the “break” 
would prolong his life — what has that to do with murder.? 

Bauer went towards his father shyly. He had not seen the old man 
in several months and they had never been very close. The elder 
Bauer had spent his life with the railroad. He left the house long 
before six every morning, before his son woke up, and did not get 
home for supper until after seven, when his son was doing his home 
work for school. 

The old man’s job, at its best, after the brotherhood had won the 
strike despite him, had been from six in the morning until six at 
night, with two hours’ swing in the afternoon for lunch. He lived 
too far from the gar barns to get home during his swing. He hardly 
ever took a day off because the company did not like to put in- 
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experienced relief men on a run. An inexperienced relief man ac- 
cumulated headways, which made the company lose fares to the 
subway. When a regular man insisted on taking a day off every 
week (at his own expense, of course, since all were paid by the 
hour), he was given poorer and poorer runs and might end up 
getting no run at all and having to take his chances on working 
as a relief man. 

It was nearly eleven o’clock now, but the theaters hadn’t emptied 
yet and people and automobiles were scattered sights on Broadway* 
It was so quiet the lights could be heard clicking on and off and rat- 
tling in the signs. 

The old man was wearing thick rubbers against the cold and had 
tied burlap bags around his thin legs over his trousers. He wore a 
gray shawl under his hat. It came down over his ears and was 
knotted below his chin. His old uniform coat, held together with 
safety pins because the company had taken back his buttons^ with 
his badge, was lumped over other shawls and sweaters. 

He was a small, slouched man with a shaggy face. There were 
tufts of hair on his short, wrinkled neck and in his ears, and his eye- 
brows himg over his eyes like old, frayed rags and he wore a big, 
ragged moustache. He couldn’t stand on his rheumatic feet long so 
he brought a heavy wooden beer case to work with him and set it 
down alongside the tracks and sat on it between trolleys. For safe- 
keeping, he took it with him every night to the 30-cent room in 
which he lived. It was the last piece of furniture he owned. 

One end of the box was upholstered with rags. Black oilcloth had 
been tacked over the rags. When he sat straight, his feet could rest 
on the street. But it usually was painful for him to sit straight or walk 
straight and he walked hunched over and sat with his legs drawn 
up slightly. That was the way he was sitting now, his legs drawn 
up and his body slouched. He was mumbling to himself and stirring 
like an old bird. 

When his son greeted him, the old man lifted his head suspi- 
ciously, ^'Well,” he said, "^there^s Freddie” 

He stretched out his hand and Bauer shook it. The hand was 
covered with a heavy, leather mitten and, under the mitten, were 



tucker’s people 


326 

two pairs of woolen gloves. Bauer could feel the frail hand through 
all the gloves. It lay inside the wrappings like a dried bone. “What’s 
he going to do when it gets really cold?” thought Bauer. He felt 
suddenly that the old man would not last out the winter. More 
loneliness came into his mind and more fear of loneliness. 

“You’re not putting on any weight/’ said the old man. 

“What’s there to get fat on in these hard times?” 

The old man had heard of the depression, but he could not keep 
the thought of it in his mind. He had had hard times all his life and 
prosperity meant to him simply that times were no longer too hard 
for a man to accustom himself to them. Now he did not keep up 
with the newspapers and had no friends left alive to keep reminding 
him of the difficulties of the world. “That’s right,” he said. “There’s 
no meat to the men nowadays. The big men are all gone.” 

The old man turned and looked up the tracks to see if a trolley 
were coming and, when he turned around again, he did not look at 
his son. He was thinking of a motorman named Edge who had 
brought four pig’s knuckles and a loaf of bread in his lunch box 
every day for his swing. Edge was the greatest eating man of his 
day. “Why,” he said aloud to his son, “the bones would make a pile 
you could hardly get a newspaper around, a real newspaper, not 
these writing paper newspapers they make nowadays.” 

Bauer was used to these sudden, inexplicable blurts from his 
father. He stood looking down at the old man. He towered above 
the hunched-over body. He wanted suddenly to touch his father, but 
he was afraid. His father looked so frail as he sat huddled inside his 
blue, thin skin. Bauer hardly heard what his father had said, but he 
thought suddenly the old man looked like a paper bag of bones and 
he felt that, if he were to touch him, the old skin would break and 
the bones would spill out. 

This was loneliness indeed. His father was dying. He was losing 
the last connection that remained with his youth. And in the lone- 
liness lay insecurity and in the insecurity lay fear. 

“Father,” said Bauer, “I’ve got something I’d like to tell you.” 

A trolley was coming and the old man darted a few paces up the 
track and threw the switch with a long iron bar. He waited until it 
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passed so that he could set the switch back for the next car. The 
trolley banged by busily. From down on the street, close to it, it 
looked as big as the company itself and bright and teeming with 
noise, like the company, and, when it passed, it left behind air that 
felt smashed and smelled metallic. 

When the old man returned to the box, his face was empty. It 
had no questioning look in it. He had forgotten what his son had 
said. 

“Father,” said Bauer, “Fd like to tell you, if you’d listen a min- 
ute, please.” 

“Yes, son? What is it now?” 

Bauer stood thinking. How could he begin ? Where ? He couldn’t 
pick words out of the emotion that blew up in him every time he 
thought of himself. 

The two looked into each other’s eyes for a moment. Bauer did 
not look at his father’s eyes often. Ordinarily, only streaks of the 
old man’s eyes could be seen through the fringes of his brows. But 
now the old man’s eyes had widened with questioning. The fringe 
over them seemed to have parted, as if in wind. Bauer could see the 
mild, interested look swimming in his father’s watery eyes and he 
leaned forward. His own eyes filled with tears. He looked away and 
blinked them dry and, when he turned back, the questioning look 
had vanished from his father’s eyes. The old man was sitting 
hunched up in himself. 

“I don’t see or hear from you never,” said Bauer. “You act like 
you don’t know you have a son.” 

The old man looked up with fear. He sat looking up silently and 
fearfully. “I’m a very busy man,” he said at last. 

“You have your day off.” 

“No more. I give it up. Can’t afford it.” 

Why not? You used to take a day off once in a while after you 
became switchman. What’s different now?” 

“Can’t afford it. They don’t like it anyway when they have to 
put on a green relief man.” 

The old man felt sudderdy his son knew his job was a charity 
job, thought up by the company to help him out and no substitute 
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was used when he was absent. That was one o£ the reasons he didn’t 
take a day ofl. He was afraid to remind the company by his ab- 
sence that it could get along without a switchman. He thought of 
telling his son that and of telling him the rest of the truth, that, if 
his son were an old railroad man, he would be glad to visit him. 
But, as it was, there was nothing they could talk about. The old 
man had railroaded almost all the waking hours o£ his adult life. 
The company had shut him out from everything else in the world, 
even his family. Now that he had time for his family and the world, 
he was too gone in age to rouse himself to absorb anything new. 

“I don’t live any further away from you than you do from me,” 
he said. 

“Yes,” his son cried, “but how can I bring the three children down 
all that way.f’ Your room is too small for them all anyway.” 

The old man was silent. Bauer watched him and wondered what 
he was thinking about and then turned and looked at the sidewalk 
and the automobiles going by and the buildings with big, brightly 
lighted signs that made their walls glare like furnace walls. 

“What’s the use of this?” he asked himself, but he knew the use 
and he couldn’t leave. He put his hands into his pockets and shuf- 
fled his feet slowly against the cold pavement. 

Another trolley came and, as the old man hurried to the switch- 
box, the motorman shouted, “How much headway I got?” 

“I don’t know,” said the old man. “I’m not supposed to know.” 
He turned and looked petulantly at his son. “A railroad man can’t 
pay attention to his job,” he thought, “with people pestering him 
all the time.” 

His anger was a weak thing and did not last long. By the time he 
got back to his box, he was deep in thought of what he used to do 
with a headway and how sometimes he and his motorman would 
accumulate a headway on purpose. This was called “dragging the 
road.” The more passengers on a car, the easier for a conductor to 
steal fares; the more behind schedule the car fell, the greater the 
number of passengers. 

The old man saw his car bulging out the sides with passengers, 
people standing all over themselves, and himself at the back end, 
forgetting to register “the odd nickel” for the company and Woody, 



A GLEICHSCHALTUNG 


329 

the motorman, at the front end, sweating like a bull to make up the 
headway he had deliberately created. Only no matter how Woody 
sweated, he never neglected to take time off for his entertainment, 
which was to let the air brake go sharp and sudden when a girl 
was passing so she would jump with fright and show her kgs. 

The old man cackled and looked gleefully into his son’s face. 
“That was the man for the female leg,” he said. Then he saw that 
he was looking into the face of his son and his laugh died and he 
glanced up the tracks. 

Bauer was alarmed. It was as if a curtain had lifted and he could 
look into his father and see only darkness. “You ought to come up 
and see Maria once in a while anyway,” he said. “She misses your 
moustache.” Maria was his older daughter. 

My moustache?” The old man .pulled carefully, first at one end 
and then at the other of the yellow>gray brush of hair. “Kids like it,” 
he said. “When my boy was young, he did, too.” 

“Did I?” Bauer stepped forward eagerly. “When I was a little 
one?” ^ 

“Yepper. Watched me trim it every night of your life. You ought 
to remember that, you watched it enough.” 

“Was that the way I was? I can’t remember a thing.” Bauer 
laughed. His face seemed to shine. He remained bent greedily to- 
wards his father, his face turned so that his undamaged ear was 
nearest the old man’s tottering voice. 

“Stood in the toilet where the mirror was and watched. Reached 
to my knee then. That was, let me see, was ’long about, let me 
see . . .” His voice faded. 

Bauer was afraid his father would lose the thread of what he 
was talking about and start on something else. “I was three,” he said. 

“No, guess not, guess along about six or seven, I guess.” 

Another car came and Bauer cursed at it a moment. The old man 
stood waiting patiently for the car to pass so that he could reset the 
switch. The^ca# was held on the switch by a traffic light. Bauer’s 
mind hung towarted a moment and then it returned to a note it had 
sounded before. Bauer looked at his father and saw the shawls and 
sweater and padding on him and thought, “Winter is two, three 
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weeks ofiE/’ and thought, “It’s coming,” and the feel of winter 
passed through him, still and deathlike. “It’s going to kill him,” he 
said to himself, “this winter sure.” He felt lonely, and a part of him 
fought the loneliness and made him think, “He’ll be better off 
dead.” He thought of how empty the old man’s life was, but didn’t 
wonder what had emptied it. Instead he thought how empty his 
own life was and thought suddenly^ “I wish I was dead; I’d be 
better off, too,” and felt an uproar of hate and pity and loneliness 
and fear shake him and burst in him and run over him. He had 
to fight to hold himself still. 

“Father,” he cried. 

The car had passed and the old man had returned to his box. 

“Yes, son? What is it now, son?” The old man’s voice was pa- 
tient. He had heard his son’s words, but the wildness of the cry had 
been mufiSed in the fog in his head. Nothing can be to an old man 
except as he thinks it is. 

What is the use! thought Bauer. He was about to turn and run 
off when he suddenly remembered what his father had been saying. 
“You were telling me, father,” he said, “I was six or seven.” 
‘men?” 

“Just now.” Bauer knew that, while his father could not concen- 
trate, his memory was sound. ’“You remember,” he said, “when I 
was six or seven, you said, about trimming your moustache, how I 
watched all the time.” 

“Oh that. I told you Just now.” The old man had thought out the 
whole story while waiting to throw the switch and he believed he 
had recited it. 

“No, you didn’t, father. Not now. No, you didn’t. What was it ? 
Well, tell it over again, will you?” 

“I told you. You wanted to trim your moustache and I gave you 
the scissors. You didn’t have a moustache to trim, but that’s what 
you wanted and you trimmed away and then you stuck your nose. A 
drop of blood came out no bigger than the head of a pin.” 

“Would you believe it? I don’t remember a single thing. Cried 
like hell, I suppose.” 
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“Let out a scream fit to split, threw the scissors on the floor and 
ran away.” 

“To^mother? Was she in the house?” 

“Under the bed. That’s where you run all the time. Under the 
bed. Under the blankets. Behind the clothes in the closet. Behind the 
sofa. Every time, like clockwork. Under the stove, when we moved 
where the gas stove was.” 

Bauer straightened up. He looked disappointed. “Kids are like 
that,” he said. “My kids, too.” He began to think about himself 
again. He halted himself abruptly. A single thought about himself 
was like a match dropped on gasoline. There was a flare-up and a 
sense, inside him, of exploding. He looked at his father and saw the 
old man’s face had gone dreamy again and that his mind had swung 
away to somewhere far. “That’s a habit you should have broken me 
of,” he told the old man harshly, 

“What’s that?” The old man looked at his son and, for a moment, 
hated him for having disturbed him. ^ 

“I say you should have broken me of the habit of running away 
and hiding. That’s what I say.” 

“Well, what do you think? What do you think I did?” The hate 
went out of the old man’s face and he looked proud. “Why do you 
suppose you’re a big man now, high school graduate, holding down 
a big job in a big ofSce? I helped. Made you over with my two 
hands. Walloped you into the shape of a man.” 

“You seem to think that was nice, don’t you? Very nice. Damn 
nice to beat up a little kid like that.” 

“Well, I had to do like a father should. What else was there to 
do, boy? You ought to know that now. There was sissy in you and 
I had to wallop it out or you’d be ruined. That’s what I told your 
mother, that you’d be ruined.” 

“Maybe that’s what I am.” 

“No sir, I did the right thing. Every time you went under the bed 
I drug you out and walloped you. Every time you hid in the closet, 
I locked the door until you hollered to get out. Then I walloped 
you for hiding ” 
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^‘You could of saved your muscle. You can’t change what’s a kid’s 
nature. I see it in my own kids.” 

^‘Oh no, now don’t say that. Let me tell you, you wouldn’t be 
where you are today, with a job in an office, if I hadn’t walloped 
you until, by God, there wasn’t a thing anywhere, with hair or with- 
out, that you wouldn’t stand up to, except maybe another wal- 
loping.” 

Bauer saw the facade of excitement and pride erected on the old 
man’s face as a defense against the wrong he had committed. He 
didn’t let himself see behind the facade to where the old man knew 
that what he had done was wrong. 

‘'I don’t understand how you live,” cried Bauer. 

“What’s that.?” 

“I said,” Bauer told him in a suddenly loud voice, “I don’t under- 
stand how you live. You got a son and three grandchildren and a 
daughter-in-law in the world and you don’t show that you know 
they’re alive. Not the slightest interest.” 

The old man looked away. “I’m a very busy man,” he said. 

“Yes? Yes? Is that what you are?” He’s a mummy, thought 
Bauer. He sits here all wrapped up in himself like he was bandages 
and anything can happen to his son or grandchildren and he don’t 
care. 

“The cars will stay on the tracks without you,” he shouted out 
of his loneliness and hatred of loneliness and fear of loneliness and 
fear of hatred. 

The old man hung his head sullenly. A car was coming a long 
way off and, although there was plenty of time, he went at once to 
the switch box. When he came back, he did not notice that his son 
had gone away and had disappeared among the crowds now coming 
out of the theaters. The old man’s rheumatism had begun to pain 
him and he forgot that his son had been there and sat thinking 
about his rheumatism and wishing it was midnight when he could 
go to his room and lie in a warm bed. 
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It was a few minutes before midnight when Bauer reached the 
street on which he lived. There was a drug store on the corner 
and Bauer stood before the avenue entrance and looked inside 
and saw a rosy, chubby, young pharmacy student mopping the 
floor. 

Bauer couldn’t bring himself to turn the corner into the street. 
He wanted to believe that Joe, or somebody from Joe, was waiting 
for him near his doorway. He could almost believe it now. His 
experience with his father, the feeling of death that came out of 
the old man, had set Bauer to working over his fear of Joe all the 
way uptown. He had even thought of making his way home over 
the rooftops and down a skylight, but he couldn’t go that far, 
not yet. Instead he found it diflScult to round the corner to his 
home and stood still, his face sunk into his collar, his gaze fastened 
on the young man working behind the door. 

The pharmacy student had dark, blond, curly hair and wore it 
parted in the middle. The light seemed to spark against its wavy 
edges. His trouser legs were rolled up to his knees and the white 
flesh of his round, hairy legs glinted. To clear the floor for mop- 
ping, he had piled the short-backed, long-legged, imitation wood, 
soda-fountain stools on the imitation marble counter. He swung 
the mop huskily and cheerfully, with spacious, smooth strokes. To 
him this was the best part of a long day that began with school 
in the morning. His leg muscles bulged in rhythm. His body 
swayed in rhythm and his face hung down and his young, plump 
cheeks bellied and swung back and forth in rhythm with the mop. 
For a moment he looked like the whole race of man living in a 
cheerful rhythm of work. He was experiencing, briefly, the Joy of 
a man doing work from which the mind could be shut out and, 
with the mind, the whole structure of business. 

Bauer’s head began to sway from side to side, too, in time with 
the mop. It was a hammocky rhythm that the two kept on either 
side of the door, the natural, unspoiled rhythm of work and life, 
and it brought both of them a hammocky comfort. Then suddenly 
Bauer stopped his swaying. The mop kept swishing, but Bauer’s 
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head held still. He had noticed the young man’s eyes were not 
following the mop. They were not rolling in rhythm with the 
face, but were clinging to Bauer with fear. 

“He thinks maybe I’m a stickup,” thought Bauer, “spying out the 
possibilities.” He remembered the professional phrase for it — casing 
a job. He had heard it in Boyle’s. A thrill went through him. His 
mind could take many things from it, disappointment that the 
rhythm had been broken, contempt for the man who was afraid 
of him, fear of what the man thought. 

The young man was working away from the door, back into the 
store, and die mop swooped and twirled, long and free, from left 
to right and right to left. But Bauer noticed the edges and corners 
were being neglected. The hard places were being skimped. The 
young man was afraid to spend time on them. He wanted to get 
away from Bauer and get back behind the counter at the rear of 
the store. 

Bauer forced his face into a grin of contempt. The young man 
was going to duck behind the counter and put his head in a shelf 
and close his eyes and shake. Bauer could see the store’s telephone 
on a shelf behind the rear counter. The man might grab it and 
call the police. Bauer stirred. The police would come in radio 
cars. They would chase him and catch him and take him along for 
questioning. 

Bauer found himself abruptly around the corner, hurrying down 
the street on which he lived. He did not think of Joe until it was 
too late to make himself afraid. He was almost at his doorstep. He 
could see the street was empty except for some yoimg men he 
recognized standing in front of the candy store next to his house 
and reading the headlines off the news stand. 

He knew that, if there were going to be a killing, there would 
have to be a car for the getaway. The two cars parked on the street 
were familiar to him. Yet he peered carefully into the doorway of 
his house. There was a small, silent, shadowed vestibule with a night 
bulb burning weakly in the ceiling. Behind it, a staircase rose gloom- 
ily into black air. He thought of the three flights to his apartment 
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with a yellow night bulb at each landing, throwing a shadow o£ 
light, and dark doors and corners along each hall in which a man 
could hide. 

He tried to make himself think of a man hiding and waiting for 
him. But he couldn’t. He could think only of his wife waiting 
upstairs for him. He couldn’t face her, not yet. He turned around 
and walked across the street, his mind licking cadike at the newest 
fear it had captured. 

“That druggist,” he thought, “he’ll be sweating for a year, worry- 
ing did I decide yes or no on the stickup.” He felt like laughing. 
The thought had stirred the fear to activity. He sought to laugh 
it down. He went around the far corner with the laugh just below 
his mouth and walked down the block a little bit and into Boyle’s, 
where Wally had been waiting for him all evening. 

As Bauer opened the door to the pool room, a familiar smell 
came out and, if he had wanted to, he could have closed his eyes 
and still see what was before him and, when he fastened the door, 
the world was shut out and he felt safe. “This is more home to me 
than home,” he thought. The feeling of safety came over him like 
warmed clothes. He felt suddenly Hke shouting, “I am here.” 

The owner-manager, Palumbo, was in the inside room, where the 
tables were, and he didn’t know who had come in. “Closing up,” 
he called. 

“Be a pal, Palumbo,” cried Bauer over the partition, 

Palumbo recognized Bauer’s voice and did not reply. 

The room on which the front door opened had only one bulb 
burning and was filled with frail light. This was where the show- 
case was with the cigars and cigarettes, and there were two slot 
machines opposite it and a pinball game and a telephone booth. 
Over the pinball game was a large sign, bright in the light from a 
street lamp: 
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"When BABY does NEED A PAIR OF SHOES— 

Don't get Stuc \ — 

Try your Lvc \ — 

at the DARLING BABY SHOPPE!” 

There seemed to be even less light in the inner room. The over- 
ad bulbs had been turned off and green-shaded lights were burn- 
y over only two tables. They made white cones, swarming with 
LSt, and in the shadow, on the edge of one cone, stood Palumbo, 
e stood with his coat and derby hat on and held the ball rack 
one hand and the keys to the place in the other. He was jingling 
e keys impatiently. 

At one table, a game was going on between two men and four 
aers were watching. Eleven dollars had been bet on, the result 
d all were watching intently and in silence. As a concession 
Palumbo’s desire to get home, the spectators had put on their 
ts and coats. 

At the other table, Wally played alone. He had been playing 
j right hand against his left hand for more than an hour. 

‘T need a beer,” Bauer announced. 

Some of the men looked up and nodded a greeting, but the 
ajority did not take their eyes off the game. Wally stopped play- 
g;. He racked his cue, in obedience to the sign on the wall, and 
liked towards Bauer with a smile on his face. 

'Tt’s all closed up,” said Palumbo from the edge of darkness. 
‘T know where you can get one this hour,” Wally said. “I need 
e myself.” 

Bauer remembered suddenly that the last time he had seen the 
y was outside magistrate s court. He became embarrassed. 

T’ll drive you there in my new roadster,” said Wally. 

Well, thanks. I guess not.” 

Bauer didn’t really want a beer. He wanted only to stay in 
yle’s. He went around the table and stood alongside Palumbo 
d watched the game. Palumbo told him who had bet what and 
i score and, while he was talking, he noticed the blood in Bauer’s 
* and how the man’s face looked so tired — ^it seemed to sink down 
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into the air from his neck. Palumbo struggled with himself for a 
moment. His lips moved as if they were muttering and his shoul- 
ders began to shrug and stopped and began another shrug and 
stopped again. 

“You can have some of that flat ale out of the keg,” he said at 
last. He didn’t wait for an answer. He put the ball rack on the 
table behind him and the keys in his pocket and went to the back 
of the room. 

When Palumbo saw that Wally, too, had followed him, he said, 
“What do you want?” 

“If you can spare it, the same pig sweat as for him.” Wally 
pointed to Bauer. 

“The place is closed up. You guys act like you got no home.” 
Palumbo filled two glasses with ale and pocketed a dime from each 
and stood watching Bauer drink. “It don’t look inflamed,” he said, 
“but you better put some peroxide in there.” 

“Where?” asked Bauer. 

“In the ear. What did you do, run into something? Here.” He 
turned on a light overhead. “Give me a look at that.” He took 
Bauer’s face in two hands and twisted it sideways to the light. 
He felt the man’s face go hot in his hands. “There’s no sore there 
or nothing,” he said. “It must be under the blood.” He let go of 
Bauer’s head and Bauer straightened up slowly. 

“What does it look like?” Bauer asked. “I haven’t had a chance 
yet to see it myself.” 

His voice began to tremble and he pressed his fingers to his 
lower lip to hold it steady. It was no good. His eyes became wet 
and he looked away and looked into Wally’s face. Wally was 
watching him thoughtfully. There was a sympathetic look on the 
boy’s face, but his eyes were thoughtful. 

“It don’t look bad,” said Palumbo. “How the hell did you ever 
get one in there?” 

“That boss of mine,” said Bauer and stopped. The whole story 
came to his lips. He wanted to tell it to Palumbo. No, he thought, 
what’s the use! “I want to quit to take up something else I got in 
prospect,” he began again, “and my boss don’t like it.” 
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‘‘Some boss.” Palumbo reached up and turned off the light. H 
was tired and he wanted to go home. “Everybody gets so exciter 
nowadays/’ he said. “There’s no self-control around anywhere. 

“You know him yourself,” said Bauer. “He used to come in here 
You remember, Leo Minch.” 

“Is he any relation to Guinea Joe Minch?” asked Wally. 

Wally’s question was ignored. 

“Oh yes,” said Palumbo, “some time ago. What happened h 
don’t come here no more?” 

“How should I know?” cried Bauer. “As far as I’m concerne* 
Fm glad he don’t.” 

“If he’s any relation to Guinea Joe Minch,” said Wally, “Fr 
glad, too.” He looked anxiously at Bauer. 

“I get along without him all right, you understand,” said Palumbc 
“But just the same I’d like to find out. Maybe he’s sore abot 
something or something like that. Do you think you can ask him? 

“No.” 

Palumbo stood thinking for a moment and then he said, “Wei 
okay, I’ll tell you what you do. You put some hot water in thei 
first and let it cook in there. Hold your head to one side an 
let the hot water cook a while until it’s softened up the cake i 
there and then put in the peroxide.” He turned to Wally. “Yo 
get back and finish your game and let me go home, will you- 
he said. 

“Fm finished. I was just waiting for Freddy here anyway.” 

“For me?” Bauer’s voice rose with surprise. 

“Well, yes. I thought maybe you’d be along and I got an idc 
that might help you, if we can go somewhere where we ca 
talk.” 

“You can talk your heads off until they finish the game and the 
Fm locking up,” said Palumbo. He walked back to the tab! 
where the game was being played and asked in a loud voic 
“What’s the score now?” He could see the score on the marke; 
overhead, but he wanted to hurry the men up. 

“Help me what?” asked Bauer. 

“Help you out. You want to spend a minute talking to me som 
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where, in my new roadster?” Wally’s face was eager. It had a 
small, pleading smile on it and it seemed sick with eagerness. He 
looked like a salesman talking to an important customer, or a Nazi 
proselytizing an Aryan. “Come on ” he said. He put down his glass 
and started to walk away. Bauer didn’t follow. He stared after 
the boy suspiciously. Wally turned. “Come on,” he said, “this is a 
break for you.” 

‘No. Fm going to finish my ale and then I’m going to go horr^.” 

He had nothing to do with this loafer, he thought. How could 
this loafer help him? 

Wally returned slowly. “If you’d only listen for a moment,” he 
said in a low tone. “This is a situation that I know just the people 
who can take care of it for you.” 

“What situation? What are you talking about?” 

Bauer finished the ale and put the glass on the counter and 
walked over to Palumbo. The position of Wally’s mouth did not 
change as he watched Bauer go. It held the same small, smiling 
curl, but the eagerness had left his face and he looked as if he were 
thinking curses. 

The game was nearing its climax. Bauer stood alongside Palumbo. 
He felt suddenly that he liked to be near the man and he liked 
the quiet of the room and the way the players walked into position 
for a shot, intently and softly, the boards of the floor rubbing to- 
gether with a soft sound under the pressure of their feet. He 
liked the silence that came out of the spectators and the dark, 
warm feeling that filled the room and the hushed sounds of breath- 
ing and of the keys jingling in Palumbo’s hand and the balls 
rubbing dimly and clicking and the murmur as a shot was made or 
a ball rolled into a difficult position. He stood among the silent 
sounds and, for a moment, lost himself in the game. Then he 
noticed that Wally had come out of the darkness in back and was 
standing beside him. The sight of the boy stirred him out of his 
quiet and he shifted restlessly. 

“Goodnight, gentlemen,” said Bauer. They all looked up, even 
the players. His voice had sounded so unexpected. “I wish you all 
the same luck.” 
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A mtirmur of goodnight followed him as he walked out anc 
also footsteps. When he opened the front door, he saw Wally wa; 
behind him. 

“I’ll walk your way a minute,” the boy said. 

Bauer held the door for him. Then he said, “What are yoi 
following me for? I’m going home.” 

“You certainly are a hard man to help,” said Wally. “Is thi; 
Leo Minch you work for any relation to the Guinea?” 

“Who’s the Guinea?” 

“Guinea Joe Minch.” 

“What do you want to know for?” 

“I’m trying to help. What’s the matter with you? I never seei 
a guy so hard to help before.” 

“I think you’re trying to butt in,” said Bauer, “and if I wer 
you, I wouldn’t. You got your Httle business, whatever you dc 
bookmaker or whatever it is, and if I were you I’d stick to ii 
That’s my advice to you, if I were you.” 

“I like that, and me trying to help.” 

Bauer walked off and Wally stood a moment, undecided, an 
then went after him. The boy walked like a dancer. He made 
cheerful appearance. He held his small, tight body stiff and walke 
from the knees down. His high-heeled, patent leather shoes caugt 
the light and flashed through the air. But his face wasn’t cheerfu 
It was slack with thought. His eyes floated in thought. 

When Bauer turned the corner, he saw Wally at his elbow. ‘ 
thought I told you,” Bauer said. 

“Now don’t be foolish.” 

“Don’t tell me what to be. I’m telling you.” 

“I’m saying not to be foolish. I got the right people to talk t 
your boss and he won’t give you no more trouble. He’ll do wh; 
you say.” 

“What I say? Christ Almighty!” 

“Don’t get so excited. Don’t talk so loud.” Wally looked ner 
ously over his shoulder. 

“Who do you think you’re talking to?” cried Bauer. 
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‘‘He’ll do whatever you say, whatever you want. Fm guarantee- 
ing you.” 

“Why can’t you let me alone!” Bauer stooped low and thrust 
his face towards Wally’s face. “All of you,” he cried, “hounding 
and pounding, hounding and pounding every minute. Let me alone, 
do you hear? Go to hell, all of you!” 

Bauer saw Wally step back a little and shape his mouth into a 
frightened circle and then suddenly Wally blurred and Bauer 
realized tears had come into his eyes again. He ran across the 
street, his head down. He went at a half run all the way to his 
house and, as he turned in at the doorstep, he saw Wally at his 
elbow. He hadn’t heard him. The boy had come like shadow. 

“When you’re up against a situation like this,” said Wally, “you 
shouldn’t act so fooUsh.” 

“It’s my business. Who asked you?” 

“What can you do by yourself? I know people and they’ll be 
glad to put in a word for you.” 

“Yes, just like that.” 

“I don’t get you. You talk as if we’re up to something that’s 
not for your good.” 

“No,” said Bauer, “you’re my friends. I don’t know you except 
to see you now and then the last few months and these people of 
yours — ^who are they? I don’t even know who they are, but they’re 
all my friends all of a sudden, out to help me.” 

“Well, of course, it’s only natural we got something in mind for 
ourselves, too.” 

“Yes, sure, it’s natural for all of you. You all got something in 
your dirty mind.” 

“What do you expect? This isn’t college boy stuff. I’ll tell you 
what it is we got in mind, if you’d listen a minute. It’s no secret, 
if you’d stop hollering at the top of your voice so everybody' will 
wake up. There’s people sleeping around here, for Christ sakes.” 

Bauer looked at him a moment and then started for the vestibule 
of his house. 

“Wait a minute,” said Wally. “We got a proposition for your 
boss and he don’t want to even talk to us. He’s like you. Now, wait 
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a moment, will you please! That’s all we want, for you to tell us 
a nice quiet place where he is so we can talk to him and put the 
proposition up to him. You do that for us and well put in a word 
for you and I guarantee hell do what you say, whatever you want, 
quit or whatever it is.” 

Bauer held still, thinking. He had one foot in the vestibule and 
he stood looking at Wally and thinking of nothing, lost in blank- 
ness, struggling and slowly drowning in the overwhelming sea of 
blankness. Then he made a gesture of helplessness and walked 
into the vestibule, 

Wally came after him. “What do you say.^^” he asked. “Is it a 
deal?” 

“Where do you think you’re going?” cried Bauer. “Get out of 
here!” 

“Well, I want to> know.” 

“This is my house and you get out. Get out, I’m telling you!” 

“All you have to do is tell us somewhere where hell be.” 

Bauer lifted up his hands pleadingly. His face looked broken. 
“I wish there was one place in the world,” he said, “where I could 
go for one minute and there wouldn’t be nobody there hounding 
and pounding me.” 

“That’s what I say. I’ll help you. My people will fix it for you 
so you can go anywhere you want. You’ll be free and you can do 
what you like,” 

“No,” said Bauer. “I won’t do that. Never. You’ll never get me 
to do that. Never. Never until I’m dead.” 

“Do what? What do you think you have to do?” 

Bauer turned and walked into the house. He wanted to run 
from this new fear. It was the ultimate, unknowable fear the will 
in him had hunted and now, having found it, his first instinct 
was to run. He held himself back. He forced himself to take 
the steps up one at a time. 

Bauer’s home was breathing with sleep when he came in. The 
entrance was through the Htchen and he stood in the full, quiet 
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darkness, among the odors of food, and realized suddenly he was 
hungry. He hadn’t eaten since lunch, before the raid, Monday, 
and it was Tuesday now, deep in the black morning of the second 
day of the second week of December, 1934. 

He turned on the light and went to the window and took a 
bottle of milk off the fire escape and got some cake out of the 
breadbox. He drank from the bottle and finished all the milk and 
almost all the cake. His throat made loud sounds in the quiet 
as he gulped down the milk. He wiped his mouth with his sleeve. 
There were cake crumbs on his hand and he went to the sink 
to wash them off. He turned the hot water faucet and waited 
patiently for the water to become warm and, while he waited, 
he stared into the sink. Fear was alive in his brain. It was abroad 
there, roaming and roving, throwing off hate as a beast throws a 
smell. There were shreds of vegetables and orange pulp clinging 
to the drain. The orange pulp must have been there since the 
previous morning when the children had their orange juice. 

“Look at that,” he told himself. Then he said aloud, “Sloppy 
damn slut.” He turned his head angrily in the direction of the 
bedroom and saw his wife sitting in a chair near the door. 

She didn’t say anything. She just looked at him. 

He took a dish cloth from the corner of the sink in which it 
had been thrown, crumpled, and wiped the crumbs from the top 
of the washtub where he had been eating. There had been shreds 
clinging to the cloth and he washed them off angrily. Hate accumu- 
lated in him. Finally the hate was big enough to spill over through 
his mouth. “You want to know where I’ve been?” he said. 

“I’m glad you’re all right anyway.” 

“I been laying with other women rather than to come back to 
this dirty slop of a house.” He pointed at the sink. “Look at this! 
You’ve been too lazy to lift a God damn finger to clean it since 
we moved here.” 

“I’m glad to know you had a good time while I was sitting here 
waiting.” 

Catherine got up and went into the bathroom in the corner of 
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the kitchen. She was dressed for bed, with a nightgown under her 
cotton kimono. 

Bauer rinsed out the milk bottle and put it under the sink. When 
Catherine came out of the bathroom, she passed him without a 
word. Her slippers slapped against the floor. As she reached the 
door to the children’s room, she reminded him to turn out the 
lights and then walked on. 

There was an early edition of the morning newspaper on the 
table. So, he thought, he had been right. She had gone downstairs 
looking for him. She had called in Mrs. Allan and had draped his 
private life all over all the ears in the whole house and the police 
would come around in a few days and tell her it was all right, 
her husband hadn’t been killed or run away, he had just been 
arrested. And she would know. She would know he had been 
arrested once and once before that, too. 

He hadn’t told her of either raid. Let her know, he thought. 
Let her see what I have to go through to earn a living for her. 

He wasn’t ^oing to tell her his business, but he didn’t care if she 
found out. It was her fault, anyway. Would he have taken such 
a criminal’s job in the first place if it hadn’t been for her.? She 
had hounded him Into it, maybe not with words, but she was with 
the others all right, she and the children, hounding and pounding 
with the rest of them, and never giving him a minute’s peace. 

The thoughts lunged through Bauer’s mind. Fear prowled and 
thrashed among the plants of love in Bauer like an animal fleeing 
through jungle. Just as the animal claws at the plants that hamper 
its flight and hates them and dravfs further fear from them and 
from its hate of them, so with the fear abroad in Bauer’s bra, ip. 

He was trying to read the newspaper, but he couldn’t take in 
the words or the pictures. His mind was too full of the struggle 
inside itself. Finally, he folded the newspaper and put it away out 
of the children’s reach so he would have it in the morning and 
began to undress. He made his toilet in the kitchen and went 
naked through the children’s room, carrying his shoes in one hand 
and his neatly folded clothes over his arm. 

The three children were lying tumbled across their bed. He did 
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not notice them. Maria, the eldest, was awake. She was lying big- 
eyed in the darkness. She had been awakened before by the noise 
over her father’s absence and had cried and been comforted and 
gone back to sleep. She had been awakened again by his home- 
coming and had closed her eyes and had opened them again to see 
a white, naked figure edge slowly past her bed. She slept on the 
outside to keep the two younger ones from falling. She gulped 
with fear now and her hands pressed against her chest. She 
watched her father go and she turned over on her side and felt 
she was going to cry. She was afraid to cry. She put her thumb 
into her mouth and closed her eyes tightly and made small, wet 
sounds as she sucked. 

When Bauer got into his room, he put away his clothes carefully. 
He was skillful with tools and he had built a tie rack and a shoe 
stand and had constructed a special kind of trouser press that 
he had thought occasionally of patenting. After he had stuffed trees 
into his shoes and got everything in its proper place, he stood a 
moment holding his pajamas, reluctant to get into his pajamas. 

It occurred to him it was pleasant to be naked now. He didn’t 
think so much when he was naked. He decided nakedness felt 
pleasant because his body must be feverish and the cold must feel 
good against it. He touched his side. The flesh was colder than 
the air. He put on his pajamas and shivered as the pajama coat 
came down his thin, bony chest and the feeling of pleasure went 
out of him and the feeling of thought stormed back in his head. 

‘I’m getting sick,” he told himself. 

He didn’t care. He suddenly felt listless. His body drooped down 
tiredly from his neck and above it was his head, empty of thought, 
drowning in a swollen and teeming blankness. He stood that way 
a moment, looking at Catherine. 

She was lying on her side facing him. He would have to climb 
over her to get into bed. The outer side had been hers since their 
first child had been born when she had wanted to get up to feed 
it without waking him. Even now, when he always went to bed 
later than she, the habit did not change. 

It occurred to him suddenly that it might not be habit. It might 
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be she did not want to sleep on the part o£ the bed where he had 
lain so long. He had never thought about it before. ‘'She must hate 
me the way I hate her,” he said to himself. 

The idea did not rouse him from his listlessness. It was a small 
thing and then nothing in the teeming fullness in his head. He 
stood looking at her steadily. Her eyes were closed and her breath- 
ing was deep, but he didn’t believe she was asleep. He thought she 
was pretending so she wouldn’t have to talk to him. 

“Don’t hate me, Catherine,” he said to himself suddenly and 
was surprised. The words jolted the fear lunging in him. This 
was a cry of love. But fear was jolted only momentarily. Fear lunged 
on and pounced upon the words and mouthed them so that he 
added, almost without pause, almost as if the thought had been a 
single, connected thing, “. . . after what I’ve been through for you 
to keep our home together.” 

The noise of his first cry and the shock of it still clung to his 
head and fear fought to explain it. He must have been thinking, 
he told himself, how he hated her, the sight of her and sound of 
her and the feel of her and even the sight of her handiwork and 
even the fact that she was^ alive and how she must hate him the 
same way. She must hate the fact that he was alive, too! 

An intense feeling of loneliness came into Bauer, the kind that 
ordinarily only the very old can know. He sat down on the floor 
and rested his head against the mattress near Catherine’s head. 
His feet felt cold. He stretched them and looked at them. Her 
arm was in the way. It bulged before him. It was thick and white 
in the darkness and he could feel the warmth rising from it more 
sofdy than breathing. He closed his eyes and shifted his body on 
the cold floor so that a chilled part of him could reach a place he 
had warmed. 

The warmth of her came into his face. The sound of her breath- 
ing came into his ears. This was love again, the noise and feel of it, 
fastening him to her side while fear clawed at the fastening. He 
could feel her breathing in the ear nearest her, but he couldn’t 
hear it there. He remembered the ear was broken. He was half 
deaf. He would have to see a doctor. But what good was a doctor? 
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A punch like that! It must have split the ear drum. He was 
crippled forever. 

Inside, he felt as if he were crying, but the tears did not come 
into his eyes. It just seemed as if something inside him were shak- 
ing and crying in a broken, violent way. He sat there with closed 
eyes, feeling it and feeling, at the outer edge of himself, like 
clothes, like something his skin touched but could not grasp, the 
warmth of his wife and the sound of her breathing. It was as if 
he himself were all skin and had no hands to take what he pressed 
against. The awful feeling of being all skin started his eyes open. 
He saw that Catherine had lifted her head and was looking at 
him. 

“What’s the matter with you?” she asked. 

“I feel sick.” 

She sat up and put her hand out and touched his forehead. 
“You’re hot,” she said- “You shouldn’t be sitting on the floor in a 
draft like that. I’ll call the doctor.” 

“I’m not medicine sick.” He pulled himself to his feet. 

“You feel like you got a fever,” she said. 

“No. That’s all you think about. Stick a thermometer in! Drink 
tea! Call the doctor! Get your mind away from those things a 
minute. People can be sick other ways, too, if you know.” 

“Sit down. Here.” She made room for him on the edge of the 
bed. “Sit here and tell me what’s the matter.” 

“What’s the use? It’s a long story. It’s such a long story it will 
take all night and what can you do about it?” 

He came towards her slowly and sat down. Her body was bent 
around his. She could see the side of his face. Then he turned 
and looked into her eyes and, for a moment, he felt as if her eyes 
were enfolding him. “It’s about the business,” he said. “He’s driv- 
ing me crazy so I don’t know what I’m doing sometimes.” 

“Mr. Minch?” 

“Sometimes I think if he don’t let me alone, I’ll kill him. Honest 
to God! That’s the way I feel. What can I do?” 

“Who? What? Mr. Minch? You mean Mr. Minch? When was 
this? Was this today?” 
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“Today, yesterday, Saturday, Wednesday, what’s the difference 
when! It’s been going on for a long time. You know yourself, 
Catherine, I’m not a trouble-maker. I never made trouble in my 
life. I don’t want trouble from anybody and I don’t want to make 
trouble. Why only just now, downstairs, when I came up here, 
there was a man. ... I could have ... I had a chance. ... A terrible 
thing ... to do. But I’m telling you. They hound and pound and 
they push a man so far, so far . , . so far, that . . . that he gets to 
the end of what he can stand.” 

He sprang to his feet. Then he thrust his face down at her. 

"The end!” he cried. “I’m warning you.” 

“Freddie, what is it?” Catherine scrambled out of bed. “Tell me. 
I don’t know the first thing what you’re talking about.” 

She went close to him and pressed against him urgently and 
looked into his face. “Come to me and tell me your trouble,” she 

He backed away from her. “You’ll kiss it and make it better?” 

“You can tell me, can’t you?” 

“No. How can I? What can you do?” 

"'Freddie, please.” She went to him again and pressed against 
him again. He felt her breasts lying on his arms. There was a roar 
in his head and, for a moment, the feel of her went through him 
and seemed to hold him tight, away from the roar. 

“Please tell me, Fred,” she whispered. 

“All right.” His voice was hoarse. “All right.” 

He made a step back. Words crowded into his brain. He couldn’t 
choose among them. He thought there were a thousand things 
he wanted to say. His breathing was so heavy he seemed to be 
gasping. "Til tell you,” he said. ""All right. You asked to know. 
All right. I’ve got to go away and where am I going to get the 
money to do it?” 

“Where go away?” 

""Like a bum, on a freight train, without a dime!” 

“Are you out of your mind?” 

""No.” He looked down at the floor. “That’s what it is.” 
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‘‘But the children! How are they going to eat if you go away 
from your job?” 

“That’s what I been thinking about.” 

“Here!” she cried. “Lift your head. Stop mumbling. Talk to me. 
What have you been thinking about?” 

He raised his head slowly. “That’s what I was thinking, that if 
I quit my job I could get a relief job on the relief and maybe from 
there I could get a job in some business where I wouldn’t have to 
be worried every minute I’m going to get shot in the back.” 

“Who’s this to shoot?” 

“At least, on relief, I would have time to pick up my head 
and look around. But no, no, Fm not a human being. I’m just a 
stone in the street, step on, push here, do this, stay there, without 
my asking, knowing, telling' me, nothing, just push around. It 
stands to reason a man can quit a job when he wants to, doesn’t it? 
But no, not with them. They wouldn’t let me and now I got to go 
away. I can’t get on relief if I go away. That’s what I been think- 
ing and that I got to go away and that’s all there is to it. That’s 
my final decision.” 

“You’re going to leave us?” 

“Yes,” he said, quietly and firmly. 

“All right. Go ahead. Run out on us.” 

“Don’t say that. You’ve got to help me.” He began shifting 
close to her. “I never asked you for a thing since we’re married. 
I’ve always tried the best I could for you. But now this is some- 
thing you just got to do for me.” 

“You’re asking me to help you starve the children to death?” 

“No, Catherine. Don’t talk like that.” He reached one hand out 
to her. He did not touch her. He held his hand timidly above her 
shoulder. “I’m a sick man inside,” he said. “I’m so sick I don’t know 
where I’m standing half the time or sitting lately. What are the 
children going to live on if Fm dead?” He let his hand fall 
lightly to her shoulder. 

“It isn’t right that you should run away like this,” cried Cather- 
ine. “That’s what you’re doing all the time. Whatever trouble 
comes along, the first thing you think of is to run away.” 
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He took his hand from her shoulder and let it fall to his side. 
“Don’t you believe me,” he asked, “when I tell you that I got 
to go away or I’ll be killed?” 

“You’re running away. That’s what I believe. Because you got 
something in your mind, I don’t know what,” 

“Catherine, I’ll be killed!” 

“Who’s going to kill you, that little Mr. Minch who kept you 
working all these years when everybody was being laid off and 
gave you a raise just last week for Thanksgiving?” 

“I hate that man. He hates me. When I’m in the same room with 
him, I’m not responsible.” 

“You hate him, he hates you! Go chalk it on the sidewalk like 
the kids. Hate him, hates you. Do you think you’re pulling daisies 
with your own children’s lives? I’m not talking about myself. I 
don’t care what happens to me any more than you do.” 

“I see there’s no use talking to you.” 

“No, I know what’s in your mind, to run away, just like you’ve 
been all your life.” 

“Correct,” he said harshly and walked out of the bedroom 
towards the living room. 


Catherine stood a moment, looking after her husband and think- 
ing. Then she got into bed. She lay still a little while and got up 
and put on her slippers and opened the door to the children’s 
room. They seemed to be sleeping. Maria’s thumb was in her 
mouth. Catherine pulled it out and the child opened her eyes 
and her face quavered. Then she frowned. 

“Go to sleep, darling,” whispered Catherine. She put her hand 
over Maria’s eyes. When she took her hand away, the child’s eyes 
were closed. “Sleep,” Catherine whispered. “Dream about going 
to a party in a new dress.” 

She stood looking at her daughter. Maria’s thumb crept stealthily 
into her mouth and Catherine sighed. As the little, lonely, wet 
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sounds of sucking began, Catherine went out of the room and 
closed the door and went into the living room. 

Bauer was sitting in the easy chair by the window. There was a 
small bookcase in front of him. Most of the books in it were from 
correspondence courses for which he had subscribed in the days 
when he still had hopes of making a success in business. He had 
been wondering what his life would have been like had he finished 
the books. Different, altogether different, he decided. “A man like 
me needs teachers,’’ he told himself, ‘"to drive him and make him 
stick at something until he learns it.” 

Catherine turned on the light. He blinked and scowled at her. 
She blinked, too, and scowled and looked at him and did not see 
him clearly, but saw that he was scowling at her. 

“I think we ought to talk about this like we should, not fight- 
ing,” she said. 

“What’s the use of going over the whole thing all over again 

“The use is, how can I help you if I don’t know what’s going 
on?” 

“You can’t help. What can you do? I never expected any help 
from you.” 

Catherine went to a chair opposite him and sat down. He looked 
away from her out the window. 

“They got me so crazy down there,” he said, “telling me I can’t 
quit, they’ll kill me if I quit, that I called up the police and there 
was a raid. They know it was me.” 

The breath blew out of her mouth. Her hand flew up and 
clapped over her lips. 

“Yes,” he said, “that’s right. That’s the whole thing in a nutshell. 
I’m in the nutshell waiting now, this minute, they should break 
me up.” 

There was a long silence. She didn’t trust herself to speak. He 
kept looking out the window, guiltily, until he thought perhaps 
she had fainted or gone away. Then he looked at her. 

“Why did you do such a thing?” she asked. 

“I told you. I wanted to quit. I’m not the kind of a man who 
can live like a criminal.” 
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“What’s criminal? Everybody bets on numbers.” 

“There’s a la\v/’ he shouted. “Did you ever hear? There’s a law 
in the United States!” 

“All right, sssh. Talk right, Fred*” 

“I am talking right. There was a raid, another raid, before the 
one that came today. I’m not a criminal. Fm not cut out for that, 
police to come in and grab me like a thief and beat me up. You 
know me. I’m a man who has to live honorable, by the law. They 
sent their killers after me to tell me I can’t quit and I thought 
if I put Mr. Minch out of business, then I can quit.” 

“Who? That baldheaded man, what’s his name, the other day?” 

“He was one of them.” 

“He seemed very nice when he was here.” 

“Nice? That’s the way those fellows are, I tell you. Nice! They’re 
so nice, they shoot a man dead like you spit. They look nice, 
that’s all, act nice. Oh, what’s the difference! Don’t you think I 
know what I’m talking about ?’^ 

“Well, let me know, too. I’ve got a right to know, too.” 

“Well, now you know. Mr. Minch knows. They all know what 
I did, and if I want to save my life I got to go away.” 

“What did Mr. Minch say?” 

When?” 

When he found out you called up for the police.” 

What should he say? What’s the difference?” 

‘Tell me, Fred. I want to know.” 

“He said he’s through with me and watch my step. It’s not what 
he said. I can tell the way he said it what he meant. He’s a killer, 
that man, a killer, a real killer. He looks nice, too, acts nice, too, 
doesn’t he? He’s a killer I’m telling you.” 

“Is that all he said, just he’s through with you and watch your 
step?” 

“What else should he say? Does he have to draw a blueprint for 
the rest, where my grave will be? Yes, that’s all, and come to work 
tomorrow in a new place that he give me the address.” 

“See.” Her voice rang. “It’s what I thought. He’s just bawling you 
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out. Do you think if he meant you harm he’d give you the address 
where to go to work?” 

He looked at her helplessly. “Whatever I talk to you doesn’t mean 
a thing,” he said. 

“Don’t you understand? He tells you to come back to work. 
What does that mean?” 

“In one ear, out of the ear. It doesn’t mean anything to you, not 
a damn thing, and you don’t know anything, if you’re alive or 
what!” 

“I know this. You’ve got a job and you’ve got three children and 
you got to keep that job.” 

“Something new! I’m hearing something new that I never 
thought of.” 

“I’ll help you, Fred. I’ll go down and see Mr. Minch and tell 
him.” 

“Yes, what’ll you tell him?” 

“I’ll tell him what it means, the whole thing, why you did it and 
about the children. He’s a good man. I don’t care. He’s a good man 
in his heart. Why should he punish you? What’ll it get him to 
punish you? Only more trouble for himself. No, he’s a good man. 
He’ll see what I say.” 

“Yes? And his brother, Joe? There’s a good man, too. Go cry to 
him.” 

“I will. I will. Who’s his brother? Where is he?” 

“Aaah, I saw in the first place there was no use talking to you.” 
Bauer got up and went back into the bedroom. “At least I don’t have 
to chmb over her to get in,” he thought. “That’s the good I ac- 
complished” 

Catherine sat thinking for a few moments and then turned out 
the light and followed him into bed. But, when she tried to talk to 
him, he wouldn’t answer. She tried again and again. She asked him 
to tell the whole story from the beginning. She said it wasn’t clear 
to her. He refused. She began to ask him questions. 

“I want to sleep,” he said and turned his face to the wall. 

She pleaded with him and he made believe he was snoring. He 
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concentxated so much on pretending he was asleep that his mind 
was cleared o£ all other thoughts and finally he did fall asleep. 

When Bauer opened his eyes, the darkness was still there, but it 
had been hollowed by dawn. His brain had grown fresh and sweet 
in his head. I must have been asleep, he thought, at least for a little 
while. 

Catherine lay in back of him and he listened for her. He could 
not hear her. He decided she was holding herself still. She wouldn’t 
be so quiet if she were asleep. He closed his eyes. He was afraid if 
she saw him awake, she would start talking to him again. 

The bed was still. The house was still. Tfie street was nearly 
soundless. It felt as if a wind were gentling through his head. The 
color of gray swarmed restlessly in the night’s black, scooping it 
out until the darkness looked like a shadow on the gray. 

She couldn’t be asleep, he thought, or I’d hear the sound of her. 
He turned around to face her. Love won that much, but fear held 
on. He kept his eyes closed and sighed to make her think he was 
turning in his sleep. 

His hand fell on the soft flesh of her side and remained there. She 
did not move. She must be awake, then. She must still be thinking 
and afraid. If she were asleep, she would have moved. No, she was 
awake and holding herself still so as not to disturb him! 

But, sometimes, when he touched the children in their sleep, they 
remained still. . . . Sometimes they moved and sometimes they did 
not. Sometimes they could be heard breathing and sometimes they 
could not. Sometimes he had to watch their chests to see if they 
were breathing at all. 

He thought suddenly of Erna, his second daughter. When she 
walked, her fat little legs moved like a giggle. Children slept so 
deep. They fell asleep the way smoke falls into air and their sleep 
was sweet and deep. Maybe Catherine was sleeping that way now. 
If he opened his eyes a crack, she would not be able to tell that they 
were open. 
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He could not feel her breath or her warmth. The blankets had 
lumped between them. Suddenly there was a fumbling along the 
blankets. He closed his eyes tightly. Her hand was moving. It came 
to rest on top of his. The skin was rough. Her hand had no weight. 
It had brushed along his hand like a leaf and it touched so lightly 
now he could feel the roughness of the skin. She must be support- 
ing the weight of the hand herself so as not to awaken him. She 
was thinking and afraid and yet holding herself still because she 
"wanted him to sleep! He opened his eyes and saw that she was look- 
ing at him. 

“Go to sleep/’ she said. 

He closed his eyes, peacefully. She withdrew her hand. He kept 
his eyes closed for a moment. Then he looked at her again. She 
w-as lying on her side, facing him. Her lips were open and touching 
the edge of his pillow and she was staring over his head at the wall. 

He realized suddenly that he had to force himself to look at her 
and that he had not really looked at her in years. At 27, she still 
seemed young around the eyes. The girl of her was still there. It was 
bundled in the fat of her face. Why hadn’t he been able to look at 
her? he asked himself. Because he hated her so much? Because he 
wanted to hurt her all the time? Because he thought she hated him? 

His mind went all around and nibbled at the edges of the answer. 
How could it tell him that the man he had become was ashamed to 
look at her because of what he had done to her and to their love 
for each other? If it told him that, then he would have seen into 
himself and into his problem and he would have solved the problem. 
But he was on the edge. The forces of love and self-preservation had 
pushed him to the edge of the solution. 

“Catherine,” he said and stopped. The name had come mumbled 
through his sleepy throat and even that was turned into fear, a fear 
of sounding ridiculous. The fear was fought down. “I’m sorry for 
you,” he said and this time the tone was clear, but his voice was so 
low the words rumbled. 

“Try to sleep,” she said. “That’s what you need most.” 

He closed his eyes again and remained stiU, thinking about her. 
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Then he opened his eyes and said, ‘1 know the trouble I give you.” 

'‘Sssh, sssh. Don’t think about anything but sleeping.” She felt 
if he slept well, then he would see everything differently. 

“I want to tell you that I know. I can’t help it. That’s the man 
you married.” 

“Ssssh, sssh, sssssssh, Fred.” 

“You know I can’t help it. It’s the last thing I want, to give any- 
body trouble.” 

“I know, Fred. You’re a good husband.” 

“I try, but it doesn’t come out right. I have no luck.” 

She put her hand on his face and said, “Ssssh,” and stroked his 
cheek, saying, “Sssh, sssh,” as if he were a child. 

“I try.” His voice trembled. “You know that.” 

“You go to sleep, Fred.” 

“I do what’s right. I’m not for other women or drinking or 
carry-on with rough stuff around, like other fellows.” 

“I know. Don’t you think I appreciate the way you’ve been.?^” 

“I come home regular and give you all my money regular every 
week and whatever I do, it’s for the house, not for myself. You 
know that. There’s never been any change in me.” 

“You’re as good a husband as there is.” She drew the blankets 
around his neck and patted them cozily. 

“I do my work. There’s never been any complaint about my work 
and about me, the way I act, here and in the office and wherever it 
is. And yet it doesn’t come out right. What is it? I’ve tried all my 
life not to make one step out of the way, to do everything right so 
that everything should be like it ought to be and nothing comes out 
that way.” 

“It will, Fred. You’ll see. You keep on doing the right thing and 
it comes out right.” 

“It didn’t with me. What did I do wrong in my whole life.^^ Noth- 
ing. I’m clean and look! Look what happened! See for yourself!” 

“You’ll see, Fred. That’s the way it always works out. What’s 
right is right. You’ll see.” 

Yes, he thought, that’s what she’s good for, sleep and the bogey 
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man will go away, God is good, the right will win. No help! No 
help! Just, God is good. 

He did not think it angrily. The thought hung and swung deep 
in listlessness, the kind of lisdessness a general must feel when, on 
the edge of victory, while gathering his troops for the final thrust, 
he sees more and rnore of those troops turn on him and begins to 
know the battle is lost and he is lost with it. 

‘'One thing I regret,’' he said, after a while. ‘Tm sorry for the 
way IVe been around here. But I couldn’t help it the way my whole 
life was all . . , it was all, the whole thing I mean, I was doing the 
right thing and it was all going wrong. I don’t know yet why. Hon- 
est to God, I don’t know yet why.” 

“I’m telling you, Fred. You’ll see. What’s right is right and you 
do right and it comes out right, for the best.” 

“You must hate me, don’t you, the way I’ve talked and acted 
around here.” 

“Oh, I don’t. How can you say that?” She shifted close to him 
again and struggled to get her arm free of the blankets and around 
him. 

“How can you help it, the way I’ve been!” 

She got her arm under his neck and pressed his face against her. 
“I don’t, I don’t,” she cried. “Don’t you think I understand nothing, 
Fred? Honest, I don’t.” 

“I can’t bear it if you hate me.” 

“I don’t! I don’t! How can you think I do when I don’t?” 

He lay still. He could feel the bones of her legs against the bones 
of his legs and the large, wide, warm softness of her body against 
his body. In her shifting, the skirt of her nightgown had lifted and 
tangled above her hips and the naked warmth of her body poured 
out to him aiid swept over him and he lay listlessly in it. 

“I didn’t intend what I said about going away,” he told her. 

She didn’t answer except to press his head more tighdy. 

“I wouldn’t do a thing like that,” he said. “I know it wouldn’t 
be right.” 

He could feel her hand tremble where it held the back of his head. 
His listlessness frightened her. 
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“All my life/’, he said, “it’s been that I’d rather sufJer anything 
than do the wrong thing.” 

He tried to move his head so that he could speak more freely, but 
she forced him against-her. 

“I never.had an idea that I’d go away,” he told her. “I just said it.” 

“Mr. Minch won’t do anything. He’s a good man.” 

“That’s. what I have to rely on.” 

“He’s a good man and he understands what you did. Maybe he’s 
sore for a little while, but you’ll see, he’s good and he understands.” 

“If I didn’t think the same thing ... but I just said about going 
away because . « . I don’t know. Maybe to make a play for sym- 
pathy.” 

“I know. You poor darling, you were worried.” 

Yes, he said to himself, he had known even before he had thought 
of going away that he could never go away and leave his family like 
that. He’d have to stand and face this thing like a man, not run 
away. 

“I really don’t know why I said it,” he told her. “I just said it.” 

“I know, Fred.” 

They lay still for a long time. He put his leg between hers and 
the warmth of her rolled into his leg down through the bones. Her 
hand pressed his head into her neck and the flesh of her body flat- 
tened against his body. 

“You mustn’t say I hate you, Fred,” she said. Her voice shook 
and she began to weep, “It’s not so,” she wept. “Never. I appreciate 
all you do and the way you are.” 

One of her tears fell against the side of his face and rolled coldly 
down his cheek. He shuddered. He wanted to draw away from her, 
but he compelled himself to lie still. Her tears fell slowly and rolled 
coldly down his cheek and caught against his lips. He tasted the 
salt. Then, suddenly, he forced his head upward. He wanted her 
tears to fall into his eyes. 

It was nearly the last moment of love left to Bauer before his 
mind throttled itself in a snarl of fear. 
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XIX 


The bank had been placed in a large apartment house on the edge 
of the fashionable part of Fifth Avenue. When Bauer went to work 
Tuesday he thought, this can’t be, Leo must have given out the 
wrong address. 

But there were others there — ^Murray and Delilah and Mr. Mid- 
dleton — ^thinking it couldn’t be^ either, and they all went along to- 
gether to the delivery entrance and found out they were expected 
and went up to the ninth floor and it was the right address all right. 
Joe opened the door for them. 

“This way, please,” said Joe. “I’ll show you where you work.” 

Bauer had got in among the others to keep the curious eyes of 
the elevator man off his back and was shouldered along. He went 
with head lowered. 

First there was a foyer. Leo was in there, seated at a telephone, 
Bauer could see his shoes. Then there was a living room filled with 
red, brocaded furniture and black teakwood tables and a dining 
room stuffed with heavy walnut. After that, came a swinging door 
with a small oval of glass in it and then they were in the kitchen. 
Adding machines had been placed on top of the washtubs and the 
bank’s books were scattered over the stove and the drainboard of 
the sink. 

“You work there, Bauer.” Joe pointed to the stove. “We had the 
pilot light turned off for you, so you can’t get burned.” Joe pressed 
the button that operated the pilot hght. No flame came out. “See?” 
he said. “You got nothing to worry.” 

Bauer lifted his head, but he couldn’t meet Joe’s eyes. 

“The sorters in here,” said Joe. 

He led the sorters into a maid’s room that opened off the kitchen. 
All the furniture had been moved out of it and piled into the haU 
to make room for two tables and chairs. 
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Bauer stood looking at the stove and listening to the sounds of 
josding and laughter and scraping furniture and the cry of words 
from the maid’s room. Then he thought of Joe being in there and 
how nobody had told him Joe would be there, waiting for him, 
when he came to work. His legs began to move. Delilah and Mur- 
ray, their hats and coats off, coming towards the adding machines, 
were a blur to him. His legs seemed to him to be moving away from 
his body. He was carried at a half-run on tiptoe through the swing- 
ing door and along thick rugs. He saw thick rugs in streaks and 
then he saw Leo in the foyer. Leo was still at the telephone table. 
He was looking through his address book. Bauer stopped short and, 
as soon as he stopped, he began to tremble. 

‘"’“Where are you going?” asked Leo. 

Bauer shook his head to stop its trembling. He shook his hands up 
and down to stop the trembling of his body. 

“Hang up your hat and coat,” Leo told him. 

Bauer kept shaking his head from side to side and shaking his 
hands up and down. 

“Haven’t I got enough trouble without you?” cried Leo. 

But Joe . . . You didn t say he would be here.” Bauer’s teeth were 
chattering. He could hear them faintly as if they were far below 
his head. 

“Go hang up your coat. Do you think there’s nothing on our 
minds except you? If I had my way I’d throw you out to hell with 
you.” 

Please, did you . . . does he ... I mean did you . . . does Joe . . . 
please, tell me, for God sakes!” 

“If you make this much trouble for us any more,” Leo held up 
a clenched hand with his thumb pressed against the tip of his index 
finger, “it will be the end and I’m telling you that.” 

They heard Joe coming and Bauer looked around and saw him 
and stooped his head. 

There s a place in the kitchen to hang up your stuff,” said Joe. 

Bauer stepped around him and hurried to the kitchen. 

It was to be all snarl for him now and anything that happened 
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was to be grabbed up by his mind and made into snarl. It turned 
out that what happened next was, Joe rang the doorbell. 

After Bauer started back to the kitchen, Joe told Leo he was go- 
ing downstairs for a minute. He didn’t say why. He hadn’t even 
told Leo yet Hall had probably put a tap on all their telephones. It 
hadn’t been necessary. Leo didn’t know Bunte. His telephone con- 
versations couldn’t be important to Hall. 

Joe went a block to Madison Avenue to find a store with public 
telephones. It wasn t a dial phone. He gave the operator W^heelock’s 
number and told Wheelock to meet him at nine o’clock that night 
at the corner of 47*-^ Street and Madison Avenue. He said he would 
pick him up in his car. 

“Make that a little later. I have an appointment,” Wheelock said. 

“I didn’t fix the time. You know who did.” 

Wheelock did not have an appointment, but he resented the sound 
of command in Joe’s voice. “I’ll be there later,” he said. “I can’t 
break my appointment now.” 

“You can do what you want. I’ll be there at nine and, if you’re 
not there, that’s up to you.” 

Joe hung up and went out into the store. He had to call Tucker 
and tell him he had made the appointment with Wheelock, but he 
wanted to make sure all the other booths were empty before giving 
the operator the number. Tucker had moved into hiding tTiar 
morning. 

There was a man in one of the booths. He seemed to be a sales- 
man, but Joe bought cigarettes and looked through the telephone 
book until the man left. 

When Joe got back to his apartment, he discovered he had for- 
gotten his keys. He rang the bell. 

It was a chime bell. The soft notes went through the house. Leo 
was in the maid’s room with the sorters. He came hurrying out and 
across the kitchen and through the swinging door. 

Bauer lifted his head from his books. He looked at the door as it 
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swung and swished and swung shortly and swished and trembled 
to a stop. He dipped his well ear into the silence and sat trying to 
hear whether it was the police. He heard nothing but silence. 

Then Leo returned. He went through the kitchen to the sorters 
without Saying anything. 

“It must have been nothing/’ thought Bauer. He went back to 
work slowly and, as he worked, he listened to the silence that lay 
outside the kitchen. “The place for the garbage here is better than 
what I got to live in,” he said to himself. 

He thought of the elevator men and doorman and porters who 
had stared as he came in. They must be wondering what was going 
on. Anybody who saw them going in or out of such a house or saw 
them through the window would wonder what was going on. “Are 
they crazy,” he said to himself, “to pick a place like this.? They’ll 
be on to us in a minute, anybody who sees us.” 

Somebody who looked into the kitchen window would call up 
and complain. Maybe the doorman would complain or the elevator 
men or somebody he had not even noticed. The policeman on the 
beat. What would he think, seeing such people as himself and the 
others go in and out of such a house.? “I can’t work here,” he 
thought. “It’s not for me.” 

He gripped the books tightly to stop the trembling in his hands. 
He listened to the silence beyond the kitchen door and the silence in 
the courtyard beyond the window. “If I pull the shade,” he told 
himself, “they’ll wonder why. What’s going on in a kitchen that you 
have to pull the shades?” He looked out the window at the silent 
houses and the silent windows and his ear strained to reach the 
silence beyond the kitchen door. 

I can’t, he thought. It’s against nature! He had to go away some- 
where. If it was pain that he had to stand up to or even being killed, 
he could do it. He could force himself and do it. Men had done it 
before for their family’s sake and he could do it just as well as any- 
body. But not this. This was against nature, to sit still in a place 
where a man was going crazy. 

No question about it. That’s why Leo had put the bank in a place 
where it stuck out like an electric sign. To drive him insane. First, 
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Leo shoves money in his face and rubs it in his eyes so that he 
should think about and feel the garbage is thrown in a better place 
than he can afford to live. Then Leo lets him know, out cold, out 
plain, that if there was a raid, he would be blamed for it. 

If the elevator man called up the police or the doorman or the 
lobby man or the hall porter or the fireman, they wouldn’t be sus- 
pected. Nobody would be suspected because Leo would know Bauer 
had done it and there would be no questions or arguments. Bauer 
had done it. No question about it. Bauer had done it. 

If the neighbor next dooE called up the police, he would be the 
one. If the people across the court called up, he would be the one. 
If the cop on the beat saw them going in and got to wondering and 
investigating and made a raid, Bauer would be the one. No ques- 
tions, no arguments. No more another chance. Just ^ootl Shoot! 
That’s all. 

No, he had to go away. He had to go away without telling Cath- 
erine. He had told her Joe was going to kill him. She hadn’t be- 
lieved him. She hadn’t budged an inch. So what was the use of 
telling her the truth, that it was against nature, flesh could not do 
it, a man could not hold a job that was making him insane and sit 
still and do the job and watch himself go insane. 

“It won’t make you crazy to see your children starve to death.?” 
she would say. “A man has to be a man. A family man has to stand 
anything and be a man for his family.” 

“Insane!” he cried to himself. “But really wild insane, with my 
hair sticking out and not to know what I’m doing!” 


At ten o’clock that night, Wally came in to Boyle’s. He saw 
Bauer and nodded to him, but he didn’t* go over. He stood around 
talking and walked from table to table to watch the games and see 
if he could get into one of them. 

Somebody asked him for the prices on a fight and he said he 
wasn’t running for Koch any more. They wanted to know what it 
was all about, whether he had made a killing on a horse and had 
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too much money to work or had had an argument with Koch or 
what. 

“Everything is very friendly between me and Barney/’ he said. 
“I’m just trying to improve myself and take a little flier at something 
I got in prospect to see how it works out.” 

Bauer didn’t watch Wally, but the boy drifted back and forth 
before him, generally with a smile on his face and looking bright. 
Bauer sat against the wall in a wooden folding chair. He had come 
to Boyle’s to think. He felt he could think better there dian at home. 
He thought there must be some way to quit his job and get relief 
work and be free, some simple way somewhere, some easy thing to 
do if he could but think of it. Several times Wally came into his 
mind and each time he said to himself, “What can that kid do 
except talk with his big mouth!” 

While he was thinking of this, searching for the way to quit, the 
simple, easy little way and winding up with Wally and rejecting 
Wally, he was debating what would happen i£ he did not find the 
way. 

“I’ll go away on a freight train,” he thought, “and then I’ll send 
for them. I’ll tell Catherine that in the note I leave.” 

But where, in die whole United States, was there a job for a man 
alive in the year 1934? Nobody had the right to be alive that year. 
People from all over the country were coming to New York to get 
jobs and if there were no jobs in New York, how could he expect 
to find a job any other place .f’ A picture came into his mind of him- 
self as a bum, knocking on back doors hat in hand or searching in 
garbage pails when no one was looking. 

Finally he went over to Wally. “That big mouth!” he thought. 
But he owed his family that much, to listen to the boy and to be 
able to say he had tried every single way there was to get rid of the 
job that was driving him insane, even such a hopeless way as lis- 
tening to what a boy like Wally had to say. He told Wally he had 
decided he would like to hear more on what they had talked about 
last night before making up his mind one way or the other, yes 
or no or maybe. 

“I’m trying to fix myself up with a game here,” said Wally. 
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Bauer wandered off, disappointed. After a few minutes, Wally 
came over to him and said he guessed there wasn’t any game around 
there for him anyway and took Bauer into his car. 

As they drove along slowly, Bauer asked questions about the car, 
how many miles it made to the gallon and about its pickup and how 
fast it could go in second and whether it could take the hill at Fort 
George in high. 

“Ill give you the handbook of instructions,” said Wally, bored. 

“Would you, please? I’ve never read one and I sort of, well, I 
thought if I ever got ten bucks together I’d buy a jalopy just to 
take it apart.” 

“In the meantime,” said Wally, “what about our deal?” 

“Well, I don’t know.” 

“You don’t know what?” 

“I mean I don’t remember exactly what you said last night. I was 
tired and had something on my mind and didn’t listen much.” 

“It’s nothing hard to understand. If you name us a place where 
we can put a proposition to Leo Minch, that’s all. Then we’ll put in 
a word for you.” 

“Is that all?” 

“That’s all” 

“You said something else last night.” 

“I said a lot of things, but that was the proposition.” 

“No, I mean there was something else in the proposition, some- 
thing more that you said.” 

“That was all,” said Wally. 

“I’m sure there was something else.” 

“Well, whatever it was, there’s the proposition now. Take it 01 
leave it lay.” 

Bauer was silent. The car rolled along slowly. It went up Southern 
Boulevard and across to a small park where automobiles stood every 
few feet along the dark roadways. There were couples in the cars. 
“What do you think of that,” said Bauer, “in this cold weather!” 

“I guess they keep it hot enough inside,” Wally said. “Well, when 
are you going to make up your mind either way? I want to shoot 
some pool.” 
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“What kind o£ a proposition have you got for Mr. Minch?” 

“What’s it to you? It’s a proposition, a deal we want to make.” 

“Well, who is we? I mean I got to know something that I am 
dealing with.” 

“You’re dealing with me.” 

“You? How are you going to talk to Mr. Minch and get him to 
let me quit? Do you think I’m crazy!” 

“I’m working with Ficco.” 

“Oh.” Bauer tried to think where he had heard the name before. 
It was familiar, but he couldn’t place it. Something, somewhere, in 
the newspapers, people talking. 

“Who’s Ficco?” he cried. “What’s Ficco? I got to know. I can’t 
rush in blind like this and make a deal with people I never heard 
about and I don’t know what they’re doing.” 

“You never heard of Ficco?” 

“I heard of him, yes, but I don’t know where or what.” Bauer had 
twisted around in his exasperation and he looked full at Wally and 
Wally took his eyes off the road and looked at Bauer. The boy’s lips 
had curled into what could have been either a smile or a sneer. He 
didn’t say anything. He looked at Bauer calmly and Bauer lowered 
his eyes and turned forward. 

“You see what I mean,” said Bauer. “I don’t want to be like I’m 
in the frying pan into the fire. I got to see my way clear in this 
before I take a single step.” 

“You don’t have to worry. You’re dealing with me.” 

“Yes, but I don’t know. I’m tied to one and then I break loose 
from him and I’m tied to Mr. Ficco. What’s the use of that, getting 
myself into a spot where I have to do what Mr. Ficco says.” 

“Ficco will never know you’re alive. You’re dealing with me.” 

“You don’t have to tell him about me?” 

“Why should I? It’s my deal that I’m making with you and I 
don’t want anything out of you. You know that. You just get your 
boss to meet you somewhere private, not altogether private, that’s 
not necessary, just in a quiet restaurant or some place like that, you 
can suit yourself. You don’t even have to be there if you don’t want.” 

“That’s all?” 
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“That’s all. Just call up, 111 give you the number, and tell who- 
ever answers, you don’t have to give in your name or your boss’s 
name, just say for Wally to be at such and such a place at such and 
such a time, whatever you make up with your boss, but don’t men- 
tion his name. Then we’ll show up and do all the talking and when 
the deal is made I’ll put in your name and that’s part of the deal. 
There’s no need to be there at all. We’ll put our proposition to him 
and he’ll take it and part of the deal is he fires you.” 

“That’s all?” 

“What else? Call up, say where the appointment is and hang up. 
You’re a free man. Go to Miami for the winter.” 

“I want to go on relief work.” 

“Go wherever you want. That’s your business. I don’t even want 
to know.” 

“You said something else last night, I’m sure, what you were go- 
ing to do to Mr. Minch.” 

“Make him a proposition,” said Wally. 

“Something more.” Bauer didn’t look at Wally. He knew the boy 
was gazing at him with the same ambiguous curl to his full, shapely 
lips, but he stared straight ahead through the windshield. 

“I didn’t,” Wally said at last, “but what’s the difference! That’s 
what the deal is and now give it to me yes or no.” 

Bauer’s head squirmed as if with pain. His eyes were wrinkled 
almost shut. “I don’t know,” he said, “I don’t know, no . . . no . . . 
don’t know.” 

“Okay. I’ll take that for no. And now I’m going back to Boyle’s 
if you don’t mind.” Wally made a U-turn with Bauer looking care- 
fully to right and left and out the rear window as the car backed up. 

“There was some other point you mentioned last night,” said 
Bauer, “I’m positive.” 

“Maybe you thought I said something that I didn’t.” 

That must be it, Bauer told himself. He had a sense of relief, a 
welling up of unreasonable joy. Wally’s story was straight. They 
had a proposition for Mr. Minch. Mr. Minch wouldn’t listen. That 
was logical to anyone who knew Mr. Minch. And they were paying 
him off for tricking Mr. Minch into listening. That was straight 
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enough and simple enough and, if he had got the impression last 
night there was anything more to it, it must have been because he 
was so excited, he was thinking so many things, he didn’t know 
what he heard and what he thought. So what could he lose? 
If Mr. Minch didn’t make the deal with Wally’s people, all he would 
do was get sore at Bauer for tricking him into listening. Well, he 
couldn’t get sorer than he was now. 

"Ill give you the number to call up in case you change your 
mind,” said Wally. 

""All right.” Bauer took out his memorandum book and a pencil 
and leaned forward to get the light from the dashboard. 

""Put it on a page that you can tear out after you’ve used it,” said 
Wally. “It’s a private number and Ficco doesn’t want it to get 
around.” 

""Sure.” That was logical enough, too, and straight enough. 

Wally stopped the car so that Bauer could write more legibly. 
Bauer supported the book on his knee and wet the pencil in his 
mouth and wrote down die number. 

‘"This doesn’t mean I’ve made up my mind yet,’’ stid Bauer. 

“Suit yourself. If you decide no, there’s no obligation, md if yes, 
just call up and leave word where I should be and when." Don’t 
say your name or your boss’s name and that will leave you out of 
it altogether. Just say for me to be. After all, what can you lose?” 

""I’ve been thinking the same thing. I owe it to my family to try 
whatever I can.” If it goes wrong, Bauer told himself, they’re the 
ones to blame. Wife and kids, that’s who. The whole thing is for 
them and whatever goes wrong, it’s their responsibility. But what 
could go wrong? 

“As I say,” said Wally, “suit yourself.” 

“Not myself, my family.” 

“Whatever it is,” said Wally. 


The weight of history that a man carries on his shoulders as he 
goes about his daily life is not a small weight, although Bauer was 
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among the great majority in never being aware o£ it. He never 
thought o£ himself and of each other man on earth as living all day 
in the stream of history. To him, history was not what was hap- 
pening to all people but something in school books. Historical events 
were made by “big shots” who got their names in the papers and 
lived in government buildings or tried to live there. While they were 
alive, they were boss and people paid attention to what they said. 
After they were dead, statues were made of them. 

It was now Tuesday night of the second weekjn December, 1934, 
and an incident that will never be recorded in written history had 
occurred in the small life of a little man. The little man had a her- 
itage of insecurity that had begun from the day of his birth to make 
him into a certain kind of infant. He was born in a world given 
over to business played as a game with profit as the goal and man 
staking his life on reaching it. There was no security in that for him. 
Whatever insecurity he was born into must be aggravated by such 
a way of life. 

Finally, a crisis had come to him, an event of importance to few. 
A man, in an effort to save his brother’s money, had had his broth- 
er’s employees arrested on a misdemeanor charge, involving perhaps 
a small Only one man in the group had been ripened sufficiently 
by the history of the modern world to react totally to the meaning 
of this event. 

To this one man, the arrest became an event that could sum up 
and make tangible and so, understandable, and so, shattering, the 
tragedy of insecurity. Insecurity had made him into a certain kind 
of infant and had aggravated him into a certain kind of man. That 
man could see no way out of insecurity except death. The will to 
self-destruction was strong in him, but it needed fear to do its work, 
a paroxysm of ultimate fear. This alone would be adequate to com- 
pel its victim to destroy, first, whatever love was in him for the 
things in his life and for life and then destroy life itself. So, the 
little man began to invent enemies in order to inflame fear and 
stirred hate in himself in order to inflame fear and worked on fear, 
nursed it, fed it, sheltered it. Towards the end, fear was becoming 
strong enough to make everything that happened its food. A door- 
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bell ringiag^ forgiveness by bis friend and boss, the promise of a new 
chance to resume the old life, his wife, his children, his father, the 
society in which he existed, they all fed fear and became fearful. 

At this moment, an inept, inadequate creature, a puny-minded 
impotent boy came to him and he listened. Instead of ignoring the 
boy or turning him into food for fear, instead of using this evil- 
looking, diseased-seeming youth as he had used all the others, he 
listened and made himself believe. 

'"Give me your problem,” the boy said, “I will solve it. Do what 
I say and you will have no more worries. A better life will open to 
you. I will remove your enemies and whatever you hate. Let me be 
your leader. You will not regret it.” 

The little man listened and an extraordinary thing occurred in 
his mind. He had not believed his wife’s words or his boss’s words. 
He did not believe the boy’s words but, remarkably, instead of 
striving immediately to distort them to aid his campaign for self- 
destruction, he began to strive to believe them. 

Is this a miracle, an accident, a coincidence, a freak of thought, a 
work of a high power 

The little man asked questions of the boy he strove to accept as 
leader. But he asked questions with his mouth, not with his mind. 
His mind was throttled by the will to self-destruction and with it 
he could think only that he had nothing to lose by trying what the 
boy offered. If the boy who would be leader had come earlier, he 
would have been rejected. If he had come later, he would have been 
too late. A solution to the crisis would have been found without 
him. So the time of his arrival owed its importance, not to accident 
or coincidence, but to itself. The time was a vital element in the 
fact that the “leader” succeeded in becoming actually a leader. 

The little man’s wife had promised to solve his problem and had 
been refused. The little man’s friend and employer had promised, 
too, and had proved he could solve it and had been refused, at first, 
and then ignored. For the little man did not want the solution they 
promised. He wanted death. Then this diseased-seeming, evil-looking 
“leader” had promised a solution and outlined his method. 
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Was he a miracle of persuasiveness? Did he have Divine aid? ... 
Then, where was the reason for his success? 

If his njethod had held a logical hope of success, if, for example, 
it included an end to insecurity, a way to do the world’s work with- 
out the ruinous device of profit for a goal and, for those who cannot 
reach the goal, death without burial, death that can be tasted and 
suffered, then, no doubt, he, too, would have been rejected. He 
would have been regarded as an enemy — an enemy of the will to die 
— and would have been hated and turned into food for fear. But the 
leader’s solution lay within the framework of the little man’s ex- 
perience, It was not a cure for the disease of insecurity; it simply 
responded to its symptoms. That prepared the little man to accept 
the solution. And the leader’s method had no logical hope of suc- 
cess. It was not an enemy of the will to die, but an ally. That made 
the little man eager to accept it. 

So the little man questioned the leader with his mouth, but not 
with his mind. For his mind knew that the leader was lying to him 
and was truthfully promising only death. The leader’s lies helped 
the little man conceal the unbearable^ truth from himself and the 
little man had his own lies to help further. What can I lose? he told 
himself. I owe it at least to try everything there is, he told himself, 
so I can say fairly that I tried. 

Now, you may ask, what have these rather shabby confusions in a 
little man’s inconsequential life to do with so great a thing as 
history? 

Well, the time was 1934. Already a nation of Germans, ripened by 
history, as the little man had been, and then flung into economic 
crisis, as the little man had been, had invented enemies, as he had, 
and stirred hatreds and nursed and fueled and fanned fear and had 
allowed itself to turn to a leader, a gross, gruesome, diseased-seeming 
man — all as the little man had. The Germans’ leader was one of 
them. He had the will to death in him and he knew the way to 
it. He knew how to delude himself into gratifying the will to death. 
The leader meant Germany’s death, but he promised Germany a 
better life. Being put into power, he did not change. He invented 
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more enemies for his nation and stirred more hatreds and nursed 
and fueled and fanned more fears. 

The nation of Germany asked questions with the mouth and not 
with the brain. Is living with fear and cohabitation with fear to 
multiply fear the better life.? Is slavery for all the better life? Yes! 
Yes! cried the nation of Germany, for its brain was busy arranging 
its own destruction. Delusion was a help. 

Then the life of Germany as a fruitful, dignified nation, or force 
on earth, and the life of Germans as members of the human race 
was bound in slavery, and fruitfulness, dignity and humanity were 
destroyed in the flames of fear. The nation of Germans, in a paroxysm 
of fear over what it had done, warmed itself in the fire and rattled 
joyfully the chains binding it to death and shouted jubilantly with 
their mouths and became a lunatic beast abroad in the world, a 
monstrous triumph of insecurity. 

This thing called the Nazi idea, this promise of wholesale death, 
crept across the earth. It was a climax to the modern world and its 
business game. Wherever it found climax men, strong only in the 
will to self-destruction, it found victims. All of Tucker’s people, and, 
of course. Tucker himself, were climax men of the modern world. 
Some were riper than others, but each was ripening. In each was 
the sum of the history of the modern world to date. Whatever his- 
tory lay after 1934 would be, in large part, their doing. What they 
accepted or rejected, acted upon or failed to act upon would be the 
story of what came next on earth. 

That was the weight of history upon Bauer’s shoulders. He was 
the ripest of all the climax men and he swam drowning in the 
stream of history towards Ficco. 
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At nine o’clock this same Tuesday evening, Joe found Wheelock 
waiting where he had been told to wait, at 47th Street and Madison 
Avenue. As he drove up Joe saw the young lawyer, before he 
reached the corner and opened the door while still moving and 
hardly had to stop at all. He drove off swiftly, leaving Wheelock to 
fumble the door -shut, and turned sharply into 49th Street and 
stopped near Fifth Avenue. A small sedan came around the corner 
behind them, rubber whining, and then, at sight of Joe’s parked 
car, slowed and loitered up the block. 

‘Took down here,” said Joe. He stooped over and put his hand 
on the floor. His back was to the street. He saw Wheelock stare at 
him in surprise. “Get your God damn head down and don’t argue,” 
he said. 

Wheelock crouched and lowered his head so that it was below 
the level of the side window and only the slope of his back was 
visible from the street. When the small sedan passed, the two men 
sat up. 

“What’s this about?” asked Wheelock. 

“I don’t know myself.” 

“What the . . .” 

“I just wanted to find out is there somebody following us and 
you saw. There seems to be that we got a tail.” 

‘Took here!” 

“Your switchboard is tapped all right, I guess, or maybe not. 
Maybe ...” 

“I’m an attorney. I’m not running away from anybody.” 

“I couldn’t get a look if the tail is from Ficco or it’s some of Hall’s 
football boys. Did you?” 
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“I won’t take part in this,” said Wheelock. “You’ve always tried 
:o do this kind of thing to me. I won’t stand for it.” 

“You know what our tail is doing up there, don’t you? They’re 
sitting around the corner and they’re waiting for us to come out. 
That’s cheese stujff. We’re the mouse, but they’re cheese, if you ask 
me, football boys, not Ficco’s talent.” 

“Did you hea'r what I just told you?” 

“I could of lost them long ago, the minute they passed us only I 
got an idea to do. You watch, you’ll see, they’re going to send a 
man to the corner to tell them if we try to back out to Madison 
Avenue.” 

“You can’t back out. This is a one-way street,” said Wheelock. 

“I want to wait and try to spot him and see if he’s from Hall or 
□rom Ficco.” 

They both stared through the windshield at the corner. If Flail 
had found out about their appointment, it could have been through 
a tap on Wheelock’s switchboard. But if Ficco had found out, then 
either there was a steady tail on them or Ficco had somebody in 
with Tucker selling him information. Many people passed the cor- 
ner. It was difficult to pick out one man and say he was loitering 
to watch their car. 

“Maybe they’re smart,” said Joe, “and got a woman to help. 
Watch the women, too.” 

“I’m not going to stand for this fantastic hocus-pocus,” cried 
Wheelock. “I’m an attorney and I’m not in this thing like every- 
body else. You seem to forget that.” 

Joe kept his eyes on the corner. He was excited and worried, but 
he sat quietly and smiled a little, as if he liked the excitement. Joe 
liked anything that made him stop thinking. “I don’t know who 
you’re trying to kid,” he said, “yourself or what.” 

“Fm not kidding. Goddamnit, you listen to me! You tell me 
where Tucker is and I’ll go to him myself, as an attorney to his 
client, not this fantastic way.” 

“Just a minute. Watch in back.” 

Joe put the car into reverse and stepped on the gas hard and the 
car plunged backward. He kept his eyes on the corner. He knew 
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how to drive. He could keep a car in a straight line by touch. He 
saw a man on the opposite corner lift his hand as if in a signal and 
start hurrying across the street. 

‘1 thought we’d smoke him out,” said Joe, 

He was figuring that when the sedan got the signal that he was 
backing up, it would turn down 50th Street and tear for Madison 
Avenue to pick him up. He drove backwards until he felt the sedan 
had rounded into 50th Street. Then he raced forward. The man on 
the corner of Fifth Avenue saw him come and began waving for 
a taxi. Joe smiled again. No taxi was going to keep up with him. 
He got a look at the man as he raced by. It wasn’t anybody he 
recognized, but he seemed too well dressed to be from Ficco. 

“Watch that cab he gets,” said Joe. 

“A yellow.” 

“Remember the license and watch it.” 

The light was with them at Fifth Avenue and Joe made a left turn 
downtown. If it had been against them, he would have turned right. 
But as it was, the light gave them their first break. The taxi the man 
had called was facing uptown. It had to make a U-turn and wait 
for the light. Joe figured the sedan would be on the corner of 50th 
and Madison now, watching to see which way he would go. They 
would be watching in back, too, and would know he hadn’t gone 
uptown. But downtown was good at this hour and the east side 
was good, too. There wasn’t so much trafl&c. A man had a chance 
to cut some corners. 

Joe drove straight down Fifth Avenue. He was playing for a 
break in the lights to shake off the taxi. He wanted to reach a corner 
just as the light was changing. The light would stop the taxi, but 
he would make it and steal the next one and then turn, with two 
blocks’ start on his pursuer. He drove without thinking, except to 
count the blocks as he passed them. He could tell by the muscles on 
the back of the neck of the driver ahead of him what the man was 
going to do, whether he was going to cut right or left or slow up. 
He could judge distances to inches without thinking about them. 

“You know,” he told Wheelock, “when I’m pepped up like this, 
I can drive better.” 
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Whcelock was watching the taxi through the back window. 
“You've got a hell of a nerve treating me like this/' he said. 

“Why, I thought you college boys liked to play cops and rob- 
bers." 

Joe got his break at 39th Street. He forced the light and the taxi 
was too far behind to do the same. There wasn't much cross traffic 
at 38th Street. Joe drove through the light there and made a right 
turn at 37th Street and another at 6th Avenue, going fast, and came 
up 38th Street at top speed and made a right turn into Fifth Avenue 
and went down Fifth Avenue to 36th Street where he made a left 
turn towards Madison Avenue. He drew up alongside the curb in 
the middle of the block. He turned off the lights and shut off the 
motor. 

“I’ll watch Madison. You watch Fifth," he said. 

They watched for a few moments in silence. The New York night 
hummed around them excitedly and excitement hummed in them. 

“I want to know why you’re doing this to me," said Wheelock at 
last. 

“Fm not doing anything to you.” 

“You’ve always been like that, refusing to understand that I’m 
the attorney for the combination and not a member." 

“Ben is the one I take orders from,” said Joe. “He told me to 
bring you up, he’s got something to talk to you, and not to let any- 
body know where he is.” 

“Why didn’t he tell me and I’d have come up by myself instead 
of this way.?" 

“That’s the answer, isn’t it. He don’t trust you to keep a tail off 
you. You’re still the boy with the college education to him." 

Joe began driving again, turning corners and stopping and going 
slow and speeding up and doubling back, but heading generally 
northwest. He finally drove the car into a parking lot on 58th Street 
and said they would take the subway from there. They walked 
down a quiet, rather dark street to the subway and once Joe stopped 
and put his foot on a fire hydrant and untied and tied the shoelace. 
He wanted to see if anyone was following. No one was. 

“I intend to make clear to you once and for all," began Wheelock. 
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“Listen,” Joe interrupted. “Fm going to tell you something. Fve 
got nothing against you. We’re in this business together and that’s 
as far as we go together. What’s for the business Fm with you, but 
I can’t bother my head if you got pride or whatever you got, ethics 
or what. If you want to be on the Supreme Court, I don’t care as 
long as it doesn’t interfere with the business. Now, you get my 
point?” 

“Fm the attorney for the combination and nothing else, no single 
thing else.” 

“Please,” said Joe, “buy a newspaper for yourself and write it up 
there. Here, here’s three cents.” He put his hand into his pocket and 
Wheelock turned from him angrily. 

They took the west side subway and got off at 96th Street. On 
the walk from the station to Tucker’s new apartment, Joe stopped 
twice to make sure they were not being followed. 


XXI 


Tucker had been thinking about Ficco for several days. He knew 
the man had put some people together and didn’t have any money 
or backing or anything, except just these' people to feed. Tucker was 
watching to see how Ficco would do it. He was a little nervous that 
Ficco would think his former boss was alone now and had his hands 
tied and was soft and ripe for taking. 

Then Tucker found out this was just what Ficco was thinking. 
He found it out Monday night late, a little after Judge Garrett had 
thrown out the case against Leo’s bank. At that time a white policy 
banker named Gilliam came to Tucker’s home to ask if he could 
buy protection and to arrange a price on it. According to Gilliam’s 
story, the night before, Sunday night, he was walking his dog out- 
side his house when two men came out of a car parked nearby and 
said they would like to talk to him. 

“All right,” he told them. “Fm listening.” 
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Gilliam was a tall, heavy man with rank, curly gray hair and a 
small face that was sharp-featured and forward-thrusting. He had 
been a Ku Klux Klan businessman hoodlum in the South and he 
felt there wasn’t anything he was afraid of and he carried a gun to 
show it. People generally thought the same thing of him. Nobody 
could imagine him hiding under the bed from anything. 

The two men said they would rather talk to him in their car 
because it was more private. That was when Gilliam became afraid. 
He had been to the movies and he knew what this was. He started 
to whistle for his dog. He thought the dog would make a noise and 
confusion and he’d be able to get his gun out and scare the two 
nen off, but they saw Gilliam’s lips become round and, before he 
:ould whistle, they put their hands on his arms and led him into 
the car. They didn’t pull him or force him. They just led him and 
Gilliam was so surprised at their touch and so frightened that he 
couldn’t think of anything else to do except go with them. His dog 
stayed home. 

Gilliam remembered that one of the men had worked for him 
some years before when he had held a part-ownership in a Plarlem 
dance hall. The man had been a bouncer, but Gilliam couldn’t think 
of his name. 

Tucker asked for a description and decided the man must be 
Jazz Smitty, who was doorman at a night club on 52nd Street 
where Ficco’s wife worked in the ladies’ room. 

Gilliam couldn’t describe any of the others. He had been too 
excited to look at them. He thought there might have been four 
altogether, but he wasn’t sure. There could have been five or six. 
He remembered it was a big car, a seven-passenger, and Tucker 
wondered where Ficco had got it. He decided maybe one of Ficco’s 
people was chauffeuring for somebody, perhaps an imdertaker, and 
had borrowed it. 

After the car got going, the men questioned Gilliam about what 
Tucker and Joe Minch were doing in policy. They seemed to know 
about the combination, but they wanted to know who was in it 
and where the banks were. Gilliam couldn’t tell them. He wasn’t 
in the combination. His bank hadn’t been hit very hard by 527 and 
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Joe hadn’t even approached him yet. He told the men, the four or 
five or six of them, the truth, that what with Joe coming into the 
field just at the time when everybody went broke, the whole busi- 
ness was so upset he hadn’t seen anybody and hadn’t learned any- 
thing. 

“I think,” said the man Tucker had decided was Jazz, ‘Ve should 
take him some place where we can open his mouth for him.” 

“That’s all I know,” Gilliam said. “Honest! Honest! On my 
mother’s honor.” 

They drove to the Harlem speedway, a dark, cold valley road’ 
with a strip of park land climbing a bluff on one side and a river 
on the other. Gilliam* got down on his knees on the floor of the 
car and prayed on his mother’s honor that he was telling the truth. 
Jazz said, how do we know you’re not a son of a bitch, and Gilliam 
said no, on his mother’s honor. Joe, Leo, Tucker — ^that was all he 
knew or had heard. He didn’t even know where Leo’s bank was 
now because Leo had had a raid the week before and had moved. 
He offered to tell them where Leo’s office was and a man took 
down the address. But somebody else said, what good was that 
when they could find out where Leo lived the same way they had 
found out where Gilliam lived, by looking in the telephone book. 

“I don’t get it,” said Jazz. “We know Leo is in the combination 
and what’s the use wasting time looking for somebody else in it 
when he can tell us everything we need to know?” 

Then this other fellow, the one who had said they could look 
in the phone book, said Leo was out. “I want that understood, up 
and down and inside out and every way there is,” he said. 

There was a little argument and he explained that anybody who 
Was Joe’s brother might be tough and there was no point making a 
lot of extra work and trouble for themselves when they could find 
somebody else in the combination easily enough. 

Tucker decided this must be Ficco and asked how the man 
talked, whether he had a high voice with an accent. Gilliam said 
he could not remember whether the voice was high or low or had 
an accent. He was too excited to notice such things. He was thinking 
that the way they were talking in front of him, without caring 
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whether he heard or not, they must be intending to kill him, so he 
wasn’t clear on all that had been said or done. 

He remembered they had asked him for the names and addresses 
of all the bankers he knew and had taken them down. The fellow 
who was doing the arguing with Jazz said they had to talk to these 
bankers sooner or later and one of them would be bound to be in 
the combination and give them the information they wanted. Any- 
way, he said, they had this kid hanging out in magistrate’s court, 
waiting for Joe Minch or Wheelock or one of Wheelock’s people to 
show an interest in a policy case and that would be a tip-off on a 
combination bank. That seemed to convince everybody Leo ought 
to be left out, although one of them said he’d like to get a pair of 
hands on him just for Joe’s sake, just to pay Joe back. 

“Business before pleasure,” said this fellow who seemed to be the 
boss. 

After that they told Gilliam they were putting a payroll on him 
for I300 a week. He argued with them a long time. He said his 
business couldn’t stand paying any sum like that and they said 
maybe his business couldn’t but his health could. He told Tucker 
he finally got them to agree to take $75 a week. Actually, he had 
consented to pay $150 a week, but he was figuring on saying that, 
as a matter of principle he’d rather pay Tucker the $75 to keep the 
others off. 

Then the men went through Gilliam’s pockets and found the gun 
and took that and found $60 and some change, about 62 or 63 cents 
change, and took that, as a down payment. The doorman in Jazz 
came out and he said they should leave Gilliam a dollar for taxi 
money to get home, but the other fellow — ^the one who seemed to 
be boss — said the hell with that, Gilliam could walk. 

After a little kidding and coaxing, this fellow figured out Gilliam 
could get home by taking two trolleys and gave him a nickel for 
one and two cents for a transfer to the other. Then they threw 
him out in the middle of the speedway where he had to walk more 
than a mile to the trolley. 

^‘The penny pinching is Ficco all right,” thought Tucker. 

Tucker wanted to know how Gilliam had found out his address, 



THE VICTIMS 


381 

but Gilliam wouldn’t tell him. Gilliam said maybe a hundred thou- 
sand people knew where Tucker lived and that wasn’t important 
anyway. What was important was what Tucker was going to do 
about all this. 

“Why should I do anything?” Tucker asked. 

“It’s your responsibility. We never had anything like that before 
you came.” 

“I didn’t do it, you know,” laughed Tucker. 

“Maybe not, but ...” Gilliam let his voice trail off. 

“I think maybe you’re forgetting who you’re talking to,” said 
Tucker. 

“But look at it from my angle. I’ve been in this business eight 
years and there never was a single thing going on like that until 
you came into the picture.” 

Tucker had decided to get rid of Gilliam. He had thought, at 
first, of telling him, as a kind of sales argument, that if he were in 
the combination he would protect him. But he felt tired suddenly 
and angry and he didn’t want to be bothered with the man. He 
got up. “I’m inclined to think you’re forgetting yourself,” he said. 
He hadn’t raised his voice. He had just said it, 

Gilliam stood up, too. He was taller even than Joe and he bulked 
high above Tucker. “I was just saying, Mr. Tucker,” he said, “just 
sort of, you know, upset and kind of excited, you know how it is, 
with all these things going on.” 

“Okay, then. That’s okay if that’s the way it was.” He walked 
towards the door and Gilliam got his hat and coat. 

“You’re not going to do anything about it?” asked Gilliam. 

The fear in his voice irritated Tucker. He thought for an instant 
he would like to see Gilliam down on his knees before him, swear- 
ing on his mother’s honor. Tucker knew he could do it by putting 
his hand into his pocket, but he decided it would be bad for business 
and no fun anyway and wondered at himself for having thought 
of it. “You talk to Joe,” he said. “He’s running the policy end for 
me and he can make his own decisions.” 
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Aftet Gilliam left, Edna came out of the bedroom and asked 
what the man had wanted. She was ready for bed. There was cold 
cream on her face and she was wearing the cotton gloves she used 
to keep her skin soft and white. ^ 

“Nothing,” Tucker told her, “just something, nothing of any 
importance.” 

Edna had heard snatches of the conversation when the men had 
raised their voices and she was worried. “You don’t want to tell 
me, do you?” she said. 

“I’d tell you if it was anything interesting. But it’s just some 
piece of . . . well, it’s nothing, nothing at all.” 

She had some cotton in her hands to stuff into her ears to help 
her sleep and she fiddled with it and looked at him a long 
time. He was sitting on a couch and he put on his horn-rimmed 
eyeglasses and picked up a newspaper and began to read it. 

“I used to admire that I never could read anything in your face,” 
she said, “but sometimes it’s a nuisance.” 

He put down the newspaper, startled. He thought she had gone 
away. He readjusted his glasses to settle the start in him. “I don’t 
get you,” he said. 

“I mean. I’ve seen you go through a lot of things, but I never 
saw you change and that’s a nuisance.” 

“I think you’re getting sleepy and should go to bed.” 

“No!” she cried. “What did that man want, whoever he was?” 

“Would you like it better if I made up some lie and told you? 
I’m too tired to think up something for you now.” 

She went out of the living room and into the bedroom. He took 
up the newspaper. He didn’t read it. He just held it in front of 
him, but the expression on his face was as if he were reading it. 

He was trying to figure a way through Ficco. The man must 
have decided Tucker didn’t want to fight or couldn’t afford to 
fight with Hall watching to get Bunte. If there were a fight, things 
might get more or less out into the open and Bunte might have 
to move more or less in the open, and Bunte couldn’t afford that 
with Hall there watching. So, Ficco was getting ready to put a 
payroll on all the banks in the combination. That was why he 
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granted to know who was in the combination, so he wouldn’t waste 
time with the wrong people. I£ Tucker wouldn’t fight or couldn’t 
fight, then the combination would go over to Ficco. Or Tucker 
would buy off Ficco with a piece of the combination. Anyway, the 
least he would get would be the payroll off the banks. If Tucker 
fought, then there was going to be a fight. Ficco was willing to 
play that way. He was hard up and couldn’t lose. His people were 
hard up. They wouldn’t have taken the $60 off Gilliam if they 
weren’t really hard up for it. 

“I think you’re actually reading that newspaper,” said Edna. 
She had come out of the bedroom and was standing under the arch 
to the living room, watching him. 

Tucker’s whole body twitched. “Christ,” he said, “you scared the 
pants off me.” 

“Did I?” She laughed. Her gaze did not leave his face. “I don’t 
think so. I don’t think anything scares you.” 

He got up from the couch and walked away restlessly. “Well, 
don’t do it again,” he said. He pressed his hand against his chest. 
“Christ,” he cried, “I can still feel it in my heart.” 

“No you can’t.” She came into the room. “You can’t feel any- 
thing. I used to think it was all right, it was a fine thing that a man 
should be as tough as you.” 

“Tough.? What do you mean tough.? Where do you get that kind 
of ideas.? I’m not tough.” 

“I mean, hard. I mean, like a rock, so that whatever happens 
you don’t change. The world changes, but you don’t change. What- 
ever happens to you, you don’t change. You don’t bend, not even 
with a muscle on your face.” 

“You’re crazy. I change. What do you mean I don’t change.? I’m 
older. I got a pot on my belly and I’m more settled down, a real 
settled down man now.” 

“Well, think of that! So you had to bend down to God. That’s 
too bad about you, having to give in to God and grow older like 
everybody else.” 

“I don’t know what you’re getting so sore about.” 

“I’m sore because you stand there with that face of yours and I 
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can’t tell what’s happening. I know something is happening and 
don’t you try to keep on fooling me.” 

Tucker laughed. '‘A real tiger, aren’t you?” he said. 

'‘Never mind.” 

"A regular bloodhound.” 

"Ben, stop it! You’ve got to tell me. I have a right to know.” 

"Sure you have, and I’d tell you if I could remember what he 
said. But it was something for Joe and I told the fellow not to 
bother me, to bother Joe and washed the whole thing out of my 
mind.” 

"You’re not fooling me, Ben.” 

"I guess not.” 

“I’ve lived with you too long not to know.” 

“Well, if you can’t go to sleep without knowing something, let 
me see if I can’t think up a little bedtime story for you what he 
said.” He tapped his fingers thoughtfully against his wrinkled fore- 
head. “Let me see now,” he said. 

She stood looking at his heavy, placid face, wrinkled now play- 
fully with thought. "I used to think it was wonderful that a man 
should be like a rock like you,” she said, "but it certainly can be a 
God damn awful nuisance, I’m telling you.” 

He walked over to her and took both her hands in his and looked 
into her eyes and said. “You know, Edna, if it was anything im- 
portant I’d tell you.” 

“Can’t you let me make up my own mind whether it’s impor- 
tant?” 

"No!” He paused a moment, still looking into her eyes. Then he 
said, "I haven’t thought it all out yet, what to do.” 

"Oh, you have to do something?” 

"Maybe. Maybe not. I don’t know. I haven’t thought it out yet, 
I II let you know as soon as I can. You know that. Don’t I always?” 

“Yes, Ben, you do, or, as far as I’ve ever been able to tell, you 
do.” ^ 

“I always do, always.” 

She thought a moment, searching thoughtfully in his eyes. Then 
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she kissed his cheek and brushed it with her white, cotton gloves. 

'It’s all right,” he said. “I need some cold cream on my big, 
tough-guy face.’’ 

Edna laughed. “I didn’t mean tough guy,” she said. 

‘1 know, I know.” 

''Don’t stay up too late.” She blew a kiss along her glove and 
waved and went back to the bedroom. 

Tucker went to bed a short while later. He knew what he had 
to do. He had to send Edna and the children to some place in the 
country so Ficco couldn’t do anything about them and so they 
shouldn’t know what was going on, i£ anything did go on. There 
was a chance Ficco would try to force Tucker into a deal or a con- 
cession through the children. There was also a chance that, if 
trouble developed, some of it might get into the newspapers and 
the children would read it. 

It was all clear now to Tucker, but he had known he would have 
to do it the moment he had heard about Ficco. He hadn’t been 
able to make up his mind until he began talking with Edna. Even 
then, he didn’t know he had made up his mind until he had sat 
alone for a while and thought the whole thing out all over again, 
from Bunte’s angle, and Hall’s angle, and his own angle, and had 
reached the point where he was thinking of what was going to 
happen after he started fighting Ficco. He stopped thinking then 
and went back to the decision he had made previously and an- 
nounced it to himself. 

When Tucker went into the bedroom, Edna was asleep. He stood 
looking down at her. She lay in a mist-colored light and her face 
was fresh and still. He could make out the heaps of her large body 
under the blankets. He thought of how pink and white the skin 
was. 

“Her skin rolls down her body like cream,” he thought. The 
picture, vaguely, did not please him. Her skin was better than 
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cream. It looked cool and it was warm. It was white, but it glowed 
and was firm and full. The thought o£ her skin crept along the 
length o£ him inside. 

'‘Look how she sleeps,” he said to himsel£. He couldn’t hear her 
breathing. He had to look close to see her chest move. “She trusts 
me,” he thought. “That’s the wonderful kind of woman she is. 
She’s worried, but she trusts me so much she can sleep like a baby.” 

He turned to his bed at the opposite wall of the room and, as he 
got into it, he thought suddenly of Ficco and murmured aloud, “I 
hope she’s right.” He was surprised at himself. He looked around 
hastily at Edna. She hadn’t stirred. She lay still in the pale light. 

It took a long time for Tucker to fall asleep. He kept thinking 
of Ficco and of what Edna had said, that he was a hard man and 
how he had always known she thought that of him and had always 
felt she admired that in him and how he would have to fight Ficco 
and didn’t want to fight Ficco and how there had been many times 
when he had wanted to give in on something, but hadn’t been able 
to because Edna would find out and he felt that what she liked in 
him was his toughness and how that was a lucky thing all around, 
for the business, anyway, for himself, too, not only for the business, 
but for himself, sure for himself. It had made him rich and it was 
going to make a dead wop out of Ficco, if Ficco didn’t get wise 
to himself in time, and maybe a dead politician out of Bunte and 
maybe a governor out of Hall and maybe not. Maybe nothing like 
that. Maybe Ficco was going to get smart enough in time. 

He did not know when he fell asleep. He knew only when he 
began to dream. He dreamed a shape was sitting on his legs. His 
legs moved restlessly and the shape came forward. He couldn’t see 
anything about it except that it was a dark, heavy shape. He couldn’t 
even see how it moved. It just moved. It moved slowly up his body 
and he stirred and his head rolled slowly on the pillow and a low 
moan broke from him. 

“Eddie!” he said. This was his private name for his wife. 

The shape was on his chest now and his body thrashed, his breast 
bulged, his head rolled on the pillow and then he dug his chin into 
his neck. “Eddie! Eddie!” His voice sounded strangled. 
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He saw that the shape had the shape of a head on top of it and 
that it was leaning forward slowly, as if to lay its face on his in 
tenderness. He threw his head far back. He dug it into the pillow, 
Straining, and arched his chest. 

The shape leaned slowly and came nearer and Tucker’s head 
strained deeper and deeper back into the pillow to get away from 
it. At the last instant, he realized his mistake. He had exposed his 
neck. His backward straining had stretched his neck bare to the 
shape and had thrust it up towards it. The shape suddenly had 
teeth. The teeth surrounded Tucker’s adam’s apple and bit into it. 

Tucker saw the flash of the teeth and, in the same moment, heard 
a vicious crunch, as of a man biting a hard apple. He sat straight 
up in bed. His eyes were open. He had broken out into a sweat. 
There was no sleep left in him, only a feeling of wildness. 

He had not known the shape had a face. He had not seen a face. 
Was it because he hadn’t looked? He could almost see the shape 
before him yet, sitting on his legs, the shape with its shape of a head 
and no face, because he couldn’t look at the face, he could look 
only below where the face should be and above. He felt wrinkled 
with fear and his head lurched away from the vision before him 
and he glanced around the room. 

His eyes felt full of darkness. It was a moment before he could 
see the room. It lay still in pale light. He saw the blankets had 
become tangled around one leg. That’s what must have started 
me off, he decided. He pulled his leg free. He couldn’t sleep now. 
He couldn’t even remain in bed. He got up and put on his slippers 
and passed Edna without seeing her. 

“That must have been Ficco I dreamed of,” he told himself and 
knew it wasn’t Ficco. If it had been Ficco, he would have been 
able to look into the man’s face. He didn’t know whom he had 
dreamed of. He didn’t want to be aware that, if he had looked into 
the shape’s face, he would have seen Edna. “I guess I must have 
figured out,” he thought, “the wop was dead and haunting me.” 

He went into the bathroom to get a glass of water. He used the 
bathroom at the end of the hall instead of the one in the bedroom 
because, he thought, he didn’t want to wake up Edna. Actually 



tucker’s people 


388 

he wanted to get away from Edna and his dream of her. He 
drank deep^ but the fear from the dream about Edna wouldn’t 
stop in him. He still felt shaken. He stood in the darkness a mo- 
ment, listening. He didn’t know what he was listening for — 
something creeping, something coming towards him. He heard 
the electric icebox, far off in the kitchen, click and whir into a 
hum. He shook his head, “I’m getting to be a regular willy boy,” 
he said to himself. 

He wanted to try the doors to make sure they were locked, but 
he wouldn’t let himself. He went into his daughter’s room and 
straightened her blankets and stood looking at her, but he kept 
thinking that maybe the doors were unlocked and he really ought 
to go try them. He went into his son’s room and fussed with the 
boy’s covers and stood there a long time, fighting down the thought 
of the doors. 

“Who’s going to rob my house.?” he thought. “That would make 
a hell of a story for the newspapers.” 

He went into the hall and stood there, again in the darkness, 
listening, and caught himself listening and went back into his 
bedroom. But he couldn’t make himself get into bed. “Nobody 
can sleep after a dream like that,” he decided. 

He smoothed his blankets and moulded them to form a cave and 
he thought he would get his body chilled and slide into the cave 
of warmth within the blankets and then he would be able to sleep. 
He went into the kitchen and got a pencil and paper and wrote a 
note for the maid to keep the children home from school in the 
morning. He didn’t have to turn on a light to write it. The pilot 
light from the stove was enough. He looked at the service door 
in the kitchen. It worked on a latch and it seemed to be shut 
tight. He wondered if the latch were open, but he wouldn’t let 
himself try it. When he passed the front door on the way back 
to his bedroom, he looked at that, too, but he didn’t try it. It 
seemed to be shut. 

He didn’t get into bed. He stood over it, thinking, and felt his 
body wasn’t chilled enough yet and pulled a chair towards the win- 
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dow. He was about to sit in the chair when Edna spoke. The noise 
o£ the moving chair had awakened her. 

‘‘Ben,” she said, “is that you, Ben?” Her voice was drowsy and 
unafraid. 

“Yes, it’s all right. Go to sleep.” 

She didn’t answer. He had been facing her bed when pulling 
the chair and he stood that way now, trying to see her and see if 
she had fallen asleep again. He stayed that way a long time and 
he realized suddenly he wasn’t afraid any more. The restlessness 
had died down in him. The sound of her voic^ had done it. He 
could think of his dream about Edna now and think only that 
it sure was some crazy dream to have and laugh at it. Edna’s tough 
man was beginning even to feel sleepy. 

“Can’t you sleep, Ben?” she asked, drowsily. 

He thought of telling her his dream and then felt like laughing. 
How could he make such a crazy thing sound as though it had 
happened, even if only in his head. “Oh no,” he said. “I’m just 
going now.” 

She lay still, her eyes half closed. “Maybe,” she said, “if I fix you 
a drink for a nightcap.” 

“That’s all right. I’ll be able to sleep now.” 

He slid into the cave of warmth under the blankets and the 
warmth stole over his chilled body and came up to his neck. He 
felt the warmth of his hiding place come and smiled. He had 
forgotten how the terror had drained out of him at the drowsy 
sound of Edna’s voice and had forgotten even that she had spoken. 
His success in fighting back into hiding the knowledge that it was 
his love for Edna and his desire to be what he thought she wanted 
him to be that had made him tough was complete. 

“This little cave was a good idea of mine,” he thought and 
didn’t think of anything else and was asleep in a few moments. 

Edna got up before Ben. When she found out tl 
beenX^ept in the house by his orders, she came into the bedroom 
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and woke him and he told her she had to go away with them. 
He had made up his mind. 

‘‘What is it?” She looked worried, but her voice was calm. 

“It’s nothing, just some wop bastard putting his nose in and you 
know how wops are. I don’t want to take chances.” 

“I thought we were through with that kind of business.” 

“I thought so, too.” Tucker shrugged. “Well, this wop is one 
of the reasons a man wants to stay young forever.” 

She flicked her head several times, as if she were trying to shake 
off something. “You’ve got to remember,” she said, “that things 
are different nowadays, what with Hall and all.” 

“I know that.” 

“I know you know, but I thought I’d remind you.” 

“I’m taking everything into consideration,” he said, “and you 
don’t have to worry. I’m going to do everything I can to keep 
the whole thing quiet. You know that, make a settlement or some- 
thing like that. Maybe that’s the way it will turn out, but I don’t 
want to take chances with the kids and leave temptation in his 
way or leave myself open to anything.” 

“You mean that . . . you mean he would . . . might . . . what 
a rat bastard that is!” 

“I don’t say that he would, but you know. . . . Anyway, I want to 
leave myself free and clear when the time comes to do something 
one way or the other and not be tied up.” 

They talked about where to go and he suggested the south. She 
said it was too far away, but he told her it was nice and warm 
there and safe, if she stayed out of Florida. Too many people in 
Florida knew her and word might get back where she was stay- 
ing. They finally decided on Biloxi because no one they knew had 
ever heard of the town and he telephoned about trains. There was 
one leaving shortly after twelve o’clock. She got busy with pack- 
ing, but he interrupted her and brought her back into the bed- 
room. 

“Aren’t you going to tell the kids it’s a vacation or something?” 
he asked. 
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“What for?” 

“What do you mean what for? What do you think they’re going 
to think? They’ll start guessing and maybe they’ll guess the right 
thing” 

“Don’t you think they know already?” 

“No they don’t!” 

“Yes they do. How long do you think you can keep your busi- 
ness a secret from them? They’re not dumb.” 

“No! They don’t know! How do you know they know?” 

“I know all right.” 

“Well, I don’t care,” he said. “You go in and tell them this trip 
is for your health. You’re sick. I don’t give a damn what they 
know as long as they don’t know I know they know and I can act 
before them like I should, like they got a right to expect from me.” 

McGuinness and the maid were told to make the trip also. 
McGuinness was sent for the car and money. Tucker would not 
let anybody else out of the house until it was time to leave. “You 
can buy anything you need down there or on the way,” he told 
Edna. 

“I’ll come back as soon as the children are setded.” 

“You won’t know where I’ll be.” 

“But you said you were going to telephone me.” 

“Yes, but I won’t tell you anything if you’re going to act foolish. 
I think you ought to stay with the children.” 

Tucker said goodbye to them at the door to the apartment and 
then went into the living room to wait for Johnston. 

Johnston had been sent out to rent a furnished apartment for 
Tucker somewhere in the neighborhood. Tucker didn’t feel like 
traveling too far in daylight. He wasn’t afraid to send his people 
out. He knew Ficco wouldn’t bother them. Ficco would realize he 
couldn’t force Tucker into a deal by grabbing off one of Tucker’s 
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men. Tucker would just tell Ficco to keep the man i£ he wanted 
him so much. 

Tucker’s people all understood that, too, but they never thought 
about it. They didn’t think it peculiar or think anything at all 
about how Tucker was staying in hiding and sending them all 
over the city with their only protection themselves and the fact 
that getting them into trouble wouldn’t do Ficco any good because 
Tucker wouldn’t let himself be influenced by their troubles. 

McGuinness was to drive the family down to the station and 
leave the car there and Johnston was to pick it up and come back 
and take Tucker to the new place. 

‘It’s going to be a long wait in an empty house,” thought 
Tucker, “more than an hour, maybe two or three hours.” 

As Tucker went away from the door and walked into the living 
room, the emptiness of the house rang in him and he listened to it. 
He thought of how he had stood listening in the darkness last 
night and shook his head and told himself, “I’m getting soft.” 

He knew he could look out the window and see Edna and the 
children get into the car and drive away, but he didn’t go to the 
window. He kept thinking that he was getting soft and Joe was 
getting soft and Wheelock had never been hard and had never 
been able to discipline himself. 

“They must be downstairs now,” he thought. 

He stared at the window from across the room and saw sky. He 
thought of them going through the lobby and going across the 
sidewalk and getting into the car and driving away. He felt the 
tug of the window, but he held himself back. He wanted to disci- 
pline himself. He wanted to find out if he had become too soft 
for what lay ahead. 

He stood struggling against the tug of the window and finally 
he said to himself, “What kind of a damn fool am I, playing 
games with myself!” and went to the window and looked down. 
The car had gone. He looked at the empty street and felt the 
empty apartment at his back, and the feeling of emptiness sank 
in him and rang in him and filled him. 

“Fm getting soft as teats,” he thought. 



THE VICTIMS 


393 


XXII 


There were two beds in the bedroom of Tucker’s new apartment. 
They stood side by side and were separated only by a night table. 
On the table were a telephone and Tucker’s gun. 

During the conference that Tuesday night. Tucker sat on one 
bed and Wheelock and Joe sat facing him on the other. The beds 
were covered with lavender taffeta spreads and Tucker thought the 
spreads were nice and said he hated to louse them up, but he 
didn’t want to talk in the front room because their voices would 
carry out into the hall. 

They had to wait for Bunte. Johnston had been sent for him 
and they decided the old man must be getting very careful because 
it was taking him a long time to arrive. 

Wheelock couldn’t keep his eyes off the gun. He would say 
something and Tucker or Joe would answer and Wheelock would 
listen to the answer for a moment and then his glance would 
wander to the gun and bounce away from it. He would look at 
Joe and then back at the gun and look away hastily and see that 
Tucker was watching him. He would smile at Tucker and shrug 
a little and start listening once more. Then his glance would begin 
to wander again. He would look at the ceiling or around at the 
walls or at the lavender taffeta bed spreads or at the fingers of his 
hands. His glance would go from place to place and then stumble 
on the gun and leap away and start wandering again and come 
back to the gun again. 

“I got one for you to carry, too,’’ said Tucker. 

‘'Why me?” Wheelock didn’t look frightened, only suspicious. 

Tucker felt a gun would give Wheelock a feeling of protection 
and would help the man pull himself together. “Ficco is smart, 
he told Wheelock, “but he thinks he’s smarter than he is and, 
when a man thinks he’s smarter than he is, you can’t figure out 
what he’s likely to do next. He’s a Sunday thinker. ’ 
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“No, sir/’ said Wheelock. “Not for me. Whoever heard of an 
attorney carrying a gun?” 

“I think you ought to.” 

“Well, by God, Fm not going to! By God, I never heard of such 
a thing. What do you think I am?” 

“I think you’re a damn fool if you don’t want to put something 
in your pocket that’s going to make you feel better.” 

“Cut it out, will you please! I wouldn’t know what to do with a 

“I don’t know what to do with one either. I keep it on me, like 
a hot water bottle, to feel comfortable. I guess Joes the only one 
around here who’s handy with one of those things. 

As soon as he had got to where he could, Tucker had hired 
whatever shooting was necessary. He now had the same distant 
feeling about guns that an industrialist has about the brass knuckles 
and tear gas shells he buys to deal with labor. 

“Not me,” said Joe. “I only used a rifle in the war.” Joe had been 
one of those who hired the shooting for Tucker. 

Wheelock smiled. He didn’t believe either of them. “I guess Fll 
have to decline, Ben,” he said. “A gun wouldn’t be a hot water 
bottle for me, only a laxative.” 

Wheelock didn’t look at the gun on the night table for a long 
time after that. He kept looking away from the gun and trying 
to discover what Tucker intended to do. Tucker told him he didn’t 
know yet. He said he was still trying to find out and that there 
were two things he needed to know first: what Ficco was going 
to do; and how far it was possible to go to make him stop. 

Johnston arrived first. He said Bunte had sent him up in the 
elevator and was using the stairs himself because he didn’t want 
to be seen by the elevator operator. 

“That’s a fine how do you do!” cried Joe. 

But Tucker said, why not, the man had a right to protect 
himself any way he saw fit. 

It was a five-flights’ walk. When Bunte arrived, he was puffing. 
Tucker sent Johnston downstairs to have a look around to see if 
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anyone had spotted their arrival and was waiting to pick up Bunte’s 
trail when he came out. 

“Just walk around like you’re out for your health,” he said. 

“Instead of Bunte’s health,” said Joe. 

Tucker frowned at him and thought, “Nov/ I got myself two 
nervous guys on my hands.” 

Bunte was a quiet, elderly man. He was of middle height and 
spare looking and had a long upper lip and large yellow teeth 
and a small, straight nose and gray eyes and thin, gray hair. He 
wore a gray suit under his blue overcoat. He kept his hat and coat 
on and sat on the edge of the bed alongside Tucker, his hands 
in his overcoat pockets. He looked earnest. Only the bottom button 
of his overcoat was fastened and the coat bulged wide and the 
thin body rose deep within it like a stick. 

Tucker asked Bunte if Ficco had arranged any backing for 
himself and Bunte said he didn’t think so. 

“If he had, I would have heard of him,” he explained, “and I 
never heard of the man until what you said.” 

Tucker told the story of how Ficco had picked up Gilliam and 
Bunte listened to the whole thing in silence. 

“He made that second raid on my brother’s bank, too,” said Joe. 

“Maybe,” said Tucker. “Maybe that’s right, to annoy us and so 
forth. So you see what he’s up to, more or less. He’s going to 
grab off somebody who knows who’s in the combination. Then 
he’s going to slap a payroll on all the banks he finds out about 
and, where he can’t do that, he’s going to tip them off and have 
the police throw them in the street. That must be why he picked 
Leo’s bank for the raid, if he did. Yes, I guess he did. He knows 
he can’t get a payroll out of Joe’s brother. So he’s going to bother 
us that way and bother the banks and, if we don’t do something 
about it, then we’re going to lose all the banks. They’ll go over 
to him if we can’t protect them.” 

“It can be fixed so it won’t do him any good to tip off the 
banks,” said Bunte. 

“That’s one of the things I want to know.” 
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Bunte said, i£ there were some way the police could tell which 
were the combination’s banks and controllers and collectors, he 
thought he could arrange that these people wouldn’t be bothered, 
Wheelock figured out the way. They’d print some new business 
cards for Ruddy, the combination’s bondsman, and anyone who 
had a card or any place where the card was tacked up belonged 
to the combination. Bunte said he could work it so that the card 
would be enough to keep off the police. 

“All right,” said Tucker, “but what about the rest?” 

“Yes,” said Joe, “what about those payrolls he’s going to slap 
on our banks?” 

“We can have the police pick up Ficco,” suggested Bunte, “and 
put him away.” 

Wheelock was against that. “Gilliam is all he has done so far,’"" 
he pointed out, “and that’s quite a case for us to let get into court. 
You can’t tell what will come out on the witness stand in a case 
like that.” 

“Not necessarily for Gilliam,” said Bunte, “but for carrying a 
gun or whatever it is, whatever they can find.” 

“How are the police going to locate him?” asked Tucker. 

“That oughtn’t to be hard,” Bunte replied, “with the help of 
your people and their own.” 

“And in the meantime, I got to sit here and wait and let Ficco 
work and maybe break down my policy setup or damage it any- 
way. I’ve put a lot of money into that business, my own money, 
just for good will and to build up the confidence there.” 

Bunte stood up, still looking earnest. “Well,” he said, “if you 
want the help of the police on Ficco, let me know.” He squeezed 
past Wheelock’s knees and got out beyond the foot of the bed and 
stood there. 

Tucker followed him slowly. “Is that your advice?” he asked. 

“It is.” 

“You think it’s good advice?” 

“I do, very good.” 

“I think it’s lousy.” 
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“Now take it easy, Ben,” said Bunte and held up his hand and 
Wheelock sprang to his feet and cried, “Just a minute now, just 
a minute please ” 

“What do you mean, ‘just a minute?’” said Tucker. “IVe got 
pretty near $110,000 of my own money tied up in the business just 
for good will. I could have taken the banks over without a dime 
the way Ficco is trying if I had wanted, but I bought them because 
I wanted a business and these people to work for me and have 
confidence in me. If you think I’m going to sit here and wait for 
the police to catch up with Ficco while he goes around knocking 
down my good will that I bought, you’re crazy. The hell with that. 
It’s not my way of doing business,” 

“It’s a sensible way,” said Wheelock. 

“Maybe I’m not sensible. Maybe I’m the kind of a sucker whd 
thinks if he hired people to work for him and pays them to work 
for him, he can call on them for work.” 

Tucker glared at Bunte and Bunte buttoned his coat and pulled 
the collar straight and swung his hands back and forth a little to 
settle the coat around his shoulders. 

“What do you want me to do,” asked Bunte quietly, “put a cop 
in every one of your banks to keep Ficco off?” 

“No,” said Tucker. 

“That wouldn’t be very sensible, would it?” 

“I didn’t ask for that. What I want is to give the word to Ficco 
that if I hear any more out of him. I’ll send over and see him.” 

“Then you do know where he is.” 

“No, but I can get word to him.” 

“Well, and then? And then, if he don’t scare, what then?” 

“Then,” Tucker said, “I want to send over and see him.” 

The silence that came over the room was thick. Joe could be 
heard breathing. His mouth was slightly open and there was an 
intent look on his face. Wheelock was standing with his arms 
slightly raised. His head was tilted to one side and' his face was 
puckered, as if with vexation, but his eyes were so bright there 
seemed to be tears in them. Tucker was facing Bunte sullenly and 
Bunte was looking thoughtful. 
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“Well, Ben,” said Bunte, “I don’t run your business, you know.” 

Tucker didn’t answer. 

*'But I can tell you what I think, can’t I?” asked Bunte. 

‘‘That’s what I’ve been waiting for all evening,” said Tucker, 
“what you really think.” 

“I think if you just take it easy and stay quiet, you won’t hurt 
yourself.” 

“Hurt you, you mean.” 

“I mean that, too, hurt me and hurt you. If you get into the 
papers now, with Hall where he is . . . why the man has a blank 
check as far as jurisdiction goes. He can butt into anything he 
wants.” 

“Now it comes out,” said Tucker. “Now we’re getting the truth.” 

“Why, Ben, you knew that all the time.” 

“Yes, but I wanted to hear you say it, that you were afraid of 
him.” 

“Of course I’m afraid of him. Why not? There’s a feeling for 
change in these hard times and Mr. Hall has put himself in the 
spot where he can ride along with it. The vote is hard up and rest- 
less and don’t know what they want so they want to get even and 
anybody who tells them they’re being robbed and will fix it, he’s 
the hero. Mr. Hall’s got a monopoly on that just now, that they 
think he can find out who’s doing the robbing and can fix it. All 
we can do is wait until Mr. Hall gets himself jammed up doing 
nothing or does so much that he is handed a bigger little monopoly 
for himself.” 

“All of you? My people in my beer business, too, who are robbing 
my beer business from me, too?” 

“Oh yes,” said Bunte. “Everybody on our side of the street has 
to wait. For instance, I know where I can get enough on Mr. Hall, 
the way he’s been prosecuting his cases, to have him disbarred or 
put in jail maybe. But what am I going to do with it? I could get 
people, the finest, highest class people in the city of New York to 
be witnesses in the case, but who would convict? Any jury or any 
bar association or newspaper would say, ‘Mr. Hall, you are doing 
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very fine work turning their own methods against these people, 
Mr. Hall, we’re glad to know you realize you can’t be honest 
hunting crooks.’ They’d be afraid to say different. And if we come 
out in the open with a case against Mr. Hall, all we would do was 
convict ourselves. We would be the crooks for trying to protect 
crooks from prosecution. No, the way it works out, Mr. Hall can 
do anything because he’s against us and we can do nothing because 
he’s against us.” 

'That’s the way it is when you’re big and respectable and got 
a monopoly,” said Wheelock. 

Tucker didn’t pay any attention to him. He remained looking 
at Bunte. "What I see is,” he said, 'Tm in the middle between you 
and Hall” 

"Well,” Bunte replied, "that’s the situation, Ben. I thought you 
knew.” 

“I knew all right, but I wanted to hear you say it and hear what 
you can do about it.” 

"I can’t do anything except play it careful. If you go ahead and 
get your name in the papers and smoke up all that old stuff, well, 
of course, naturally, I’ll do all I can for you.” 

"You’d better.” 

"You don’t have to say that, Ben.” 

"I just want there to be no mistake and you should hear it, that 
if Hall gets me I’m not the only one he’s got.” 

"You don’t have to say a thing like that to me, Ben. It’s not a 
fair thing to say. All I’m trying to get you to do is to be careful 
like me.” 

"If I’m in trouble, you’re in trouble. That’s what I think is fair.” 

"Fm not going to fight with you,” said Bunte. 

"No. I know God damn well you’re not and if you think I’m 
going to give up my business because a five-dollar wop killer says 
so and a college boy has his cock-eye on me, you’re crazy.” Tucker 
turned on Wheelock and Joe. "You hear that?” he cried. 

They both looked startled, but didn’t say anything. Bunte began 
to walk towards the door. 
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“Wait a minute/’ said Tucker. “Before you go, I want a pistol 
permit for Wheelock here.” 

Bunte turned in surprise. 

“Yes,” Tucker said. “I want to see i£ there’s something you can 
do for the money I pay you.” 

“Right now, at this hour of the night?” 

“Right now, right this minute. There’s the telephone by the bed 
there.” He pointed to it. “If you can’t do anything for me, I don’t 
know what the hell you’re doing on my payroll.” 

“I don’t want a gun,” said Wheelock, 

Tucker turned on him, his finger still pointing to the telephone 
on the night table. “Shut up,” he said. “You keep out of this and 
keep your mouth shut.” 

Bunte stood calmly. He thought, if Tucker were going to be- 
come unmanageable, maybe the time had come to beat Hall to it 
and arrest him first. But he had known Tucker a long time and 
had worked with him for many years. He felt that, in the end, 
when the showdown came. Tucker would be manageable. He 
always had been and, besides, there would be time enough to beat 
Hall to the arrest when the showdown came. He would know 
about a showdown before Hall could. 

“Wheelock will have to have his fingerprints taken,” he said. 
“It would be better in the morning.” 

“I want it done right now,” said Tucker. 

“All right, Ben, but you’re making a lot of fuss for nothing.” 

“It’s not nothing to me.” 

“Be reasonable,” said Wheelock. “I’m tired. I don’t want to go 
all the way downtown to headquarters at this hour of the night.” 

“All right,” Tucker said, “but I want to see it arranged for to- 
morrow right now, right on that telephone there, so I can be sure 
there will be no stalling.” 

The police commissioner’s olSce was the only one with the power 
to authorize pistol permits. Bunte went to the telephone with a 
small smile on his face, like one humoring a stubborn child. “Is 
it clean?” he asked, pointing to the instrument. 
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‘It’s all right/’ said Tucker. “Nobody knows Tm here. They 
:an’t have a tap yet.” 

They all remained quiet when Bunte talked. He found out the 
commissioner wasn’t home and he called a deputy commissioner 
and they all heard the man’s voice come, small and scratchy, through 
the telephone. “It’s for a very good friend of mine/’ said Bunte and 
spelled Wheelock’s name. 

“Is that Tucker’s lawyer?” they heard the deputy say and Whee- 
lock winced and looked around helplessly. 

“I’m very anxious to oblige him,” said Bunte. 

Then they heard the deputy tell Bunte the name of the police 
officer who would take care of it tomorrow and say that Wheelock 
could come in any time after nine in the morning. 

When Bunte had finished relating the conversation to Tucker, 
he smiled. “You know/’ he said in a quiet, friendly voice, “it’s not 
a little thing that I’m doing in getting the police to watch out for 
Ruddy’s cards.” 

Tucker looked embarrassed. “I guess that’s right, Ed,” he said. 

“You’re a little nervous, is that it, lost your head a little bit, is 
that it?” 

“Well, you know how it is,” Tucker smiled shyly. 

Atter Bunte left, Joe wanted to know if Tucker thought Ficco 
was going to grab off Leo. 

“I’m not a mind reader,” Tucker told him. 

“I want to know,” cried Joe angrily. “Leo can’t take care of him- 
self so good and, if I tell him about Ficco, he’s going to fly off the 
handle and Christ knows what he’ll do.” 

“He’ll do what he has to do, like everybody else.” 

“I don’t think Leo is taking any more of a chance than the rest 
of us,” said Wheelock. 

“Yes,” Tucker said. “You heard what Gilliam said, that Ficco 
give the word Leo was out. If he’s going after one of us. I’m the 
one. Why should he bother with you fellows?” 
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“All right,” said Joe, “why couldn’t you say that in the first place 
instead of playing around and putting the needle in me?” 

Joe left in a few moments, still nervous and angry, and only 
Wheelock remained with Tucker. Johnston had picked up Bunte 
downstairs and was driving him to where he could take a taxi 
safely. 

“We’re jammed up again, aren’t we?” Tucker said to Wheelock. 

“Yes, and I still don’t know what you intend to do.” 

“It’s a tough question, isn’t it?” Tucker rubbed his chin and 
looked down at the floor and then back at Wheelock. “If I put 
shooters into the bank to keep Ficco off,” he said, “then I got the 
shooters working for me all over again and we’ll be where we were 
in the beginning, our hands all dirty all over again. Isn’t that 
right?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And if I go after the son of a bitch, or just stand pat in front 
of the son of a bitch, there’s going to be trouble and we’ll be out 
in the open where the newspapers will see us and most of the 
trouble is going to come from Bunte. I know that guy. I know all 
them guys. Bunte’d kick me for a goal so fast that college boy, 
Hall, wouldn’t have a chance to take his sweater off, no less get 
into the game.” 

“He would. So, what are you going to do?” 

“I don’t know yet,” said Tucker, “but I got a hundred and eight 
or ten thousand dollars of my own money laying in the business 
for good will and I’ll tell you this. I’ll see Ficco and Hall and Bunte 
and the whole God damn bunch of them in hell first before I let 
that get hurt.” 

“Yourself, too?” 

“What?” 

“Yourself, too, in hell? You’ll see that, too, yourself hurt, too?” 
Wheelock was smiling steadily and unpleasantly. 

“No! That’s my money. That’s what I see. That’s my money and 
there’s going to be a return on it for me. That’s what I see.” 
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Tucker toud Wheelock to try not to be seen going out o£ the apart- 
ment house. So Henry asked the elevator man to get a taxi for him. 
He explained he had a cold and didn't want to wait outside. 

He stood in the foyer until the cab drew up before the door and 
then hurried across the sidewalk, head down, his hat pulled over 
his face and his collar turned up. He told the driver to take him to- 
his apartment on Central Park West. It was the nearest one. 

As the cab moved along, Henry thought of himself running 
across the sidewalk. 'Tike a bandit,” he thought, "with a mask 
over my face.” It occurred to him it had been a dead giveaway to 
the elevator man about the new tenant in the house. Then he de- 
cided maybe it had not been. Maybe the man believed he had a 
cold and was bundling up against the night air. Henry laughed. 
He laughed aloud with a single, unhappy, nervous, breathy cry. 
"Now,” he said to himself, 'Tve climbed up in the world to where 
I have to lie to prove I’m not a bandit with a mask on my face.” 

His west-side apartment smelled musty. He hadn’t been there 
in a long time. His manservant was at his Park Avenue place and 
the couple he kept were at his apartment on 58th Street. He went 
into the kitchen and got some ice and put it in a glass and filled 
it almost to the top with scotch. He held up the glass and looked 
at it thoughtfully. "I guess the ice waters it enough,” he told him- 
self. 

He drank the whiskey as if it were water, in consecutive swallows, 
without taking the glass from his lips. He put down the glass and 
stood still a moment, waiting for the effect of the drink. There 
was no effect. 

"I really need brandy,” he thought. “It tastes softer.” 

He went into the living room and got some brandy and looked 
at the label carefully. He didn’t see what he was reading. 
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'Til take brandy and gin and rye,” he thought, “and bourbon 
and scotch and rum and sweet cream and ginger ale and put it in 
the same glass and drink it and blow up and bust and still I won't 
get my luck back.” He poured the brandy into a highball glass. His 
hand shook and he poured more than he had intended. “My luck 
is all run out now for the rest of my Hfe,” he thought. 

He drank the brandy as he had drunk the scotch, without taking 
the glass from his lips, and stood waiting a moment. He could hear 
himself breathe. His breath came through his nose slowly and 
evenly, with a small, tickling sound. 

A muscle twitch had developed recently in his cheek alongside 
his mouth. It had come suddenly and it would go on for a few 
minutes and then stop. It started now, as he stood waiting for the 
brandy to take hold. He could feel it. It pulled the whole side of 
his mouth. He put his hand on it and felt it work under his fingers. 
He tried to hold it down. It kicked his fingers loose and slid under 
them. He laughed and poured another brandy, a larger one. “A 
real big one this time,” he told himself, looking at it and running 
the tip of his tongue greedily along his lips. He drank it as he 
had drunk the others and then, once more, stood waiting. He held 
the bottle in one hand, the glass in the other. “I must have put 
down pretty near a pint now,” he thought. 

But he couldn’t feel anything except the warm, oily taste of the 
brandy. The warm, oily taste filled his mouth and ran down his 
throat and ended in his chest. He poured another drink and set 
down the bottle and touched his hand gingerly to his chest. His 
chest was swarming with restlessness. The restlessness swarmed so 
thickly, he thought he would be able to feel it with his hand, but 
he couldn’t. He felt only his heart, beating rapidly. The beat was 
so distinct, it made him feel he was holding his heart in his hand. 

His cheek was still twitching. He took his drink and went to 
the mirror over the fireplace and watched his cheek work. The 
twitch felt worse than it looked. It was hardly more than a flicker, 
but it was steady. It would pull his mouth to one side and then stop 
and his mouth would flop back and then it would pull his mouth 
to one side again. He watched it, feeling like laughing to keep 
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down the fear in him, and lifted his glass to his lips to see if the 
twitching would go on while he was drinking. It didn’t. 

“Well,” he thought, “at least I’ve found the cure ” He patted the 
glass. “Good lill-tle old cure,” he said to himself and looked at 
the glass fondly. 

The moment he had lowered the glass, the twitching had resumed. 
It was as though someone inside his cheek were kicking. “A regular 
floor show,” he thought. 

“Come on, baby,” he said aloud, “swing that thing!” 

His voice sounded loud and lonely in the apartment. He looked 
around startled. “If I don’t get out of here,” he told himself, “I’ll 
be making faces at myself all night.” 

He finished his drink and went back to the table to put away 
the glass and poured another drink and got it down fast and stood 
waiting. There was no effect. “What I need,” he thought, “is to hit 
myself over the head with the bottle if I want any good out of it.” 

He walked out of the apartment quickly. As he stood waiting 
for the elevator, he sighed. Then he remembered he had not turned 
out the lights. “Let them burn,” he thought. “Let them be bright 
as bejesus. Let my money put light in a black place for once, in- 
stead of the opposite, instead of black in a light place.” 

Wheelock was afraid to go back into the lonely apartment. 

Downstairs, Wheelock got another taxi and told the driver to 
take him to his downtown apartment. Midway, he changed his mind 
and told the driver to take him to Park Avenue. Then he said to 
take him to Broadway and 49th Street, 

The driver turned and looked at him. 

“Don’t worry,” Wheelock laughed. “We’ll get somewhere yet.” 
He sat back and put his feet on the folding seat. “The hell with 
him,” he thought. “What do I care what he thinks or who he thinks 
or if he thinks what or why or who the hell he thinks he is any- 
way.” 

He had decided Broadway would take care of him. “A man can 
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get anything he wants there,” he thought, ‘‘even a good night’s 
sleep.” Now, as he sat back relaxed, he remembered Doris suddenly. 
He hadn’t thought of her since their strange hour together on 
Thanksgiving, nearly two weeks before. But he must have been 
thinking of her just now. “Beat It!” was playing a theater around 
the corner from 49th Street. No, he decided, what for? What did 
she have for him that he couldn’t pick off any chorus line in town? 
There was plenty better than her. The telephone book was filled 
with better than her. That’s why the telephone book was so big, 
there were so many better. 

Henry got out of the cab at the corner of 49th Street and Broad- 
way and stood a moment debating where to go and then went 
looking for Doris, thinking, as he walked, he was a damn fool, 
she was going to bore him to death, she was going to make him 
sick of himself, she was so hot for him, too easy to get, too young 
and she didn’t have enough style and she was too dumb and 
vacant and unformed and empty-faced and had a body only a sick 
old man could like, a child’s body, and she was too this and too 
that and one thing and another and besides he could fall down a 
subway stairs and land on something better. He thought all this as 
he kept walking towards Doris and laughed at himself for con- 
tinuing to walk and was angry with himself and said to himself, 
“What’s got into me? Am I crazy?” and thought, “Do I need her 
to make me more sick of myself than I am already?” and kept on 
walking. 

He found Pop at the stage door and Pop said Miss Duvenal had 
left some time before with a crowd of girls from the show and that 
probably they were all at “The White Way Drugs” on Seventh 
Avenue. “They give two balls of ice cream with their chocolate 
floats,” he explained, “so the girls always go there.” 

The drug store was lit so brightly, it hurt Wheelock’s eyes. It 
was a long, L-shaped store with tables at the rear around the foot 
of the L. A flutter of girl voices and girl steps came from the rear 
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o£ the store^ and Wheelock went towards the flutter slowly, blink- 
ing and squinting. 

The girls appeared to be at home in the place. As Wheelock 
reached them, one girl found something new in lipstick at the 
counter and squealed and the others thronged around her and 
looked at what she held and squealed, too, and thrust their bodies 
towards the two young pharmacy clerks behind the counter. They 
all flirted with the two placidly grinning men and held a squeal 
competition and a body-thrusting competition and pouted and com- 
plained of the price of the lipstick and swished their skirts and 
giggled and pulled at each other and retreated with their eyes while 
thrusting up their bodies. 

“TheyVe practicing on the goofs,” thought Wheelock. He stood 
on the edge of their excitement, hat in hand. He was pale. The 
edge of his hair stuck to his forehead while the rest of it was 
rumpled into a pile. The twitch was beginning again in his face. 
He noticed Doris pouting in the throng around the lipstick and 
put his hand to his cheek. The twitch kept on. It felt like a living 
thing. 

Doris stopped pouting. She wandered back to her table, making 
seductive advances to the air with her body as she walked, and sat 
down and giggled aloud at herself and sucked up some chocolate 
milk through a straw and lifted her head to call something to one 
of the girls still at the counter and saw him. Wheelock forced his 
mouth into a wide smile of greeting. He wanted to halt the twitch 
in his cheek. She did not smile at him. She sat watching him with- 
out moving, her head a little raised, chocolated bubbles beading 
her lips. He came towards her slowly. He held his hat in his hand 
and held a smile on his tired face. 

Doris had told the girls in the dressing room all about Wheelock. 
“I know that type,” one of them had said, '‘and I wouldn't go too 
far if I were you.” She had spoken earnestly and as if she knew 
more than she wanted to say. But then there were always girls who 
liked to appear to know more than they did. 

“I didn’t even drop a hint,” Doris had replied. “I just sat there 
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and he ran out and bought everything himself. I don’t see what’s 
wrong about that, if a man wants to do that.” 

“Yes, but the man! That’s the point, the man who did it!” 

It developed finally that Wheelock had been pointed out to her 
in a night club as a big shot gang lawyer. “I don’t see what’s wrong 
with being a lawyer,” Doris had said. But she had been alarmed 
anyway. In movies, the gang lawyers always seemed to be just as 
much hoodlums as the gangsters. 

So Doris sat motionless now, watching Wheelock, and not know- 
ing what to do or say. A silence came over the girls as Henry made 
his way through them. He stopped before Doris. 

“I just dropped in for a chocolate soda,” he said, “and look what 
I find — z. peach.” 

“Yes you did!” 

Her voice annoyed him. There was a real simper in it and it 
was high and frail and dull and sounded like the echo of an empty 
remark. Wheelock looked around irritably at the other girls. One 
of them had sat down alongside Doris and the others were standing 
around, carefully avoiding noticing him. 

“Let’s get out of here and go somewhere,” he said. 

“I’m tired,” Doris told him. “I’ve been out every night this week. 
I need to go home and sleep.” 

“It’s only Tuesday.” 

She looked embarrassed. She had forgotten the date. “I’m not 
dressed at all,” she said. 

“We’ll go somewhere where it will be all right to be naked.” 

“Oh, Mr. Wheelock!” Her face flushed. “Puh-leeze!” 

He did not listen to her. He was trying to think of her naked. 
He tried to think of her legs naked and spread upon a sheet and 
of the soft, white belly and breasts he had seen during one of the 
numbers in the show, but he couldn’t do it. The picture wouldn’t 
stay in his mind any longer than the alcohol had. He couldn’t think 
of anything or feel anything except the swarming in his chest. 

“Come on!” he said. His voice was sharp and commanding. He 
heard its tone and forced himself to smile and forced himself to 
add slowly, “You’re only wasting valuable time arguing.” 
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She began to say something about this not being the way to make 
a date, but he put his hand into his pocket and pulled out a large 
roll o£ bills. 

“Where’s your check?” he asked. 

Doris got up and drew her coat around her. He noticed it was 
the same cloth coat with cheap fur collar she had worn Thanks- 
giving. She gave him the check silently. Doris had never seen so 
much money before in a man’s hand. 

The girls called goodnight to her. One said, “Don’t do anything 
I wouldn’t do,” and Doris replied, “I can’t imagine what that would 
be, dearie,” and another one, the one who had said Wheelock was 
a gang lawyer, called out in a brittle tone, “Don’t take any wooden 
nickels.” Doris didn’t answer her. 

Wheelock nodded and waved and smiled goodbye to all of them, 
but he hadn’t really taken them in. They weren’t people to him, 
just faces and shapes and sounds. 

At first, they stood up at a bar and talked of where to go. Doris 
had a single glass of sherry. She conserved it while Henry drank 
scotch whiskey rapidly, sometimes straight, sometimes with water 
and said he would take her to a society place where society people 
went to hear a piano player sing dirty songs in a refined way. He 
told her the society people smacked their eyes over the piano player 
and Doris protested. She said she didn’t believe real genuine society 
people acted that way. 

“Look in the social register,” he told her. “It’s all there, the whole 
story. Marriage, divorce, marry to get divorced, divorce to get mar- 
ried, all there.” Somebody had to rouse them up to do all this, he 
said, to go through all the same, fatiguing motions over and over 
again with the same people or reasonable facsimiles of the same 
people. The society women couldn’t rouse their men either to marry 
them or divorce them and the society men couldn’t rouse their 
women. “Too well bred,” he explained, “too refined. Can’t love ’em 
or leave ’em, only let ’em.” 
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'‘You’re making this up,” said Doris. Then she added, "But go 
on please,” and snuggled up to her glass of wine with a mock shiver 
of mock delight. 

"Oh no,” he said, "it’s the exact truth, printed plain right there 
in the social register. I’ll buy you a copy to look it up for yourself.” 
But, he said, there was no use reading about it in a dry old, dull 
old book when they could go around the corner there, down the 
block there and see the whole thing lived out. The society people 
all dressed up very refined, powder on the jowls for the men and 
for the ladies a touch of perfume on the whatchamacallit, the lips oE 
the breasts, and the ladies and the gentlemen acting very refined 
with each other while waiting for the piano player to come in and 
go to work on them. And a kind of, well . . . sort of nervous feeling 
in the whole bunch of them, like you see in fellows straightening 
their ties and buttoning their suit coats while waiting for the girls 
in the parlor of a you know, a . . . what do you call them back 
home ? 

"Well,” said Doris brightly and bravely, "what do you call them?” 

“I ? I call them whorehouses.” 

“Oh,” she looked confused. "I didn’t know ... I mean . . . but . . 

"You see what happens?” he said unsmilingly. "I wanted to use 
an expression you wouldn’t mind, but you wouldn’t help me. I 
tried my best for you, but you wouldn't help me. Anyway, you get 
the picture. You see the picture. Of the fellows in the parlor setting 
their ties straight, buttoning up all the buttons on their suit coats 
while waiting for the girls to come in and wreck them. Wreck 
them! Yes, yes, wreck them, wreck them outside, and inside, too. 
Take their clothes off and pull their bones right out of their bodies. 
Reach tongues in their mouths and suck their brains out light 
through their mouths! That’s what!” 

"Goodness, is that what goes on?” 

"Yes, that’s what goes on. Sometimes. When it’s good. For the 
minute that it’s good.” 

There had been greedy elation in Henry’s eyes as he talked, but 
now, looking at Doris, noticing her, the elation vanished and he 
said contemptuously, "Don’t be brave with me. You’re a child, you 
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know, so why try to play you’re a woman with me.” He saw her 
effortful gaiety vanish and, before she could reply to him, he added 
gently, “Because you’re my love song. Remember.? My little love 
song, the one I can’t understand.” 

He rested his hand on hers and then folded her hand softly in 
his. She looked at their entwined hands a moment and then, firmly 
and ostentatiously, wriggled free. He burst into laughter. Laughing, 
he leaned towards her, and, laughing, put his arm around her waist 
and, still laughing, squeezed her. 

“You’re wonderful,” he cried. “You’re very good for me, Doris, 
do you know.?” 

She loosened his grasp deliberately and moved away from him, 
smoothing her coat and straightening her hat. There was a con- 
tented look on her face. “You certainly are a very fast worker, Mr. 
Wheelock,” she told him. 

He was starded and then alarmed- He hadn’t thought of his arm 
aiound her in that way. He laughed uncertainly. But he couldn’t 
laugh the alarm away. He had squeezed her and it hadn’t meant 
anything to him. He had felt the flesh of her body within her coat 
and his arm had been dead on it and his body had been dead along- 
side it. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t normal to be that way. A feeling 
of loneliness fell into him like a stone. 

“What is this!” he cried. “What is the matter with me.?” 

Doris’s whole face opened with fear. 

“I mean,” he said hastily, “you’re the first one in years who threw 
me off the track once I started talking.” She frightens so easily, he 
diought. She must be scared of me. She must have heard about me 
somewhere. No, what could she have heard Where could she have 
heard? No, no, he was imagining things. He was imagining every- 
thing. He had worked up all this fear and restlessness in himself 
with his imagination. “Particularly,” he went on, “when I was in 
the middle of a good story, good description, going good like that 
about society people whom I love, whom I adore and admire and 
respect and think of as the backbone of the nation, that part of the 
backbone the nation should sit down on if it wants to be comfort- 
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able. Because Tm communistic that way^ a little communistic about 
my love for the folks in society.” 

“Now you’re off again.” 

“That’s right, off. I’d tell you the story of how society people 
made a communist out of me, but we were on another story, weren’t 
we, and I don’t want to get all mixed up.” He was delighted to 
have hinted at the story of why he didn’t like wealthy people of 
position. He had once been ambitious to marry a woman of that 
class, to help his career, but he had never met any he dared ask 
and so he had never asked any woman to marry him. There was 
a pleasurable thrill of danger for him in lifting the edge of so 
revealing a truth about himself and he plunged on ardently, excited 
words running from his mouth. “We were on the story of the piano 
player that we’re going to see when we get out of here, finish drink- 
ing here, society’s darling piano player, and how the refined people, 
the men with jewels in their check books and die women with 
just a weenchy, exciting little dash of perfume on the lips of their 
breasts, sit waiting for him to come on and sing to them, tickle 
the ivories for them, tickle them with the ivories. How they sit 
there with style, but, just the same, like the boys in the plush parlor 
of the house of bad, the house there, the boys who come to be 
wrecked there and straighten their ties because they are nervous 
while waiting to be wrecked.” 

“I can’t make up my mind if you’re serious or what.” 

“I’m serious, dead serious. You’ll see yourself how the society 
people sit there waiting for him.” 

“Not me I won’t.” 

“Yes you, you’ll see for yourself, walk in and sit down and look 
around and see for yourself.” 

Then he began to tell her, in a low, excited tone, not looking at 
her, looking into his glass and at the bar and down at his feet and 
at her feet and at her hands and at her wine glass, why the piano 
player was thought to.be so good. This fellow, he said, had a way 
of curling his tongue around every dirty word he sang and licking 
its double meanings, and a way of breathing over the spaces between 
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the words so that they, too, became hot. He made “love’* sound like 
a four-letter word. That was his art and it had made him rich and 
admired by society. She would see the debutantes there, he said, the 
widows and divorcees and their males, sitting there and listening 
to him. They would pick at the tablecloths as he sang and then begin 
to jump up and down a little bit in their chairs, the whole roomful 
of them, and pick at the tablecloths harder and start grabbing up 
the tablecloths in their fists and blurt, my, oh my, oh my, my, my, 
oh, oh, oh you, oh hoo, hooooh, oooooooh, my . . . and gasp, and 
cry out, MY, HOW WITTY! and sit back all relaxed. 

Henry saw Doris looking at him aghast. She seemed shocked and 
revolted at him for a moment. Then she frowned. 

“Yes, that’s right,” he cried into her frown, “that’s how good that 
fellow’s tongue is.” He grinned at her abruptly, “And society 
wouldn’t be without him because he keeps them all from marrying 
beneath them. When they have him to rouse them up, they can put 
up with each other.” 

Doris’s face wrinkled with disgust. “I’d rather go some place else 
if you don’t mind,” she said. 

He laughed. “Anything you say,” he told her. “This is your eve- 
ning. I’m going to be the fellow with the ruby. Remember I told 
you about him.?^ The fellow who gives the girl the ruby and wants 
nothing back for himself because he is perverted, an awful, terrible, 
wicked monster. That’s me tonight. Wicked, a monster.” He leered 
at her mockingly. “A monster to make you goose-pimply because 
I’m going to give you everything and not want nothing back from 
you.” 

“How you go on. Just talking and talking, without making sense. 
If tliat’s all the bad there was in the world, to give without wanting 
something in return, it would be all right. If everybody was Santa 
Claus all the time, it would be Christmas every day, wouldn’t it?” 

“You think so?” he said. He looked at her mockingly. There was 
a small smile on his face. “Yes,” he said at last, “I think youTcally 
think so. But that’s only because you are a child. You don’t know 
yet that it’s not simple to be bad. It’s the hardest thing in the world. 



14 tucker’s PEOPLE 

mean, to be really bad, real rotten bad. That takes a whole li£e- 
ime. It’s not just something that you can go out and do, adultery, 
tealing, murder. That’s not bad.” 

“It’ll do for a start.” 

“No, child,” he cried suddenly. He looked distracted. He seemed 
o be crying out to himself. “That’s not bad. It’s not really bad to 
.ake another man’s wife or life or spit in the face of your father, 
ifes, even that, even to spit, from the bottom of your heart, in the 
:ace of your father. Those things happen to anybody in a moment 
^hen he gets himself in a situation, or a week or a month or a year 
^hen a man is in a certain kind of situation that is too much for 
aim. Everybody has it in him and it’s an accident when it comes 
out. But real badness, real rotten badness, where you do something 
:hat’s against your whole nature, and that rots your whole nature 
. . . it takes a lifetime.” 

He seemed not to realize any more she was before him. He was 
fighting to keep tears out of his eyes. Doris looked at him a moment, 
puzzled, and then looked away uncomfortably and thought, “He 
must be sick, have a fever or something, the way he runs on in this 
nonsense way.” 

Henry calmed himself with a violent effort. He saw Doris was 
not looking at him. He grasped her shoulder. “Look,” he said 
eagerly, “look, look, look at me. We’ll forget the society people in 
die blue book. I’ll take you to a middle-class place with fat, whole- 
some people there, big, solid burgher people. That’s where we’ll go, 
;o this place, what’s its name, where they got a $2 dinner and Leila 
Drr singing.” 

“The Famous Palace.” 

“That’s right. She’s marvelous, isn’t she?” 

“I like her work very much.” 

“A child. A body like a child and a face and a voice like a child 
md those skinny little arms of hers that she holds out.” 

“She’s got a high-class musical instrument in her throat.” 

“Yes, yes, her voice goes out and runs along her arms. It’s one of 
hose high, sleepy-child voices and she makes you sit there dreaming 
.nd you wake up and think she’s sitting in your lap,” 
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“She knows how to project her personality. That’s something. I£ 
you got that on the stage, projection, you got everything.” 

“Yes, yes! You think so? That’s what she’s got. The ability to sit 
in the whole audience’s lap and dandle there and snuggle and coo 
and fondle there like a sleepy-eepy baby child. And then? Then? 
Because, you see, that’s not enough. The middle class can go- home 
and get that. They don’t have to spend $2 for indigestion with their 
dinner to get that. Then, then, you know what? Then, she socks it 
in. Then, she gives it the business.” 

“Who? Leila Orr?” 

“Yes, yes. I’ve seen her. Socks it in. Sings little girl songs with 
dirty meanings and licks up, slicks up the meanings with her little 
girl tongue. That’s horrible, you know. That’s real sewer stuff. She 
takes advantage of the whole idea of childhood to get people to take 
her on their laps and then, while she’s cooing and snuggling eepy- 
eepy-beddie stuff, you suddenly realize she’s socking it in, giving 
the business.” 

“You’re crazy. You’re absolutely a madman.” 

“No, no, and you know what’s worse, more horrible? What the 
burghers do. They gurgle over her. They take her in their laps and 
make out to themselves they’re enjoying her, that way, you know, 
the way good, middle-class people enjoy a likable child’s talents, 
when what they’re really enjoying is that she makes their glands 
wiggle. Yes, that’s what they all feel, while they sit there saying, 
‘Ain’t she cute!’ They feel every single one of their glands wiggling.” 

“For God sakes, Mr. Wheelock! Please! Don’t you ever think any- 
thing is nice?” 

“What?” 

“I know Leila’s work. Isn’t there anything nice to you in the 
world?” 

“Nice? Oh yes. It’s very nice, quite nice when the glands wiggle, 
all of them at once, like Toscanini playing an orchestra.” 

“That’s not so. I’ve heard her many times. I know it’s just not so 
and it’s just that you can’t believe anything is nice.” 

“No, I can’t,” he said. 

She was silent. 
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“I can’t/’ he told her, “That’s a simple fact. There is nothing in 
lie whole world, nothing on earth that anyone has done anywhere 
0 anybody or to himself that is nice. It can’t be in this world.” 

She remained silent. 

“Did you hear what I said?” he cried. “Do you understand what 
[ said?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she replied in a low 
mice, “What are you trying to do here?” 

“I? Trying to do?” 

“Yes, What are you trying to do to me?” 

“To you? To you? Nothing. You can rely on that. Nothing. 
Nothing at all. I’m going to give you everything and not ask any- 
thing from you.” 

“I think,” she said, “I’m getting sleepy and would like to go 
liome.” 

“Are you afraid of my kind of wickedness?” 

“No, but it’s late. It’s after one o’clock.” 

He became contrite suddenly. “We’ll go just to one place to see 
a floor show and that’s all,” he said. 

“I think not.” She made a move away from him. 

He came close to her. “You must give me a chance,” he entreated 
gently. 

“Chance to do what?” 

“Chance to be with you. We’ve just started together.” 

“But you’re sick. You ought to go home, too.” 

“You’re acute, aren’t you, for all your ... air ... I mean, of inno- 
cence. But you overlooked one thing. I have no home, no, no home. 
So, let’s just go to one floor show and that’s all.” 

“Just one, then.” 

“I see you are like all women, and can’t resist logic,” he said and 
grinned at her, engagingly. 


Then Wheelock made an effort and succeeded in being charming. 
5o there was one floor show and after that another, then a third, a 
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fourth and a fifth. He took her to many hotels. He liked going 
through the lobbies with their late-night feel and feel of sleep and 
empty lounge chairs and empty writing tables and pale, quiet clerks. 
He liked passing the empty registry desks where he might buy a 
room for self and wife and liked loitering past the white, waiting 
registry cards and black, waiting pens and glancing at the clerks 
and glancing at Doris> who never seemed to look, and then, at the 
end, coming to the “spot” — a room, packed, loud, and smashing 
away the night. 

The feel of night and bed came to the edge of the room, right up 
to the open door, and stood there. It couldn’t go any farther. The 
drummer kept it off. He leaned close to his drum and grinned and 
beat fast, then faster and faster and faster and the feel of night 
stood on the edge of the drum sounds and waited. When the drum- 
mer stopped, the night and the quiet of bed came through the door 
and foil on the people and the people all looked as though they 
were about to go away to sleep. But, as soon as the drum sounds- 
began, night and quiet fell back and nobody looked as if he were 
ready for bed, not even the drunken men who lay sleeping with 
their heads on the tables. Everybody suddenly looked like a drum- 
mer and leaned close to each other and grinned and beat against 
each other’s ear drums with fast talk and faster and faster talk. 

After a while, there were no more floor shows, only drinking — 
Wheelock drinking and Doris looking at people and making sim- 
ple, scratchy comments on them and their clothes. Henry drank 
continually in the greedy, persistent way in which an invalid breathes- 
He soon ceased to dance with her. He was too tired to manage his 
legs. She thought the liquor was getting to him and pressed him to 
eat, but he refused to eat and did not seem drunk. Yet, drink as he 
would, tired as he was and unmanageable as his legs became, he 
remained restless. He transformed their night-long tour of the city’s 
entertainment area into a run through a factory of sensations. 

Nevertheless, he entertained and managed to please her. He al- 
lowed her to talk. He appeared interested in what she said. At 
times, he deliberately made comments of his own on people present 
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nd the clothes they wore, so that she might feel comfortable with 
im and giggle into his shoulder and poke at him with a swizzle 
tick and say he was really terrible. 

Her delight in him was interrupted once in a taxicab when, un- 
xpectedly, in an astonishingly youthful, desperate way, he grabbed 
t her. He sprang and grabbed like an animal in darkness. When 
he struggled, frightened by the unexpectedness of an approach that 
vsis actually an assault, he pushed her from him so abruptly her 
houlder hit against the wall of the cab. 

She was angry and he laughed at her. Then he said he was sorry, 
le had thought the cab was falling over. That was why he had 
grabbed her. 

'Td like to be friends with you,” Doris said. “I like you very 
nuch. I think you’re very nice and I’d like you to think that I’m 
lice, too.” 

“All right, nice,” he said. “We’ll be sisters together.” 

She took both his hands and folded them in her lap and covered 
hem with her hands. “Now,” she said anxiously, “isn’t that better?” 

“It’s better than handcuffs,” he told her. 

He tried to free his hands, but she clung to them and, after a 
noment, he was quiet. His head sank against her shoulder. He 
:Iosed his eyes and was still. She could feel him trembling along- 
ide her and, slowly, become still. If he slept a little or ate a little, 
he thought, he wouldn’t be so drunk and would act nicer and talk 
deer because he really was nice even if he did talk so awful fresh 
ometimes and always about the same thing. Whatever he started 
a talk about or she started to talk about, it always came back to 
tie same thing. But that was just because he was sick tonight, that’s 
11, had a fever or something the way he was shaking inside and 
unning so loose at the mouth sometimes, and he drank like that in 
rder not to be sick and give her a good time, and the drinking 
lade him nervous and talk coarse and always about the same thing. 

She tried to get him to go home several times, but he refused. 
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At the end, they came to a place where the band had gone home 
and there were only a few people left. 

“Now we can get down to work,” said Henry. He rubbed his 
hands and ordered a double brandy. 

Doris took up a menu and said she was going to have something 
to eat. It was her second supper and, for the second time, she said 
she never had to worry about her figure, 

“Eating takes too much time off from drinking,” he told her. 

She studied the menu carefully. Disappointingly, there were no 
prices on it. She knew that meant everything would be expensive, 
but she wanted to know just how expensive. “I think I’ll have some 
nice clams and a nice steak sandwich rare,” she said to the waiter. 

“Ill have scotch to make the next brandy taste better.” 

“I’m sure you would feel better if you had a nice piece of steak, 
too,” she told Henry. She puckered her lips. “Please, for my sake,” 
she begged. 

Henry stared somberly at her puckered lips. Then he roused him- 
self and smiled. “You know what would make me feel better, don’t 
you.?” He shaped a woman in the air with his hands. “Feel betterer 
and betterer the betterer you feel,” he said. 

The waiter hovered over them a moment longer. Then he went 
away. 

“Why do you always talk about the same thing.? Why?” she cried. 

“Why?” He was startled. “What else is there to talk about?” 

“No, you always talk about it. Talk, talk, drive yourself to talk,” 

“Talk and not do?” He looked into her eyes. He mocked her with 
his smile. “Is that the complaint? Talk and not do?” His voice was 
gentle and mocking. She returned his gaze steadily. She seemed 
frightened, but determined, timid, but full of longing and he real- 
ized suddenly that, if he were to lean over now and kiss her, she 
would like it. She would sit straight and hold her lips straight, but 
she would like it and maybe, too, she would fall in love with him, 
really fall in love, and he would have that. For the first time in his 
life, he would have a girl really in love with him. 

He looked away. The mocking smile disappeared and his face 
flushed slightly. “You know why I talk like diat?” he said. “I’m 
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diseased, not the way you think, not wounded by pleasure as they 
say . . •” the flutter of mockery in his mind ceased and he added in 
a. low tone, . but I mean, I got an abscess in my brain and it 
drips out of my mouth,” 

“What? Hey!” She jumped a little. “Oh,” she said petulantly, 
'‘you’re joking.” 

“No, I’m not ” Mockery fluttered up in him again. He smiled. 
“It’s a real abscess. I’m abscessed with you.” 

“For goodness sake, Henry, can’t you be serious a minute!” 

“Yes,” he said. His smile vanished. He leaned across the table and 
took her face in his two hands. “Yes, I can,” he said. “I can be 
serious.” He held her face gently a moment and then he kissed her 
gently. Her lips were stiff against his. “I can be very serious,” he 
said and kissed her gently again. Her lips remained stiff. Her body 
remained bent unyieldingly towards him and he took her lips be- 
tween his. He held her lips loosely in his and felt them soften and 
thicken and grow warm and stir. It was life in his mouth. It was 
like kissing the flesh of her heart. 

“No,” she mumbled into his mouth. Her breath moved among the 
bones of his face. “Please, no.” She put her hand on his chest and 
he released her abruptly and sat far back in his chair. His face was 
flushed again. His eyes were unsteady, but once more there was a 
mocking smile on his lips. 

She looked at his mocking smile angrily. Then she turned her 
head away and lowered it into the menu. She believed tears would 
come into her eyes and she didn’t want him to see them. Her face 
colored up into her hair. Her lower lip began to quiver and she 
clasped it between her teeth. 

Henry stared fixedly at her lowered head. His mind had become 
blank. Then he struggled back to thought of her. He noticed a small 
fold in the nape of her neck. It was fuzzy with red gold hair. He 
put his finger against his lips and touched the fold. “Boo,” he said, 
'1 kissed you.” 

Her head darted up. The smile was still on his face, but it was 
soft now and she could see that his eyes were afloat in fatigue. He 
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looked like a boy loving sexlessly, perhaps his mother, perhaps a 
nurse, because he felt sorry for her. 

“Don’t treat me like that,” she cried intensely, “like I was noth- 
ing. You have no right. I know I’m nothing to you, but you’re 
nothing to me, either, mister. Remember that ” 

“I can’t believe it,” he mocked at her. “I thought we were going 
to be sisters.” Then, again, the flutter of mockery in his brain halted. 
“I treat you like that,” he said, “because I’m afraid of you, to be too 
serious with you.” 

“Yes sure,” she said, but the color in her large, grape-shaped eyes 
seemed to curl with pleasure. 

“That’s right, you’re full of danger, beautiful and full of danger 
for me. You will take my life between your lips and I will love you. 
Why should I love you? Is there any reason to love anybody?” 

“Some people think up reasons later. That’s been done, to pass 
the time that way.” 

“Yes, later, to fool themselves. But don’t, don’t . . .* not to talk 
about it. I will not be serious with you. No, no, tell me, why should 
I let myself fall in love with you. You’re a girl now, beautiful eyes 
and so forth, beautiful so forths, and etcetera, too, I guess, have to 
guess, can’t see through this damned table. And, if I love you, you 
won’t be a girl any more. You’ll be smoke in my mind.” 

“Now you’re talking crazy again.” 

“No, no, I know what it is.” 

“I bet you do.” 

“Of course! Of course, I do. Your body will be in my clothes. 
Why should I allow it, when I pay so much for a proper fitting? 
Will you take my heart between your lips, too? Yes, my heart there 
and you yourself will go into my eyes and fall down in me and go 
along my blood and dance in my blood, ring bells in my blood. 
Then I will be really crazy.” 

“You certainly make a picture out of yourself.” 

“Yes, a pretty picture.” He was mocking at her again. “Can you 
see it, in blue and green colors, with red, too? A man there with an 
abscess in his brain and smoke there, with his heart stuck like a 
meatball in a girl’s lips and jingle-bells jing-a-Hnk-a-linkeling in his 
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blood and his clothes all bulging up from a strange body inside there 
and his mouth bleeding words that say nothing.” 

Doris closed her eyes and shivered mockingly. ‘‘You can frame it 
on a nuthouse wall,” she said and laughed. 

“Yes,” he cried angrily. “This is the third or fifth or tenth time 
you said I was crazy. Maybe you’re right. But now 111 stop the 
nutty stuff. We’re down to business now, kid. Order me a bottle of 
brandy, whole quart bottle, while I go powder my nose.” 

“Well, it’s true. You’re the craziest man I ever heard of.” 

He stood up. “Oh cut it out, will you please, damn it,” he said in 
a low, exasperated tone. 

“You go on,” she told him worriedly. “Go on and come back 
and you’ll eat some food and you’ll feel better.” Her voice was ten- 
der with pleading. 

When Henry returned, the brandy wasn’t there. She hadn’t or- 
dered it. “I don’t want any of your interfering or mothering,” he 
said. “The hell with that.” He called the waiter and ordered the 
brandy himself. 

The waiter made a small ceremony of depositing the bottle before 
him and the plate of clams before her. Henry sat back and drank 
and watched Doris pick her way fastidiously among the clams. 

“You look as if you’re afraid to get your fork wet,” he said. 

“What’s that?” 

“I said I will not, refuse to, that’s all, fall in love with you.” 

“I don’t remember asking you to,” she said and laughed and 
returned to the clams. 

She seems to have^emorized her table manners, he thought. But 
no, no, he thought, she was all right. He was the wrong one. He 
had tried tamake himself want her and he couldn’t, but that wasn’t 
her fault. His fault. If the Queen of Sheba was brought in on black 
sheets right now, he would say to her, can you make me sleep, 
Queen, that’s what I got to know, can you make me sleep? No, 
Doris was good enough, the best in the whole city, really beautiful, 
beautiful eyes anyway, and a nice little girl with legs you could 
wrap around you to make you cozy, and still he didn’t want her. 
He had tried to lick himself into it. He had tried to drink enough to 
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forget anything he wanted to forget. He had tried to make love to 
her. He had held her in his hands and had held her on his face. He 
had said the love words right out, feverish words to make himself 
feel feverish for her, strong, crazy words, hot and dirty words and 
had thought hot and dirty, demanding, commanding thoughts. But 
die words went cold in his mouth. The thought wouldn’t stay hot 
in his mind and wouldn’t demand or command. He had undressed 
her so often in his mind her skin must be all worn out by now and 
it was no good. He had fastened pictures of her naked in his mind. 
He had forced himself to snuffle into the pictures and had forced 
his eyes to rove like hands all over die pictures of all the flesh of her 
body. He had degraded himself like that, had stuffed swill into him- 
self, had covered his mind with sewer-muck and still it was no good. 
Nothing was any good at all. He couldn’t hold anything in his mind 
long enough to have an effect. That was the truth of it and it was 
time to admit it, give up and admit it. That other thing, the worry 
and the restlessness in his chest, burned up all the alcohol he poured 
on it and burned up all the pictures he thought of and if he had a 
harem to look at and music playing in his ears and if he was lying 
on a bed of girls, what would he see? Just Ficco! Just Tucker! Just 
Bunte and Hall and his own name all over the newspapers! 

Henry closed his eyes. He didn’t think of anything for a moment. 
He sat still. The restlessness ground in his chest. It swelled and 
swarmed and swelled, swarming, and swelled and swelled and then 
burst and bound squealing up through him and plunged like fingers 
into his brain. He opened his eye's. He half rose from the chair. 
"‘Doris,” he cried, “help me!” 

Doris was lifting a clam daintily from the plate. She held it in 
mid air, her mouth open. 

He sat down. His eyes groped from side to side with embarrass- 
ment. His hands found the bottle and grasped it. “I mean with the 
brandy,” he said, “I can’t finish it all myself.” 

The outburst seemed to have come from so deep in him that 
Doris hesitated. “I hope you’re not going to try,” she said at last, 
absently. If he wants to tell me himself, all right, she decided, and 
put the clam into her mouth. 
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Henry felt suddenly the clam was alive. He felt Doris was hold- 
ing its life between her teeth. When her teeth, restless now, moving 
restlessly now, ground down, the life of the clam spurted out and 
drenched her tongue and splashed her mouth and that was juice. 
That was the flavor of the clam. Oh, he thought. Oh, Oh, Oh, she’s 
no good to me! So what’s the use! Why keep this kid out all night 
torturing her? Better to send her home and stand up at a bar and 
drink until he fell down and, when he fell down, he would hire a 
waiter to pour liquor into him through a funnel until there wasn’t 
any room any more and it was slopping out of his mouth and then 
he’d tell the waiter to kick him in the head until he was uncon- 
scious. That way he’d close his eyes all right and sleep all right and 
dream. Yes, dream! Of Ficco! Of Tucker! Of Bunte and Hall and 
his own name all over the newspapers! 

The swarm of restlessness began again to bundle into a ball in 
his chest and swell. He leaned forward hastily. “You beautiful one,” 
he said to Doris in a shaking voice and smiled hastily. “My eyes 
shiver when they go up your beautiful legs.” 

“Fm sure if you put that glass down and ate something.” 

“Don’t your legs shiver a little bit when my eyes go up them?” 

“Why don’t you do at least one thing that’s good for you,” she 
said. “Here.” She moved the bowl of crackers that had come with 
her clams. “Just take one of these in your mouth, for my sake, 
please. Don’t eat it. Just suck on it, for God sakes.” 

He laughed and obligingly put his hand into the bowl, but he 
did not lift his hand out. A thought had struck him. It had thrust 
into his mind at last, tlie climax thought, the dne he had been strug- 
gling against and leading up towards and fighting ^own since his 
first sight of Doris. “I’ve been doing things all my life that were 
good for me,” he said. “Tonight is a holiday. I’m going to do every- 
thing that’s bad for me and wind up dead.” 

“I must say you certainly are making a good try, the old college 
try.” 

“Yes, that’s right, change the diet for the holiday. Nothing good, 
everything bad.” He sniggered. “Badminton and so forth, go sleep 
in bad after a shower bad and like that, and mix buckwheat badder.” 
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The words came out o£ him in a rush and the laughter rushed 
away from him. But he couldn’t snigger away the thought in his 
head. He couldn’t frighten it away with unreal talk of death. He 
couldn’t mock it away. He couldn’t stifle it with sewer-muck or 
transform it with passion. His life was at stake. He took his money 
from his pocket and held it over the table. ‘Tou see this?” he said. 
“It’s supposed to be good for you, isn’t it.^” 

“Well, I don't know, the way you throw it around.” 

“Never mind,” he cried. “Money is supposed to be good for you, 
full of vitamins. That’s what they say, good as blood.” He thrust the 
money towards her. He had violated himself for money. Now she 
must. When she did, that would be defeat for him, since he had 
identified himself with her, and it would be the last defeat he would 
allow himself to suffer^rAfter that, he would go home and sit alone 
a while, only a little while, tasting defeat, imagining pennilessness, 
tasting loneliness, and then, then . . . and, after that, his friends 
would say they couldn’t understand it, he must have got drunk or 
something, melancholy or something, to kill himself like that when 
he was making so much money. “Take it!” he told her. “Maybe the 
money’ll be gooder for you than for me.” 

She drew back from it. 

“Take it! Take it!” he said. “That’s what you want out of me, isn’t 
it? You think you’ve got a sucker here, don’t you? Take it. You’re 
right. You’ve got the biggest sucker you ever saw here. Take it 
before I give it to the waiter.” 

“Put your money away,” she said indignantly. “You have no re- 
spect for me at all, have you?” 

“Take it!” he gripped the money tightly. He was not aware of 
his terrible peril, but a sense of it shook in him and his fist quivered 
and the mone^^ quivered with it. “There’s a thousand, fifteen hun- 
dred dollars here, something, I don’t know, about that, a lot, more 
than you ever had in your life. Here, if that’s not enough, I’ve got 
more.” 

He dropped the bills alongside her plate of clams and fumbled 
inside his coat. He unclasped a safety pin and pulled out a manila 
envelope. He slit and ripped the envelope awkwardly, in a frenzy 
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o£ impatience, and took out ten new $1,000 bills. It was his escape 
money. He had been keeping it oh him a long time, ever since he 
had begun to think that some day he might have to go away in a 
hurry. He threw his escape money down on top o£ the other bills. 

“Take it,” he cried. “Don’t be a damn £ooL There’s a fortune 
here, your fortune. Don’t pass it up because people are looking at 
you. It’s your fortune. Take this money and go out of here. Once 
you go out of here, nobody will be looking at you and you’ll be 
rich.” 

The shock of astonishment had passed in Doris. Her mind was 
speculating rapidly. She ought to take it and keep it for him until 
he was sober, she thought. It wasn’t safe with him in his condition. 
But, she thought, if she did take it, what would he do then? Who 
knows what kind of a scene he would make then? And, anyway, 
how dare he, what must he think of her, how dare he, how dare he 
throw money into her face like that! And, if she didn’t take it, 
what would he think of her then? Would she get more that way, 
would it be better that way, would she get more than money that 
way, would she get him that way? If she did take it, she would be 
out of his life. That was certain. Whether he really allowed her to 
keep the money or snatched it back from her as she took it, they 
would be finished together forever. 

“Don’t pass it up,” he cried, “because you think it’s not nice to 
take it, because people are looking at you and will think it’s not 
nice. Who are they to you? You never saw them before in your 
life. Even if they’re all your father, who are they to you? You’re 
yourself. They’ll look at you for a moment as you walk out rich 
and then you’ll never see them again for the rest of your life and 
you’ll be rich. You’ll have a fortune. Maybe it won’t be nice for a 
minute, one minute, that’s all, the time it takes to get to the door 
and out of their sight, that’s all, and then, for the rest of your whole 
life, you’ll have the money. Nobody will care where you got it and 
what you did to get it. What did you do? You picked it up, that’s 
all, and walked away, that’s all. And even if you did worse, who will 
care? Everybody will admire you and respect you for having it, the 
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whole world, everybody in the whole world, your father, everybody, 
the whole, whole world. Take it! Take it, I tell you!” 

Doris had her hand on the money, as if she thought it might 
blow away or he might push it to the floor with one of his violent 
gestures. "IVe got a good mind to do it,” she said, "‘and then you’ll 
be sorry.” 

“If you take it ... if you take it . . . I’ll love you forever! I mean 
it. I won’t bother you. I’ll love you forever. Take it. Doris, how can 
I tell you so you’ll believe, so you’ll see. This is your chance, the 
moment of your life. Take it. Get wise a minute, Doris! This is the 
moment of your life and it will never come again as long as you 
ever live.” 

“You shouldn’t be trusted with so much money,” she said. She 
half rose and leaned across the table and stuffed the bills into the 
side pocket of his coat. 

He sat stiffly, without moving, staring straight ahead without see- 
ing her. Her hair was close to his face for a moment. It went 
through his thoughts and he could smell it and smell the perfume 
and powder of her and feel the breath of her mouth. 

“You should have taken it,” he said in a low, sad, tired tone. 

She sat down and smoothed the tablecloth before her. “Now,” 
she told him, “I’m going to insist you eat something, a nice piece 
of steak or something nice that you like.” 

He sat looking at her. Suddenly he was at a loss for what to do 
next. He had made himself naked. He wanted to hide from himself 
and from her and he didn’t know how to do it. A sense of acute 
embarrassment rose to the top of the clutter of thoughts and emo- 
tions in him. He lowered his head slowly. What a cheap, theatrical 
show he had made of himself, he thought. He leaned forward 
slowly, with stooped head, as if toppling, and leaned forward more, 
and more, until his stooped head touched the table and rested there 
alongside the bowl of crackers. This is theatrical, too, he thought, 
cheap and showy. Then he didn^t think anything. All the thoughts 
and emotions smothered in the noise they were making in his head. 

Doris waited a moment. She put her hand on the back of his 
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neck and waited another ncioment. Then she leaned close to his ear. 
“You ought to go home and sleep now/’ she whispered and shook 
his neck gently. 

He did not move. He was listening to the smothering noise of his 
thoughts. 

Doris took out her compact and patted powder on her face and 
began to work over her lips carefully. She stole glances at him. He 
lay still. He had begun to breathe quietly, as if asleep. She lit a 
cigarette and reached over for his half-filled glass of brandy. She 
wanted to know how it tasted. She had never been drunk. Would 
she give away all her money, too, if she were drunk, her mad money, 
too? She wet her lips with the brandy and shivered and put down 
the glass hastily. 

A smiling man came over to the table. He seemed to be the man- 
ager. “Has your friend passed out?” he asked. 

Wheelock heard him, but he couldn’t move. The crashed-in feel- 
ing in him was healing. He thought if he would stay where he 
was a few moments longer, he would be whole again, as he had 
been before. Before when? Before he had met Tucker? No, before 
that. Before he had gone to school? Before that, too. Before he had 
got into his father’s hotel? No, no, before that. Before he had been 
born? That was it. He would be whole as he had been before his 
father ... not his father, no, no, not his father . . . before the 
world had fertilized the seed that was to be him, had pricked it, 
stamped it and shaped it with the dollar sign! 

“Oh no,” Doris told the manager, “nothing like that. I don’t think 
so. He’s just resting a little bit.” 

Her words went into Henry’s ears and seemed to fall straight 
down to his heart. How did she know? he asked himself. Where 
had she, a dull girl, really— but maybe not, maybe not really dull— 
because, look, look what an instinct for truth she had. 

“If you need any help with him,” the manager said, “well get 
him home all right for you.” 

Henry straightened up slowly. His face was red and streaked 
with white where it had rested against the table. There was a 
small dent in his forehead from one of the crackers. 



THE VICTIMS 


429 

, “Upsadaisy,” said the manager. He put his hands under Whee- 
lock’s arms and lifted him to his feet and held him for a moment 
to keep him from tottering. “That’sababy, you’re doing fine now.” 
The manager turned to Doris. ‘It’s that brandy,” he said. “If I 
were you. I’d take him off it. A steady diet of that and, one of 
these days, you’ll see him going right out of the picture.” 

Wheelock struggled free of the man’s hands. “Let’s get out of 
here,” he said to Doris. “I know a better place.” 

“I think you should take me home now,” she told him. 

There were half a dozen people in the room. They all watched 
the bill being paid and watched Doris and Henry leave. It was 
very quiet. Their footsteps could be heard. 

“I’m all right now,” said Henry. “I’ll be good.” 

He couldn’t walk well. She held on to him. His arm seemed so 
thin and light to her. He was like a sleepy boy dragging along 
beside her. She felt she wanted to carry him and tuck him into 
bed. 

They took a taxi to where she lived — a brownstonc rooming 
house whose front door was a long flight of stairs up from the 
street. But when they got there, he wouldn’t let her out of the 
cab. He put his feet on the folding seat and blocked the door. 

So then they drove through the park. Dawn was beginning. 
Between the black sky and the black road, the darkness was frail. 
The stars had turned an intense white. The park’s road was fenced 
in by brown earth and the bare trees looked green and soft and 
the air among their branches was coloring yellow. Henry fell 
asleep against Doris’s shoulder and, when he woke up, they were 
at her home again. He felt as if he had slept a long time. She 
opened the cab door herself and climbed over his legs, laughing 
and determined. He followed her up the steps and into the vesti- 
bule. 

“Whoa up there, mister,” she said. She had the key in the lock, 
but she did not turn it. “Where do you think you’re going?” 

“Why, I think I’m going inside.” 
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She laughed. “You think much too much, oh very much too 
much, for one bad little boy. Now say good night and go home and 
sleep.” 

“I can’t.” 

“Haven’t you got a home?” 

“No, nothing, nothing at all. I can’t sleep when I’m not with 
you. That sleep just now was the best I ever had in my life. It 
was as sweet as honey.” 

“That’s nice to tell a girl, that her company puts you to sleep.” 

“Yes, I mean it. You don’t know how good it is to be able to 
sleep.” 

She turned back to the door. 

“Don’t go away, Doris,” he cried. “I beg it!” 

“We can have dinner tonight if you want to or after the show, 
if you want.” 

“No, that’s too late. You don’t know, Doris.” He put both his 
arms around her and rested his hands gently on her back and 
held his face close to hers. “Let me stay with you, please.” 

“Now please, Mr. Wheelock,” 

“I don’t mean, you know, that way, with that, but just stay near 
you. Please, please, Doris.” His lips touched her cheek. “Please, 
please,” he murmured. 

She pushed his arms down. “I think,” she said softly, “you’d 
better go home before you spoil everything.” She took his hand 
and squeezed it. “Good night,” she smiled earnestly, “and I thank 
you for everything, for a really wonderful time, a very unusual 
evening.” 

He held on to her hand. For a moment, she was afraid. His face 
seemed to be full of pain and to be yearning away from pain. She 
couldn’t tell what he was going to do or say. 

“Doris,” he cried, “will you do me a favor? I mean now. I mean 
marry me. Now, right now. We can take this taxi to Greenwich 
or Elkton or somewhere and be married right now.” 

“I don’t think you know what you’re saying.” She pulled her 
hand free. “Go home and sleep it off before you get into more 
trouble.” 
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“I know what Fm saying. What do you think I am? I mean it. 
Doris, i£ you do this for me, you’ll be the best, greatest woman 
in the world. You don’t know. Please, Doris. Fm not saying it good. 
I know this is not the place or time.” He looked around him at the 
vestibule and then pressed against her. “It’s got to be, got to be, 
has got to be,” he cried. “I need you.” 

She moved away from him. “I don’t know what to say.” She 
was flustered. ‘‘This is such a surprise.” 

“I know what Fm doing. Fm not a boy. This has got to be, 
just got to be.” 

“Well . . . my goodness . • , well . . . you certainly are a funny 
fellow.” 

“Yes, Fm ha ha funny, funny as hell.” 

“No, I mean . . . well, anyway. ... I can’t do a thing like this.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I can’t. I mean right now. Maybe later. I don’t know. 
How should I know? You don’t give a girl a chance.” 

“When you didn’t take the money from me, I knew then, that 
was the time. You were the one I needed.” 

Her triumph over the money was in him like love. When she 
had triumphed over the same need that had undone him, it be- 
came his triumph, too, and he loved it and must cling to it. 

“Fm not the kind of a girl like that,” said Doris. “Marriage is 
very serious to me.” 

“What do you think it is to me? I’ve never been married before. 
You’re the first I ever asked.” He recalled, suddenly, why he had 
never asked anyone else before, but he brushed the recollection 
away from him. 

“I don’t know you at all,”- protested Doris, “except that you’re 
very nice and you had a lot to drink and you talk like you had 
a lot to drink.” 

“You think Fm drunk? Fm drunk with you. You think Fm one 
of those Broadway boys who get drunk and wake up in bed 
married to tramps?” 

“I don’t know what to think. Now you say good night like a good 
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boy and go home and sleep and we’ll see each other some more. 
Well see each other as much as you want.” 

Before he could reply, she kissed him hastily, so that her kiss 
bumped his nose, and pushed him away and flung open the door 
and ran inside and slammed the door behind her, locking it. 

‘‘Don’t!” His voice was so intense, it was like a scream. 

There was a curtain on the door. She pulled it aside at the edge 
and laughed and blew him a kiss. 

He threw himself against the door. “Please,” he cried, “please, 
Doris, please.” 

He remained flattened against the door. Her lips formed the 
words, “naughty, naughty.” She laughed again and waved and 
blew another kiss and went away. He heard her go up the stairs. 
Her feet went lightly, brighdy, with a sound like happiness. He 
clung to the door until long after the sound had ceased. He was 
afraid to turn around and face the vestibule. Dawn had come and 
put a gray feel and a gray smell in it. It was the smell and feel 
and color of stone-like loneliness. 

Then he began to listen to himself. He was listening for fear. 
It surprised him to discover it had gone. There wasn’t any restless- 
ness in him any more, only triumph. Worry had stopped. Chaos 
had stopped. He was tired, sweet tired, like a tired man lying in 
bed. He realized he had felt that way a long time without know- 
ing it, an hour maybe. 

He walked down to the sidewalk slowly. The taxi was still 
waiting for him. He looked up and down the street. His brain felt 
fresh and slumbrous. There was no longer the sense in it of having 
to talk and of having to tear pieces out of it as he talked. The 
air was sweet in his nose. His bones were sweet tired. His mind 
was sweet with sweet longing for bed. 

“What do you think of that.?” he said to himself. “Here’s love. 
It s come. It s love. He shook his head and laughed eagerly. 

For many years now, he had been afraid that he was one of 
those men who never fall in love. 
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XXIV 


Later the same morning. Tucker got hold of Joe and told him 
he ought to go up to Windsor in Canada to find a place to keep 
the cash reserves of the combination’s banks. He gave the name 
of a connection he had there from prohibition days. 

His idea was, if Ficco did grab off one of the bankers and put 
the arm on him for a payroll, then the banker wouldn’t have any 
money to give. Tucker said there would be no trouble about mak- 
ing an arrangement with his connection in Windsor so that the 
bankers could pay off their hits from day to day out of the money 
kept up there. It was clumsy and would cost something, but it 
was safe. Tucker’s connection was one of the largest banks in 
Canada. 

Joe decided Leo would have to be left to operate the old way. 
‘1 don’t want to go into long explanations with him,” he said. 

'‘That guy,” said Tucker, "we got to keep babying him all the 
time. When will he grow up?” 

But Joe was stubborn and Tucker finally agreed that Leo should 
go along the same as before, but no others were to be left out of 
the plan. Tucker was sure Ficco wouldn’t bother Leo. That was 
why he gave in to Joe. 

Joe tried several times during the day to get Wheelock on the 
telephone to tell him what was happening, but he couldn’t reach 
him. Wheelock’s office didn’t know where he was and the man- 
servant at Park Avenue hadn’t seen him and the couple at his 
downtown apartment said the same. The telephone at the Central 
Park West place did not answer. 

Wheelock had left word with the couple that he wanted to sleep 
and was not to be disturbed by anyone for anything and that, if 
anyone disturbed him, the first thing he would do was fire the 
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couple and then he would throw the telephone out the window* 

In the early evening, Joe located Bunte. The old man said he 
had been to police headquarters with Wheelock all right and had 
got the pistol permit, but after that Wheelock had gone away 
somewhere, he didn’t know where- He said he hoped it was a 
hospital because the boy sure looked as if he needed one, that or 
a cemetery, he was hung over so bad. 

Joe stopped trying to find Wheelock then. He took the night 
train for Canada and slept with $192,000 in cash under his pillow. 

Bauer had allowed himself Wednesday to think it over.” On 
Thursday afternoon, as soon as Leo arrived at the bank in Joe’s 
apartment, Bauer went up to him and said, “I have something im- 
portant to talk to you about tonight.” 

“I’m agreeable,” Leo told him. “I don’t know what time I’ll 
be home, but, if you want, you can stay there and wait for me.” 

“Come here a minute,” said Bauer. He wallced out of the kitchen 
through the swinging door and into the dining room where there 
was privacy. “Fd rather,” he said, “if you don’t mind, some place 
where you eat supper so I can talk to you better, in a restaurant, 
you know. We can talk there.” 

“I’ll tell you.” Leo laughed. “These days I’m so busy I don’t 
know if Fm eating or what.” He had been about to ask Bauer 
what he wanted to talk about that could be so important and 
needed such complicated arrangements. But the thought of a 
restaurant stopped him. He felt it would be nice to eat in a restau- 
rant for a change where he could get the things his wife refused to 
cook for him because they made him ill. “I always eat home,” he 
said. “But, you know, Freddie, I’m glad to help you, even after 
what you did. If it’s going to help you, I’ll eat in a restaurant 
tonight.” He thought of garlicky meats soaked in gravy. His mouth 
began to water. He hadn’t had anything like that in a long time 
because of his high blood pressure. 

“I don’t want you to do me any favors,” said Bauer. His eyes 
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were lowered. “You eat home and maybe we can walk around 
the street and talk there in private. Only tell me when youll be 
there, so 111 know when to come.” 

“It’s all right. I don’t mind. I’ll eat in a restaurant for you. I’m 
glad to help you anything I can do.” 

“No,” said Bauer. “I won’t come.” 

Leo laughed and poked Bauer’s side. “As a matter of fact,” he 
told him, “I’m glad for an excuse to get away from my wife’s 
cooking.” 

“If it’s that way, all right. If you want it, all right, but you 
wanted it yourself. I didn’t say it.” 

“Sure, sure,” said Leo. “I want it.” 


XXV 


Their appointment was for nine o’clock at “The Romanian Eats,” 
a basement restaurant on upper Lexington Avenue. 

Bauer hadn’t intended to be there, but he was there. He finished 
work at seven and went home for dinner. At that time, he didn’t 
know whether he would show up at the restaurant at all. He didn’t 
have to. All Wally had said he had to do was call Ficco’s number, 
which he had done, and leave word for Wally, which he had done. 
Now he was finished and a free man and could go to Miami for 
the winter. 

He didn’t feel free. He couldn’t eat his dinner. He felt he would 
be sick if he put the food into his mouth. His head hung over 
the plate motionless and the fork lay motionless in his hand. 

“You act like you think it’s poisoned,” said Catherine. 

“Maybe it is.” He pushed away the plate and stood up. “I 
wouldn’t put it past you.” 

Their relationship had gone back to exactly where it had been 
before. 

“Where are you going?” she asked. 
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“I’m going out. O.U.T. Out!” 

“But you haven’t touched a thing.” 

He didn’t answer. He left in silence, without even looking at her. 

Bauer headed for Boyle’s. He felt weighted down. He didn t 
know why. “Maybe Mr. Minch won’t show up,” he thought sud- 
denly. “Maybe the others won’t show up.” 

He turned around and walked towards the subway. Its not 
going to do any harm,” he thought, “if I’m there to make sure 
nothing goes wrong.” 

If Mr. Minch showed up and the others didn’t, he could talk to 
him about something, beg him once more to let him quit. If the 
others showed up and Mr. Mxnch didn’t, he could tell them he 
was sorry, it hadn’t worked out, no, it hadn’t worked out, it wasn’t 
his fault, there was nothing he could do, nothing further to do, 
it hadn’t worked out. 

He walked faster. The feeling in him of being weighted down 
had lightened. He walked with head up and arms swinging, like 
a man who had thought of an excuse for doing what he wanted 
to do. 

A steep flight of wide iron stairs down from the street led to 
“The Romanian Eats.” The restaurant’s windows could not be 
seen easily from the sidewalk. Nevertheless, there was a small sign 
in one of them. The lettering was white on a blue card and spelled : 
“10 Course Dinner. Ten (10) Courses. Including Choice of Appe- 
tizer and Soup. 55^^.” 

Bread was one course, butter another, cole slaw a third. 

The restaurant room was narrow and not very deep. Just Inside 
the door was a cashier’s desk with a boy about fourteen years old, 
sitting behind it and reading. He was. the owner’s son. Beyond the 
desk were white porcelain tables. The floor was tiled and sprinkled 
with sawdust and the wall was covered with tin which had been 
curled and lumped and fretted with rosettes and painted tan. 

It was past the dinner hour when Bauer got there. The place 
was nearly empty. There were only the boy reading and one waiter 
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and four customers. The boy was plump and sallow. He had horn- 
rimmed glasses. His thick, dark hair fell over his forehead as he 
read. He kept pushing it back with one hand. The waiter wore a 
black, shiny mohair coat with a gold stripe on its edges and across 
the cuffs of its sleeves. He had a shy, sick-looking face and his 
graying hair was thin. It lay flat on his head, slicked to one side. 
The color of his skull showed through his hair and made it look 
grayer than it was. 

The waiter brought Bauer a basket of bread, a glass of water, a 
menu, a napkin, a knife and fork and spoons, all at the same time 
and dropped them on the table and began sorting them listlessly. 
He was saving the butter for later to keep Bauer from eating too 
much bread, 

“All I want is to wait for a friend,’' Bauer told him. 

The waiter didn’t say anything. He took away the bread. 

Bauer sat facing the door. He looked straight ahead at the steep 
flight of iron steps that led up to the street. He could see the edge 
of the sidewalk and people’s legs moving along it. His fingers 
began to drum against the porcelain top of the table. His mouth 
suddenly felt like a hot hole in his hot face. He drank some water. 

After a few moments, Bauer got up and went to the telephone 
booth at the back of the room. He wanted to have something to 
do. He looked through the directory. There wasn’t anybody he 
could call up. He didn’t know anyone well enough. He turned 
the pages and looked at the names. Each name a person, none he 
knew. Seven million people in the city of New York, eight million, 
and he had lived among them all his life and he knew no one. 
No one. At least, not well enough to call up and say hello, how 
are you feeling, I thought I’d like to know how you are feeling. 
And none knew him. Who really knew him? Who remembered 
what he had been and who knew who he was? He had been a 
child, a boy, a youth and a man — and who knew what he had 
been as each and who knew what he was now? 

He looked around the room. Leo hadn’t arrived yet. He went 
into the telephone booth. He felt, if he looked at the telephone, he 
might think of someone he could call. He stood still a long time, 
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thinking. He didn’t think of names. He didn’t know what he 
was thinking about. He just stood and thought. When it occurred 
to him how he was standing there, he put a nickel in the slot 
and asked for information. 

The nickel came back and a girl voice said, ‘Information.” 

He asked for the telephone number of Frederick E. Bauer and 
gave his address. 

“One moment, please,” the girl voice said. 

He looked out the door and waited. He could see through the 
restaurant to the iron steps and the sidewalk above them, but 
he couldn’t see the people’s legs. 

“I’m sorry, sir. There is no telephone listed for Frederick E. 
for eat Bauer at that address.” 

“There must be.” 

“I’m sorry, sir.” 

“Maybe it’s in the name of Catherine Bauer.” 

“Fm sorry, sir, there is no telephone listed in the name of 
Bauer at that address. There are three Frederick Bauers Hsted, but 
none at that address.” 

“Well, don’t bother. I’ll find it some place else.” 

Bauer put the receiver on the hook, but he did not take his hand 
off it. He held the receiver a moment, waiting, looking into the 
mouthpiece of the telephone, and thinking. At last he shrugged. 

“At least it didn’t cost anything,” he thought. 

He went back to the table. The waiter had refilled the glass 
with water. He came forward as Bauer sat down and began fussing 
with the table setting. He held a damp, soiled napkin in one hand. 

“He didn’t show up yet.?” The waiter smiled. 

A small eddy of hate sucked its way clear of the current of 
loneliness in Bauer. “What’s the matter.?” he cried. “Are you in a 
hurry for the table?” 

“Did I say that.?” 

“There’s no one here. You’re not losing anything letting me 
wait.” 

“I’m here to twelve o’clock anyway, so you think it makes a 
difference to me.? I just thought maybe you want to order.” 
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^‘What is this? A man can’t wait in this place?” 

“Wait, go ahead, wait. Who’s stopping you? Wait, wait all you 
want, it’s all right.” 

“Here.” Bauer took a nickel out of his pocket and threw it across 
the table towards the waiter. “I’ll pay you for the table, just to let 
me alone.” 

The waiter put one finger on the nickel and pushed it back. 
“That’s not right, mister,” he said. “You know that. I’ll get you 
fresh water.” 

He went away and Bauer thought suddenly, “I could have passed 
the time with him instead of fighting with him like that.” Yet, 
when the waiter returned with water, Bauer only stared at him 
sullenly, unable to take himself out of the position hate had forced 
him into. 

The weather had turned warmer and when Leo came in, his 
hat was tilted back on his head. His overcoat flopped around him 
unbuttoned and his jacket and vest lay under it unbuttoned. He 
looked shaggy and xmdone. He could be looked into deep down, 
to his shirt and to where his belly curled over his belt like the lip 
of a wave. Lines pouched his sad, gray face, but he looked around 
with pleasure. He could tell by the smell that the food here was 
what he wanted. 

Bauer went to meet him. “I’ve got a table here,” he said. “I 
thought you’d never come.” 

“It’s only five minutes after nine. I had so much trouble park- 
ing or I’d have been here on the dot. You can’t park any more 
in the whole city anywhere. Everybody’s got cars.” 

“It’s ten o’clock you mean.” 

“No, no. That’s right.” Leo held out his watch. It was a quarter 
past nine. “So I’m a little late.” He hung up his hat and coat on a 
rack near the table. “There’s a car has got the parking space right 
in front of the restaurant. You’d think they’d keep it clear for 
customers instead of for young loafers, waiting, they got nothing 
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else to do except make chip-chip at the girls passing.” He sat down 
and took up the menu. “Did you eat already?” he asked. 

The car was theirs. Bauer knew it. They had come. They were 
waiting. It was going to happen, then, really going to happen. He 
forced himself to say something. “What customers come here with 
cars?” he said. 

The waiter was standing over them. He had brought another 
menu and the basket of bread and another setting for Leo. 

“Is the chop chicken liver good?” asked Leo. 

“Why not? I can recommend it the best. I ate it myself,” replied 
the waiter. 

“Ids not fermented?” 

“If it’s fermented, we don’t sell it here.” 

“If it’s fermented,” said Leo, “I’ll push it in your face and you’ll 
eat it again.” 

The waiter laughed. “It’s not fermented,” he said. “I’m not 
hungry but I’m willing you can push all you want.” 

Leo put down the menu and took his eyeglasses out of his vest 
pocket and polished the lenses with the paper napkin and put 
them on. “I like to see what I’m getting,” he explained. He began 
to study the menu. 

A man came quickly down the steps and stood in the doorway 
of the restaurant. The waiter turned around and looked at him 
to see if he were a customer, but the boy at the cashier’s desk 
remained stooped over his book. The man was small and chunky 
and had the smooth rosy cheeks of a child. He had a large, round 
face and blue eyes and his eyes looked high in his head. He wore 
a mackinaw, black corduroy pants and a gray cap. 

“It says noodle soup here, then mandel soup,” said Leo. “Could 
you sneak for me a few mandels into the noodle soup?” 

The waiter turned back to Leo. “Naturally,” he said. “There’s 
no law not.” 

The man looked around slowly from the doorway. His glance 
came to Bauer and to Leo’s back and passed on without halting. 
He seemed to be studying the room. He looked at the door to the 
kitchen and at the other people in the restaurant. 
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Bauer watched him. No matter how he wanted to, he could not 
stop looking at him. Bauer’s eyes seemed to have become fixed. 
He strove to move them and couldn’t. Then, as the man retreated 
up the stairs, Bauer’s eyes closed and he leaned forward. He had 
his elbows on the table and he put one hand to his forehead 
to keep himself from falling. The touch of his hand steadied him. 
It took away the feeling of faintness and he leaned back. 

'Til bring you the liver until you make up your mind about 
the rest,” said the waiter and went towards the kitchen. 

“Mr. Minch, I’m telling you. You’ve got to tell me yes, right 
away, I can quit. Right away.” Bauer was leaning forward now. 
The words tumbled out of him. 

“You’ll eat first,” said Leo, “and then we’ll talk.” 

“No. I can’t. You’ve got to tell me. Now. Right away. This 
minute!” 

Leo shook his head with vexation. “I thought maybe you had 
something new you could tell me,” he said, “that you would work 
hard to make up what you did and trust your Leo he would work 
out things for you as fast as he could. Eat something.” 

The waiter had come with the chopped chicken livers. Bauer 
looked up at him with mouth open. Then he turned sideways in 
his chair and lowered his head into the palms of his hands. 

"You’re going to cry here,” said Leo, “and spoil my appetite?” 

He turned to the waiter. “Bring him a cup of coffee. Maybe he’ll 
eat something later.” 

Bauer didn’t move. 

“It’s on the expense account,” Leo said to Bauer. 

Bauer still sat with his head in his hands. 

“Hey! You heard? I’ll pay.” 

Bauer made no sign he had heard. 

“Don’t sit like that,” cried Leo. “Sit up. How can I eat when 
you sit like that?” 

Bauer remained motionless. Leo leaned over and poked his arm. 
Bauer shuddered away and buried his head more deeply in his 
hands. 
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“What’s the matter with you?” asked Leo. He had become 
alarmed and he began to rise in his chair. 

Then the men came. There were three of them. One stood in 
the doorway. They all held sawed-ofi shotguns. 

“Freddie!” cried Leo. “What have you done?” 

He stood half out of his chair, poised that way, his hands on 
the table, leaning far forward on his hands. His gray face had 
become yellow. He had taken one look at the man in the doorway 
and the two coming towards him and then turned back to Bauer. 
Bauer did not lift his head from his hands. 

“Freddie!” screamed Leo. “What have you done to me!” He did 
not look at Bauer now. As he screamed, he looked at the two 
young men with guns. 

“Just take it easy, pop,” said the ro^sy-cheeked man, “and nobody 
will get hurt.” 

Leo fell down into his chair. He fell so hard, his head snapped. 
The yellowed skin of his face began to blotch with red. One hand 
rose feebly toward his chest and then fell feebly. He seemed to be 
trying to talk. His mouth was open and his throat was working 
slowly, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t make a sound except 
with his breathing. The breath blew through his nose in slow, 
exhausted blasts. 

“You’re coming with us, pop,” said the rosy-cheeked man. “Come 
on, stand up.” 

Leo sat still, tilted to one side on the chair. His eyes closed 
and flopped open slowly and closed again. His mouth didn’t move, 
but his throat kept working. He looked as if he were swallowing. 

“Come on,” said the rosy-cheeked man, “hurry up.” 

The waiter was standing fixed in a space between the kitchen 
and the two men with guns. He held a plate of soup in one hand 
and the damp, soiled napkin in the other. One of the diners 
had leaped up and was pressed flat against the wall, as if he were 
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trying to dig into it. Two men and a woman sat rooted in their 
chairs. The men stared motionless at the woman and the woman’s 
body was drawn taut, her head far back, her eyes closed tight 
and her hands clapped on her mouth. The boy had disappeared 
behind the cashier’s desk. His book remained open on the desk. No 
sound came from him. 

“Stand up and walk.” The rosy-cheeked man waved his gun. 
“Come on, come on!” he cried. He pushed Leo’s shoulder with the 
gun. “Get up there or you’ll get it,” he said. 

The push toppled Leo slowly off the chair to the floor. He 
seemed to fall sluggishly. He lay on his side, his legs curled up in 
a sitting position. 

The rosy-cheeked man jumped back in surprise. He hit the table 
and the table slid back and josded Bauer. Bauer sprang to his feet. 
His chair grated behind him. 

“You wanted it!” shouted Bauer. He shouted with his mouth 
wide open. It was hard to make out the words. 

He looked around wildly for Leo and saw him lying on the 
floor and thrust his face down towards him. “You wanted it your- 
self!” he shouted. His voice came inhumanly through his wide 
open mouth. He stepped past Leo and, suddenly, he began to 
totter. He tottered a step and two steps and stood still and then 
folded up. His knees bent under him. He fell to his knees and 
doubled up his body so that his head lay on his knees. He closed 
his eyes. 

The rosy-cheeked man saw Bauer settle and then turned to his 
companion. “Give me a hand with this,” he said and indicated Leo. 

The third man came forward out of the doorway and lifted his 
gun and stood silently, facing the others in the restaurant. The 
rosy-cheeked one stepped over Leo and put his gun on the floor. 
Leo’s sphincter muscle had relaxed. 

“This is a regular wop circus,” said the gunman. He put his 
hands under Leo’s shoulders. “You take his legs,” he directed his 
companion. 
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The other gunman was a blond boy with sandy eyelashes and 
freckles on his pale face. He wrinkled his nose and looked away 
and seized Leo’s legs. 

Leo’s head felt bursting. It seemed as though hot glass were 
thrusting and twisting through it. He saw and knew everything 
that was going on. Except for the pain in his head, he felt full of 
comfort. There was a warm, lazy feeling through his body, below 
his head. He knew he was on the floor, but he couldn’t care about 
it. He kept thinking this was funny and he ought to want to get 
up, but all he wanted was not to move. The floor didn’t feel cold 
and the sawdust, matted with dirt, was soft and the laziness seemed 
to drip through his body like sludge. 

It took him a long time to want to do anything about the pain 
in his head. It was a splintering pain. It burned and dug and 
cut and shattered. He lay still in the lazy, drowsy sludge of his 
body and felt the pain and thought he ought to try to ease it. 
It wasn’t natural not to try to ease it and yet he couldn’t want to. 

Finally, he decided to lift his hands and press them against his 
head. It was a decision. He thought of doing it. Then he thought 
he would do it and, at last, he tried to do it. One of his hands 
wouldn’t move. 

It just wouldn’t move. He thought he must be lying on it. He 
couldn’t feel it. He reached for it with his free hand and found it 
and grasped it and lifted it. It lifted all right. It was just numb 
from lying on, that was all. When he lifted the hand, something 
seemed to drop down inside it from the tips of his fingers, a thick, 
soft, warm, wet something, filled, as light is filled, with sparkles, 
with other things, little things, a horde of little things that jittered 
and prickled. It was a funny, thing to feel, nice and funny. He lifted 
his hand higher and there was a smash against his cheekbone. The 
pain of it shot through the pain in his head. 

“Keep your hands down,” said the rosy-cheeked man. 

He had hit Leo with the heel of his palm. 

Then, Leo felt himself being lifted into the air. He thought his 
cheekbone was broken. He tried to lift his hand to feel it, but he 
couldn’t. His hand just wouldn’t move. He couldn’t even find the 
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Land with his other hand. He couldn’t see it the way they were 
arrying him and he couldn’t tell where it was. He thought maybe 
he arm had fallen off. He found he couldn’t care about that either. 

The gunman grunted as he lifted Leo’s shoulders. He took a step 
)ackward and knocked against Bauer. He almost dropped Leo 
n fear. He looked around and saw Bauer’s folded body. 

“Get the hell out of the way,” he said. 

Bauer rocked slowly from side to side. He didn’t seem to hear. 

“Come on, you dumb bastard! Move!” 

The gunman kicked back and kicked Bauer’s head. His shoe 
made a thick, clicking sound against Bauer’s skull and Bauer 
twisted to one side and then scrambled and clawed to his feet. He 
looked like a dog, scrambling along the floor, his knees and fingers 
scratching against the slippery surface, his breath grunting and 
snuffling. 

When he got erect, he began to scream. He screamed at the top 
of his voice with his mouth wide open. He stood tall, his whole 
body twanging as if plucked, and screamed again and again and 
then began to run. He was facing the door and he ran straight 
for it, on his toes, screaming like an animal. 

The gunman near the door was frightened. He stepped aside 
to let him pass. Bauer ran headlong into the steps. His foot 
smashed into the steps and his body crashed down and he lay 
there, spread out, the rims of his crushed glasses sticking deep into 
his eyebrows. 

The two gunmen carried Leo past him. Bauer was moaning. 
The sounds slopped out of his mouth. The third gunman scooped 
up the weapons on the floor and backed out of the restaurant. A 
car was* waiting, with back door open and motor running. Wally 
was in the front seat, leaning far over the side, looking at Bauer. 

“Kill him,” he cried and pointed to Bauer. 

The two gunmen stuflfed Leo into the back of the car. They 
threw him in and stepped over him. Wally turned to them. 

“He’s crazy,” he said. His hand flung out towards Bauer. “Don’t 
you see he’s crazy ? He’ll make trouble for us.” 

A policeman around the corner had heard Bauer’s screams. He 
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had been standing in a doorway and, when he first heard the 
screams, he started running towards them. As he reached the 
corner, he hesitated* He came around the corner slowly and saw 
the car standing there and the two men carrying Leo up the steps* 
There were people on the street. They werent looking at the 
policeman. They were looking at the car and at the two men and 
at Leo, lying with doubled-up legs between them. The policeman 
turned and ducked around the corner and ran all the way down 
the block to a far corner where there was a call box through 
which he could summon help. 

The third gunman came backing up the steps, two guns held 
loosely under one arm, a third in his other hand. Wally sprang out 
of the car. 

“Kill him,” he shouted, “he knows me ” 

The gunman turned around and saw Wally on the sidewalk 
pointing down at Bauer. 

“Cank you see hell tell everything he knows?” cried Wally. 

The gunman walked quickly towards the car and, as he passed, 
Wally snatched a gun from under the man’s arms and went down 
the steps to Bauer, Deep, low moans slopped out of Bauer’s open 
mouth. Wally put the muzzle against Bauer’s ear and closed his 
eyes and pressed the trigger and blew off Bauer’s head. 


The recoil threw Wally backwards a little. His eyes came open. 
For a moment he saw what was left of Bauer bound away from 
him and flop like a tail against the steps. Then he sprinted to the 
car and leaped on the running board as the car began to move. 

He pitched face forward through the open door into the front 
seat. The car was going fast around a comer. Wally clung with 
his fingers to the upholstery for a long time and then slowly heaved 
his body inside and closed the door. 

His stomach was sick. He didn’t think of anything or see any- 
thing except the streets rushing towards him through the wind- 
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fcTi ip14 . Then suddenly he thought o£ the memorandum book where 
Bauer had written down Ficco’s telephone number. 

That little thing! Maybe Bauer had it on him. Maybe he hadn’t 
tom out the page as he had been told to do. Maybe he had for- 
gotten to tear it out or didn’t want to and the page was still there 
and the police would find it. 

That little thing! It had been so good up to now and that little 
thing! Everything else was perfect. Bauer hadn’t said anything 
about Leo when he had called up. The job was done at the 
restaurant, not at Leo’s office or at his home. As far as Ficco could 
know, there was no way for Wally to have guessed that the com- 
bination banker he had grabbed was Guinea Joe Minch’s brother. 

Wally knew Ficco didn’t want Leo, but he hadn’t been told why. 
He thought Ficco was afraid to snatch Leo because Leo was a big 
shot. Well, this kid Wally hadn’t been afraid. This kid had grabbed 
him off and it was a big thing to do and he wouldn’t be the mob’s 
errand boy any more. He’d be important in the mob. 

Except for that little thing, that one little God damn thing! 

The rosy-cheeked man was in the back seat with his feet on 
Leo. There was no other place for his feet. “You know,” he said 
to Wally, “you’re just a crazy lunatic.” 

“No,” cried Wally. "You saw yourself how he was. He would 
have told anything he was asked.” 

“You’re crazy for blood, that’s what you are,” said the rosy- 
cheeked man. 

The word blood did it. Wally felt his whole stomach billow 
into his mouth and lunged towards the side of the car and leaned 
out and vomited, his sick, green-faced, shapely head leaning far 
over the side. 

The woman in the restaurant had fainted at the sound of the 
gun. The policeman was turning from the call box and going 
slowly and nervously towards his duty. The waiter stood still with 
bead turned from the sight in the doorway. He was afraid to 
move. The boy behind the cashier’s desk squirmed harder against 
the floor. 
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‘‘You ought to get your head blown ofJ, too,” said the rosy- 
cheeked man to Wally. “It’s no good to you anyway.” 

Wally sat back weakly. “No,” he said, “he’d have made trouble. 

“What trouble.^ Who’d have taken us into court? The com- 
bination couldn’t afford to take us into court. We had nothing 
to worry about. There was no case, don’t you know that, you looney 
punk, no case at all until you, you dumb bastard, made it.” 

When the police searched Bauer’s body, they found the memo- 
randum book, but the page with Ficco’s number on it had been 
torn out. Bauer had been a methodical man. He had wanted to 
do exactly as he was told so that, if anything went wrong, he 
wouldn’t be blamed. 


XXVI 


Late the same night, Thursday, while he was on his way to get 
some coffee after taking Doris home, Wheelock bought an early 
edition of a tabloid newspaper. He did not read tabloids regularly, 
but he liked them when he was tired. 

A gossip column in the paper had an item about him under 
a heading of: “Town Snoop’s Scoops.” The item read: “OOH, Gs! 
— Broadwayward lawyer handed thousands of bucks across a 
night club table to a chorus filly the other moaning. Good moaning 
to you, ma’am? Ah, but no! The filly .whinnied neigh-nay and the 
legaliteweight passed out from surprise (and soda?).” 

Wheelock laughed. Nevertheless, the item made him lose his 
taste for the paper. He had felt like reading that kind of news, 
but not about himself. He gave the paper to a bus boy and drank 
his coffee and thought about the item. He decided the fellow must 
have got it from a waiter. The idea made him nervous. He hadn’t 
been aware before that night club waiters knew him and his pro- 
fession. 

A man came through the restaurant with other newspapers and 
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Wheelock bought one. He picked a more conservative newspaper 
this time and got a late edition. He glanced casually over the front 
page before turning inside and thought he saw the name Minch. 
His glance was moving too rapidly to stop. When he looked back, 
he couldn’t find the name any more. He didn’t remember in which 
column he had seen it or whether it was in a headline or small 
type. He looked over the page quickly and decided he must have 
imagined the name in type and was about to turn the page when 
he saw the headline: 

“GANGSTERS SLAY ONE 
AND KIDNAP ANOTHER” 

It was a one-column headline, halfway down the page. The name 
Minch was in the body of the story: 

“An overcoat identified as belonging to the kidnapped man had 
been left behind. In one of its pockets, police discovered a license 
bearing the name Leo Minch and the address 96-402 East Prospect 
Boulevard, Bronx. A Leo Minch of the same address, who could 
not be located immediately, has a record of a previous arrest in 
connection with bootlegging activities for Ben Tucker, a notorious 
gangster, at one time widely powerful as ‘The Beer Baron.’ 

“Police stated that, after abandoning bootlegging, Minch became 
involved in the policy, or numbers, racket in Harlem. Minch’s 
brother, known as ‘Guinea Joe,’ because of his taste in clothes, is 
also believed to have been a member of the Tucker gang, but is 
not known to have been active since repeal.” 

The story went on to relate: 

. . papers in the pockets of the man shot dead while fleeing 
identified him as Frederick E. Bauer, but there was no clue to his 
address. Eyewitnesses declared that Bauer had been eating with the 
kidnapped man when gunmen entered. He screamed and made a 
break for safety. A gangster, stationed on the sidewalk as lookout, 
shot him in the head and killed him instantaneously. 

“Patrolman H. T. Wessel was attracted by the gunshot and ran 
to the scene, but the gangsters drove off with their living victim 
before he could arrive.” 
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Wheelock held on to himself. He read the item over several 
times. The police and the newspaper reporter did not seem tc 
be sure it was Leo who had been kidnapped, but Wheelock was sure, 
The name Bauer had a familiar sound to him, but he couldn’t place 
it right away. 

A man at a nearby table had bought a late edition of a tabloid, 
He was holding it so Wheelock could read the front page head- 
line: 

“BEN TUCKER MISSING 
AS GANG WAR FLARES 
I DEAD; I KIDNAPPED” 

This paper had been willing to take a chance on the kidnapped 
man’s being Leo Minch and Leo Minch’s being one of Tucker’s 
people. It had sent a reporter to Tucker’s home. The reporter had 
discovered that Tucker and his family had gone away. The paper 
wasn’t worried about implications where a man like Tucker was 
concerned. 

Wheelock held his coffee cup in two hands and sipped quietly. 
He knew he had to see Tucker right away, but he wanted to come 
prepared to argue with him about what to do next. 

He tried to figure out what Tucker was likely to want to do. 
but he couldn’t. He couldn’t even decide what he wanted Tucker 
to do. Stay out of trouble. That was all he could think of and 
there didn’t seem to be any way to do it. However they moved, 
there would be trouble and there would be trouble if they didn’t 
move at all. 

Wheelock became irritated at his inability to decide anything. 
“It’s my decision,” he told himself. “It’s for me to decide about 
myself, not Tucker.” After all, he could quit policy. He wasn’t 
forced to stay. If he gave up the policy business, he would have 
to give up Tucker. If he gave up Tucker, he wouldn’t have any- 
thing. With an office overhead like his, he would be bankrupt in a 
few months. The whole thing depended on Tucker and Tucker’s 
people. But, if he didn’t let go of Tucker, he would be dragged 
all over all the newspapers as a gang lawyer, a mouthpiece, and 
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maybe, with a man like Hall in there gunning for blood, any blood, 
end his career in jail. 

Wheelock thought about it for a long time, about what other 
clients he could get and about moving into a smaller office and 
letting his assistants go and starting all over again. He not only 
would have to start all over again in another field of law, but he 
would have to start with the label fastened on him: “Tucker’s 
mouthpiece.” 

Tucker’s mouthpiece! Who would call him such an incredible 
thing? Why, he wasn’t at all any such thing as a mouthpiece. But 
there was no way to shake off the label now. 

He realized suddenly there wasn’t any decision for him to make. 
He was in too deep with Tucker. Even if he wanted to, he 
couldn’t get out. Too many in the policy business knew him as 
Tucker’s negotiator, not as Tucker’s attorney, but negotiator, a 
man with authority to say yes or no, this one stays in business, 
this one goes out. Tucker would have to decide what to do next, 
and what Tucker decided would have to go for the both of them 
and for all of Tucker’s people. 

So what was Tucker going to decide? What? What? Fight. 
That’s right, fight. Tucker was one tough damn baby. No $5 killer 
was going to scare him and no college boy was going to scare him 
with his cock-eyes and no Wheelock with his name hung out in 
the newspapers on headlines like dirty drawers. Nothing was going 
to scare that baby. 

“What the hell!” Wheelock told himself. “I asked for it. I stepped 
into it when I was over twenty-one and in my right mind.” He 
began to quaver. His lawyer mind leaped far ahead. A picture 
came clearly. He was facing Hall’s cross-examination in a court- 
room. 

“You negotiated all these mergers on orders from the gangster 
Tucker, Beer Baron Tucker, didn’t you? You and the gangster 
known as Guinea Joe Minch and the gangster known as Leo 
Minch, isn’t that right?” 

That was right, 

“They treated you as one of them, didn’t they? These gangsters. 
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the Beer Baron, Guinea Joe, they gave you orders and you took 
orders from these gangsters and did what these gangsters said, 
didn’t you?” 

Yes sir, yes sir, right sir. 

‘‘You were a member of the gang, weren’t you? You were a 
gangster, weren’t you, a gangster along with the Beer Baron and 
Guinea Joe and the other killers, this Leo, and the other rats, 
human scum, weren’t you? You were a killer along with them, 
weren’t you?” 

I object. On what grounds? The question calls for a conclusion 
from the witness. Sour! Sour! That was sour! You could see how 
sour it was by the jury’s curled face. I want to make a statement 
for the record. Then he could make a statement proving legally he 
was not a member of the gang. He was its attorney. Sour! Sour! 
How juries loved legalistic proof. 

“If you leave aside legal technicalities, you were a gangster, 
weren’t you, with Beer Baron Tucker who has a record as a con- 
victed criminal, with Guinea Joe Minch, a convicted criminal, with 
Leo Minch, who has a record of an arrest as a bootlegger? Isn’t 
that so? Tell the truth. You’re under oath now. You’ve sworn on 
the Bible of God. Remember your oath and tell me, isn’t that true?” 

Wheelock held himself rigid. He made his mind blank and sat 
staring over his lifted cup of coffee. He became aware of the 
weight of the gun Johnston had given him earlier in the day. It 
was in an outside pocket of his suit coat. 

“Yes,” he thought, “Fm a gangster with a gun in my pocket.” 

He waited for himself to be afraid. He had said it and it was 
true. He thought he would fly apart, jump up, throw away the 
Cup of coffee, run out of the restaurant, and run through the streets 
to a train. What train? Any train. No, not the train. They might 
be waiting for him at the train. Hitch hike. Catch a ride. Stand 
on a road and thumb a way out of town in a truck, in the rear of 
a truck, hiding under bags as the bridge was crossed. 

Wheelock saw his own white, frightened face under the bags 
and felt like laughing. There was no one to hide from. Tucker 
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hadn’t done anything yet. He probably didn’t even know about Leo 
yet. 

It occurred to Henry he had not become afraid. He was still 
holding the coffee steadily. He put down the cup and touched his 
hand to his heart. It was beating faster than usual, but that was 
just from excitement and maybe feeling sorry for Leo. Leo had 
been a sad, irritable man, but there had been something nice about 
him. 

Henry let go his breath in a long sigh. He was sorry for Leo, 
that’s all, and a little excited, that’s all, from wondering what 
Tucker would do. 

That much Doris had done for him already. She had taken him 
out of crisis and had halted the course of self-examination in him. 

-“SxC 

Wheelock found Tucker walking around his apartment in socks, 
trousers and imdershirt. The air was clouded with the smell of 
liquor and smoke. There were nearly a dozen ash trays around 
the living room, all filled with ashes and burnt matches and cigar 
and cigarette butts. Ashes had spilled over to the furniture on 
which the trays lay and stood on the wood like bald dirt. Two 
empty and three partly filled whiskey bottles were on a table 
amoiig an array of empty soda bottles and a large bowl in which 
chips of ice cubes floated in water. Tucker seemed to be alone. 

“You had quite a party here,” said Henry. 

“Plenty. I’m just going to bed.” Tucker spoke languidly. His 
eyelids drooped in his drawn face. “This party has been going on 
since this morning,” he said. “I’m just going to take a bath and 
a shave to feel clean for bed and I’ll sleep all right. Believe me. 
I’ll sleep.” 

Wheelock smiled. “TJaat means you got something on your con - 
science,” he said. 

“What does?” 
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“The shave and bath ” 

“Does it?” Tucker looked at Wheelock steadily. “To who? 

“That’s what they say, the doctors say, the psychologists.” 

“It’s a handy thing to know. What’s on your mind? I’m gla 
you came because I got something you ought to hear, but firs 
what’s on your mind?” 

Wheelock held out the newspaper. 

Tucker did not take it. “I saw it,” he said. 

“That’s what’s on my mind.” 

“Yes, well, sit down.” Tucker glanced around the room. “Christ, 
he said, “it looks like the parlor in a two-dollar house.” 

Wheelock chose an easy chair and sat far back in it and crosse 
his knees. He looked relaxed and comfortable, as if he had settle 
down to hear something entertaining, but the twitch had begu 
in his cheek. 

Tucker went to the table at the side of the room and looked fc 
clean glasses. There weren’t any. He dipped two used glasses int 
the bowl of melted ice and swished the water around before thirov 
ing it on the rug. Then he poured whiskey into the glasses. “There 
no more soda,” he said. 

Wheelock didn’t answer and Tucker gave him his drink and si 
down near him. He sat on the edge of his chair, leaning towar 
Wheelock. 

“I’ll tell you what I’ve been doing all day,” said Tucker. “I w^ 
going to tell you tomorrow, but I’m glad you came now on accour 
of this.” He pointed to the newspaper. “I’ll have to move fastc 
on account of this.” He took a small drink. He held the whiske 
in his mouth and rolled it around before swallowing it. “I’ve drun 
so much today I don’t taste it any more,” he said. “I never talke 
so much in my life. I started talking seven o’clock this mornin 
and I haven’t closed my mouth on a bite of food yet, except a sane 
wich. What time is it now, two, three o’clock?” 

Wheelock held out his wrist watch. 

“I can’t see it,” said Tucker. “I haven’t got my glasses*” 

“It’s 4:20. Who did all the listening?” 

“Well, I want to tell you about that.” 
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‘‘That’s what I’m waiting for.” 

Tucker looked at him for a moment and Wheelock met his gaze 
calmly and held it and fought it until Tucker gave in and shifted 
his eyes. “Say,” said Tucker, “I’m getting cold.” He rose and took 
another drink and put down the glass and rubbed his nalced arms. 
“Just wait a minute,” he said. “I’ll throw something over me.” 
He went into the bedroom. 

Wheelock sat waiting. He did not change his position. The 
air in the room was thick and warm. Tucker had just been making 
an excuse to get something in the bedroom. What was he plan- 
ning to say that he needed a gun? Wheelock asked himself the 
question calmly, but his mind plunged and bounded like a rabbit 
through a horde of memories of Tucker and impressions of 
Tucker’s character and memories of gangster movies and stories. 
He found himself trusting the movies more than his own knowl- 
edge of Tucker, but he held himself still. He sat rigidly, far back 
in the chair, his knees crossed, one leg swinging gently, and felt 
his hands tremble. He could feel the tremors go into the glass and 
it seemed to him the glass, too, trembled faintly. 

Tucker returned wearing a jacket over his undershirt. The gun 
was concealed in an outside pocket. “They turn the heat off too 
soon in this place,” he said. 

Wheelock smiled to stop the twitching in his cheek. Because 
of the smile, he cocked his head slyly and, because of the sly cock 
to his head, he said, “As a matter of fact, I was going to ask you 
to open a window it’s so hot here.” 

Tucker didn’t say anything for what seemed a long time. His 
face looked heavy and he stared with half-shut eyes. “You’re Hke 
my wife,” he said, finally. “If I say hot, she says cold.” 

“You know it’s stuffy here.” 

“I say it’s cold now. That’s what I say and I don’t remember 
getting married to you.” 

Wheelock gave in to his uneasiness. He uncrossed his legs and 
leaned forward and clasped his hands and looked up at Tucker. 
“I’m not going to fight with you, Ben,” he said. “I think too much 
of you for that. I want you to know that I value our contacts 
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together very much and that I admire you all the way down tl 
line and I think I have learned more from you than from anyboc 
I have ever met.” 

Tucker was embarrassed. “It sounds like I’m getting buried,” 1 
said. He picked up his drink and finished it in a swallow an 
sat down. “I’ll tell you what I’ve got figured out,” he said. “No 
listen. I’m going to put all my cards on the table for you becau; 
that’s the way we’ve always worked together.” He grinned. ‘ 
mean, after we got started good anyway. I’m going to do wh, 
Bunte says and lay low and let the cops work for us.” 

“The cops?” 

“That’s right. I decided last night, I mean the night before, yc 
know, the night before this thing Ficco did with Leo, go off h 
head like that. Let the cops do the work and then I’ll come back 

“I don’t know. Jesus, Ben . . . what ... I mean . . . well, Chri 
... I don’t know.” 

Tucker held up his hand. “Just a minute,” he said. “Now ho] 
your horses a minute until I’m finished.” 

“Maybe you’ve said enough, going away and leaving us here 1 
ourselves like that.” 

“Now don’t get excited.” 

“What do you mean not?” 

“I said not. Just take it easy and not get excited. Hold yoi 
horses. Keep your shirt on and let me say what I got in mind. Th 
thing Ficco did tonight, last night, you know, to Leo, well, that ju 
shows you how right I was. Look at it this way. As far as the polic 
people know. I’m not here since Monday. I went away. You don 
know where, a vacation somewhere, with my family. I’ll be bac 
soon. 

“All right. If I’m here, what’ll the bankers do? They’ll come rui 
ning to me for protection and I’ll have to do something for thei 
or where is my good will? And if I’m not here, I’m away som 
where on my vacation, you don’t know where, I don’t have to d 
nothing and you don’t have to do nothing, just say, ^wait till Be 
comes back and he’ll fix it,’ and, in the meantime, the cops will gi 
Ficco and everything will be all right.” 
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‘‘Wonderful all right,” said Wheelock. “Well lose the policy busi- 
ness.” He was sitting deep in his chair and frowning. His face 
looked dark. 

“No,” said Tucker. “Why should we? You and Joe can stall 
things along and Johnston. I got Johnston in there while Joe is away. 
You can stall things along, saying, when Ben comes back, everything 
will be taken care of and, in the meantime, the cops will get Ficco. 
We don’t have to do nothing about that. The heat’s on him now, 
now that there’s been killing. This man, whatever his name is, this 
friend of Leo’s, that done it for us and Bunte will get Ficco turned 
up as soon as he sticks his nose out anywhere.” 

“Frederick E. Bauer.” 

“That’s right, so now the heat is on. You see, the thing is, time 
is with us and I don’t want to be pushed in this. That’s the thing. 
If I move in this against Ficco, anything I do, that’s just what Hall 
is waiting for and he gets me and Bunte and he’ll get you, too. I 
don’t want that.” 

“You’ve got it worked out just right for everything to go in the 
ash can.” 

“Talk sense,” cried Tucker. “You’re supposed to be sensible. Talk 
like it. What do you want me to do? Go out looking for Ficco? 
The papers are waiting for it already. You saw the headline. That’s 
just what they’re waiting for. You want me to put shooters in all 
the banks that it’s cost me a fortune to get rid of? You want all our 
names in the papers with the pictures that look like they took them 
while we was robbing a safe? You want that? I don’t. I’ll be God 
damned to hell if I want it. I’ve been through it and I know. They 
print something nice what you did in the newspapers and the 
people say, ‘Well, for Christ sakes, even a guy like that has a time 
in his life when he acts like a human being.’ ” 

Tucker got restlessly to his feet. “No,” he said, “no sir, not for 
me. Think it over. Don’t say anything for a minute. Just think about 
it, what they’ll do to you, the newspapers, even if Hall don’t get 
you.” 

“I’ve been thinking about it tnree years.” 

“Don’t say anything. Think about it, that’s all, some more.” 
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Tucker went to the table and poured another drink for himselh ] 
looked around and saw that Wheelock’s glass was still full. 

‘‘So that’s what you needed the gun for/’ said Wheelock. 

“What gun?” 

“The gun in your pocket.” 

Tucker took out the gun. He held it in the palm of his hand a 
looked at it a moment. “Yes,” he said. “You’ve been getting pre 
temperamental lately, as far as I’m concerned.” 

“You didn’t need a thing like that for me.” 

“I guess not. It was just an idea of mine that, if you knew I b 
it on me, you’d sit and listen to what I had to say without makinj 
fuss, getting upset or something like that, flying off the handle.” 

“I wouldn’t make trouble for you, you know that.” 

“I know, but I knew you’d figure I had it on me and I warn 
you to sit quiet and listen. That was the idea.” Tucker put the g 
into his pocket. He sat down near Wheelock. He held his drink 
his knee. 

“You see,” he said, “I’m right. I saw this thing coming, not I 
maybe, but something like it and I wanted to be away and out 
it so my hand wouldn’t be forced. That’s why I had the people 
here today, all day, since seven o’clock in the morning, yesterc 
morning, people from so far back you never even heard of the 
beer people and restaurant people and taxi people and bakery peo] 
and all the people from away ’way back, getting money out of the 
They don’t give up so easy, let me tell you. My throat feels like 
stove pipe, like it’s got soot in it.” 

Tucker took a drink and Wheelock did, too. Henry didn’t w£ 
it, but he felt he couldn’t keep smiling all the time to stop t 
twitch in his cheek. 

“I don’t want you to get the wrong impression, Ben,” sj 
Wheelock, “and think I believe you’re trying to run out on us. I 
I want to know because I’m not going to stay in policy if you 
not there. What’s all that money for?” 

“I’m not sore. That’s a fair question and I’ll tell you. I need 
take care of myself. It’s not you, but the other people in it with y 
and the other people around. I saw what happened to Motters 
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when he got knocked off. He had maybe a million dollars cash put 
out in safe deposit boxes with his friends, in his friends’ names on 
account of income tax and so forth, and when he goes, his friends 
grab up all the money and there’s Mottersen’s wife and two little 
kids without a dime to rub together. They’re starving to death ” 

“You don’t expect Ficco to come after you, do you?” 

“No, but I figure ahead. Always figure ahead, that’s my experi- 
ence in life. I got this money of mine, some of it, in safe deposit 
boxes with my friends and they want it. If I take it out, then they’ll 
want it back. If I take my money with me and borrow money from 
them all I can, the damn little they’ll hand out, then what? You 
see? You get it? They’ll have an interest in me coming back instead 
of an interest in me staying away. 

“Also— I’m going to tell you the whole thing. I don’t hold nothing 
back. I told you I’d show my whole hand. Also, if they decide it’s 
cheaper to throw Ben in the street than let him come back when he 
can, then Ben has the money to take care of himself and his family, 
wife and two children. That’s reasonable, isn’t it? There’s nothing 
dirty about that, is there? I even got a paper out of Bunte, down in 
black on white, that he promises to send me so much a week out 
of beer. That little thing will keep Bunte in line for you if he de- 
cides he knows better than what you tell him.” 

“In line for you, too.” 

“Sure for me, too. What’s wrong with that?” 

“I didn’t say anything was wrong. I just said, for you, too.” 

“All right. Well, that’s the layout. I’m leaving tomorrow, today 
I mean, when I get up, but as far as you’re concerned. I’ve been 
gone since Monday. I’ll send you a wire when I locate somewhere. 
Just the 'address and phone number and no signature so you’ll 
know it’s from me. You can call me from day to day from a booth.” 

“That’s all?” 

“That’s all.” 

“Nothing about Joe?” 

“What about Joe?” 

“Did you tell him about his brother? Are you going to be gone 
when he comes back?” 
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“I didn’t tell him,” said Tucker, “and I’m going to be gone.” 

“You figure that’s right?” 

“Yes.” 

“You’re going to let me do it?” 

“Do what? What the hell are you talking about?” 

“Handle him.” 

“He can handle himself. He’s a big boy.” 

“Well, that’s what I mean. You want him to handle himself?” 

“Talk up. Talk up. What are you talking about?” 

“You know. You know damn good and well what I’m talki 
about.” 

Tucker looked down. He saw the glass in his hand. He tilted t 
glass to one side and watched the liquor seem to slant and held 
that way a long time. His hand was rock steady. “That’s how it i 
he said in a low tone. “Joe will have to handle himself.” 

“That’s crazy, Ben. You know it’s crazy.” 

“No, it isn’t. I know Joe better than you ever will and I’ll t 
you what you’re going to do, too. You’re going to stay away fre 
him for a couple of days or a week, hole up somewhere where 
can’t find you until he settles down. Let Johnston be there when ] 
comes back. Johnston will keep the bankers in line and he do 
know nothing. That’s all he knows, keep them in line, and you’ll 
back in a few days and I’m away somewhere and will be back wh 
Ficco is picked up. That’s what he knows and was told to do, st 
the bankers along.” 

“It’s dirty,” cried Wheelock. “It’s crazy and dirty.” 

“And, if necessary, if Ficco comes out and tries to put a payr 
on any of the banks, well, give him a few dollars until the cops cat 
up with him. That’s what Johnston knows and that’s all.” 1 

“But Joe, Ben! Joe! Joe! It’s dirty. I’m telling you, real low a 
dirty, plain low dirty.” 

Tucker sat still. The whole upper half of his face seemed to ha 
sunk into the lower half and the lower half was clamped around 
His lower lip stuck out thoughtfully. He remained that way a n 
ment, thinking. Then he said, “I don’t want to argue. I’m tire( 

“That’s nice. You’re. . . 
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“I said not to argue. Did you hear what I said? Not to argue. 
Just keep away from him and hell settle himself one way or the 
other. If he comes back in with us^ all right. The place is waiting 
for him. Fm not closing him out. If he doesn’t . . . well, let him 
alone and see what happens.” 

“You can’t do it. There’s a limit.” 

“I can’t think of anything else for him.” 

“Ben, think a minute what hell do.” 

“I know what hell do. He’ll be sensible and stay in the business 
and do what’s right; or, he’ll lose his head and go after Ficco and 
be out of the business. That’s what he’ll do.” 

“I’ve known you a long time,” said Wheelock, “but I’ve never 
seen you do a thing like this, that’s not right the way this is.” 

“It’s right all right. It’s the only thing to do. The only thing to 
do is always right.” 

“No. No. You know that as well as I.” 

“All right, go ahead, tell me what I know.” 

“Joe’s been with you all these years and turned over his brother to 
the combination and now there’s his brother and the combination 
sits there without moving and tells Joe to go to hell. For Christ sake, 
Ben! You’re not pushing checkers on a board here. That’s a crime 
to a person you’re doing. A real crime. A real low, dirty, criminal 
thing to do.” 

“Don’t get so excited.” Tucker waved one hand slowly up and 
down. “Don’t talk so loud. There’s nothing we can do for Leo now. 
By this time he’s either told Ficco all he knows or he’s too bad off 
for us to help him. They got sore and lost their heads and he s too 
bad off.” 

“That’s not the point.” 

“What do you want me to do, he college boys and get even? 
We’re not playing kid games. If Joe wants to get even, that’s got 
nothing to do with the business and it would be a real crime, my 
idea of a crime, to let him drag the business and everybody in it 

into getting even for him.” 

“You’re not talking sense. You’re talking plain dirt.” 
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“It’s sense! Tm telling you it’s sensei” Tucker’s voice was so hij 
and so filled with pleading it almost broke. 

“It’s not sense to do nothing about Leo/’ said Wheelock, “Wb 
going to trust you? You put down liio^ooo for good will, and nc 
who’s going to have any faith in you if you do nothing about Lee 
You’re thinking crazy, real dirty crazy.” 

“Oh, don’t talk like a child, like the rest of them. That’s the w 
all the others think, shooting off all over the place, dumping stiffs ( 
doorsteps to keep up their credit and good will and reputation 
people should go on thinking they really are what the people thii 
they are and what some of them themselves think they are with tl 
God damn brains they got around here in this business. I’ve seen 
and seen what happens. No, this is sense. I’ve got enough of th 
kind of credit and reputation now and anybody thinks not, let the 
put it up to me right straight where I can’t duck it and then we 
see. No, I’m right. I’m away. I don’t know nothing. When I con 
back, the war starts. That’s what they’ll think. And, when the co 
get Ficco, m come back and they’ll think, if I’d of been here, I 
of gotten him. That’s real sense.” 

“And Joe? What will Joe think?” 

“If he cools off, he’ll see we did what’s right for the business.” 

“And if he doesn’t cool off?” 

“That’s his worry.” 

“I won’t stand for it,” cried Wheelock. He got up and took a fe 
steps away from Tucker. His face was flushed and his eyes move 
wildly. “There’s a limit to what a man wiU do for business,” 1 
said. 

“I didn’t know you liked Joe so much.” Tucker looked at hii 
calmly. “I always thought you two didn’t get on so well.” 

“I don’t care. That’s not important. There’s some place a man h: 
to stop, Ben. He can’t give himself away, his whole self, everythir 
for business. There has to be a place, Ben!” 

“Well, this is not the place.” Tucker finished his drink and pulk 
himself heavily to his feet and walked slowly to the table an 
poured another drink. He didn’t lift the glass from the table. F 
left it there and turned to face Wheelock. “What am I doing that 
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SO wrong?” he said. “Fm not a young man any more. I have a family 
to think of and I have to take into account how many years left I 
got to live it down when I make a mistake. I don’t see what I’m 
doing is so wrong, so terrible. What about any corporation when a 
man becomes a liability to them?” 

^'Ben,” cried Wheelock, ‘‘you know that’s not the point.” 

He was standing and facing Tucker. His fists were slighdy 
clenched and raised toward his chest. He realized suddenly he had 
made a stand for something he wanted to believe and had made it 
where it couldn’t be defended. He didn’t know why, wily as he was, 
quick-minded as he was, he hadn’t seen to the end of his argument 
before he began it, to where his argument was reduced to nothing. 
He didn’t let himself become aware of the reason for the blindness 
that had fallen over his mind and had made it fumble in argument 
where it was trained to go most quickly. For, if he had, dien he 
would have known he wanted assurance that there was no place for 
a man to draw a line in business and say he will go this far and no 
further. And, if he knew that, then he would have known he had 
given his whole self to business and would have started on the way 
of Bauer. 

“Why not?” said Tucker. “Why isn’t it the point? The corpora- 
tion throws him out. They say, get the hell out. They don’t wait 
even if he’s not a liability exactly. If the corporation can get some- 
body who’s better for the job or who’s cheaper, then the hell with 
him, out he goes and the hell with his family and his feelings and 
he can starve to death or kill himself for all they care.” 

“But,” said Wheelock and stopped. He didn’t know what to say. 
He knew Tucker was wrong and the reason lay just below the sur- 
face of his mind, but it didn’t come up. He couldn’t let it come up. 

“No,” said Tucker. “What’s the but? I’m not doing that to Joe. I 
say, if he acts sensible, all right, the place in the business is open for 
him. And if he doesn’t. I’m sorry. I can’t let the business be pulled 
down by him. There’s too much at stake, too much for me and for 
you and for all the people in it. The whole thing will get broken up 
if we let Joe tell us what to do.. 

“No, no, if I was younger or the times was dijfferent, there wasn’t 
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this fellow Hall and people didn’t care so much, they weren t pi 
and they weren’t looking for things to get sore at as long as ] 
didn’t bother them personally . , . but, Jesus Christ! Look at 
people I got to think of beside Joe and Leo or myself or you, w 
you want. There’s more than 6,000 people working for me in poI 
alone.” 

“Not me,” said Wheelock, “not what I want. You’re the boss a 
if you say throw Joe out on his own, thats you doing it, not m 

“Yes, it’s me. I’m the boss and I’m doing it. What you have 
do is hole up somewhere for a few days until Joe settles this thj 
for himself one way or the other and that s all. 

“All right, you’re the head man. What you say goes.” 

Tucker looked at him for a moment- Then he turned away, hi 
to the table where the whiskey stood. “Maybe it won’t he bad,” 
said. “Joe is a good boy. He’s got sense. I’m sure he’ll see it rigl 
He talked with his back to Wheelock and his gaze fastened on 
whiskey. 


XXVII 


When Wheelock left, it was daylight and Tucker was shavij 
Henry had waited to see if he would really do it and Tucker v 
doing it all right. His hands were steady and he looked into 1 
mirror carefully and steadily, as if he didn’t have anything else 
his mind and maybe even was enjoying the shave. That was the 1 
Henry saw of Tucker, standing before the mirror and scraping 
his upper lip, his whole face pulled out of shape and his tir 
blood-browned eyes staring intently. 

Henry went to his west side apartment and packed some cloth 
He worked hastily, going rapidly from closet to valise, from bure 
to valise, from bathroom to valise, so rapidly his suit fluttered. 1 
remembered suddenly a $50 bill he had left in the dresser drawei 
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long time ago. It was under the amber velvet lining o£ a small 
leather box in which he kept collar buttons and studs and tie pins 
and collar pins. He had noticed once the lining was loose and, on 
impulse, had slid the bill under it. 

'‘Like a squirrel hiding nuts,” he thought as he pocketed the 
money and tried to think where he had hidden other money. He 
remembered putting money in the watch pockets o£ trousers and 
taking it out. He had folded a bill under the moistener in his cigar 
humidor once while fiddling around with nothing to do. But that 
was in the Park Avenue place. He felt sure there were other places, 
but he couldn’t remember them. "The nut has been hiding plenty 
of squirrels,” he told himself. 

He picked up his valise and walked towards the door and realized 
he hadn’t decided where to go and stood holding the valise. He tried 
to think of a place to go, but he wasn’t able to concentrate. He kept 
trying to remember where he had hidden money and then he 
thought he ought to call his office and explain he would be away 
for a few days. He’d have to wait until nine o’clock for that. He 
looked at the grandfather clock in the foyer. It was kept wound 
by the day worker who did the cleaning. It showed 8:26. He went 
into the living room and sat down. He sat on the edge o£ the 
sofa, his hat and coat on, and stared expressionlessly at the valise 
at his feet. 

The silence was all around him. It had the feeling of loneliness. 
Sounds hung in it and became part of the silence, just as people 
become part of a man’s loneliness. The sounds were of the clock 
and the city stirring to work and the blood going through his head 
with a far-off roar. 

He could have opened the blinds and let in daylight, but he 
didn’t. He sat in sallow darkness. He could have gone to the win- 
dow and watched the cars and the buses and the men stepping along 
the sidewalk to the subway snappily, as if on the way to success 
instead of to business. But he didn’t. He sat looking at the valise. 
At least, he could have opened the window and let some air in to 
blow out the stale, unlived-in smell, but he didn’t. The smell was 
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strangling. It hit his nose and choked his throat and clotted around 
his face, but he couldn’t bring himself to do anything about it. He 
sat waiting— “for nine o’clock, he told himself. 

At last he didn’t hear anything but the clock in the foyer. The 
pendulum went back and forth, forth and back, back and forth, 
forth to tick, back to took. It rapped the air and tacked the air, 
tick-tack, tack-tick, dck-tack, tock-tick, tick-tock, tick-tock, tock-tock, 
tock-tock, tack-tock. A change there, a small change there. 

A pendulum going back and forth was a falling object. That was 
from Physics i. Prof. Fahne, short and slight as a jockey, but sedate. 
A falling object, prevented from falling, swung back and forth — 
something like that. He had known it better when he was in school. 
Funny how those things one slaved to fix in the mind and fixed in 
the mind went away. Gravitation in there. Gravity made the pen- 
dulum swing back and forth because the pendulum was being held 
up, instead of allowed to fall. Back and forth, here to there, place 
to place — that was falling, going down. A man running from room 
to room, from place to place, was falling, going down. Down, down, 
daown, daow — ^wen! 

Wheelock sat still. His glance clung to the saddle-leather valise 
standing sturdily in the sallow darkness. The sounds of the clock 
marched across the room steadily and marched into his ears in 
single file. There was a whir and a single soft bong and another 
whir and another single, soft bong. Eight-thirty. 

He sat without moving, leaning forward a little, head stooped, 
and thought of Tucker shaving. That was a hard man, a real tough 
man, with horn-lined guts and a brain of brass flesh. To shave like 
that! With all the things he had on his mind and yet to stand there 
and shave! 

Maybe that wasn’t so tough. The psychologists did not know 
everything. Maybe it wasn’t because his conscience was bothering 
him. Maybe it was just show. If he were really tough, he wouldn’t 
give up the business and ruin it just to run away from Joe like that. 
That’s what he was doing, running away, not for the business. Hell, 
he was killing the business and running away for himself. No, if he 
were really tough, he’d get Joe on the phone at Windsor and back 
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Joe into a corner and fight him down and make him listen to reason. 
That would be really tough and what Tucker was doing was run- 
ning away, flying like everybody else, going from place to place, 
falling down. Scared. He just looked tough, but inside he was as soft 
as a pussy cat asleep ... in cream, 

Wheelock thought suddenly of Doris. The image of the soft cat 
had brought her into his mind. But he had been thinking of her all 
the time. She had been among the layers of his thoughts. He had 
been thinking that what Tucker had to hold him up and force him 
to act tough and steady and patient was Edna. He had Doris. If it 
had not been for Doris, he might have had a breakdown. He might 
not even be alive. He might have killed himself. 

He felt that now. All night his mind had been running around 
and around the edge of its own destruction, teetering, scrambling 
back, plunging forward, gripped to the edge, always gripped to the 
edge. If it had gone over into what lay beneath his mind, then he 
would have been dead now or about to be dead, opening the win- 
dow, standing on the ledge. Else, why had he come to this apart- 
ment and not the others Because there were no servants to face? 
Because it was the nearest to Tucker? Maybe. But maybe, too, be- 
cause it was the highest of the three and a jump from the window 
here would be the surest! 

Henry got up and stood restlessly a moment and went into the 
foyer and looked at the clock. It was 8:33, He went back into the 
living room and turned on the radio. But, before a broadcast could 
start, he shut it off. He stood over the radio and thought of Tucker 
shaving with steady hands. Not a tremor in the man! Not a thought 
in his face, nothing, onlv a look of contentment, as if he liked the 
idea of shaving. 

Edna was holding him up all right. She was doing that for 
Tucker. If a woman goes away for a while, she does not leave a 
man, not entirely, not so that his whole character changes and falls 
apart and does something he would not do otherwise, runs out on 
his business. 

It wasn’t smart to run out that way. It just wasn’t smart. No mat- 
ter how scared Tucker was or how guilty he felt about Leo, he 
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shouldn’t throw Joe out like that. Nobody had expected Ficco tc 
take Leo, not even Joe. Joe had been there himself and had hearc 
what Ficco was going to do and not even he had believed Ficcc 
would take Leo. 

All right, thought Wheelock, teU him that, not run out on him 
Tell him Ficco’s crazy, a Sunday thinker. Nobody could predici 
him. The whole thing was an accident, couldn’t be helped, one oJ 
those things, and Joe, you hear, you be sensible, that’s all. That’; 
what Tucker should do instead of running out like this because h( 
was afraid to look Joe in the face. 

Henry debated for a moment going to Windsor himself, but h( 
decided against it. He and Joe didn’t get along. He had never beer 
able to handle Joe. Joe brushed him off like a fly. No, it would hav< 
to be Tucker. He went to the telephone and called Tucker’s apart 
ment. 

Tucker was lying in bed, the telephone on the night table along 
side him. He was bathed and shaved and his wet hair was neath 
combed. He had been lying still with open eyes long before th( 
telephone began to ring. He was trying to sleep, but his eyes wouldn’ 
remain closed. 

He listened to the telephone for a little while. Then he turned 01 
his side and pulled the blankets over his head. It didn’t shut ou 
the noise. He put his head under the pillow and pressed the pillov 
down with his hands. He could still hear the noise. He lay still lis 
tening to it. It was like a nail being hammered with slow blows int( 
his ears. 

''Edna should see me now,” he thought suddenly and went stif 
for an instant while the telephone kept nailing its sound into hi 
ears. Then he sat up and took the receiver off the hook and laid i 
carefully, mouth down, on the table. 

Another sound came out of the telephone now. He could hear ; 
series of buzzes drone against the table. He adjusted the pillow an< 
lay back and closed his eyes. His eyes wouldn’t stay closed; He lis 
tened to the telephone. It was silent. Then a scratchy girl voic 
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came through the receiver and was smothered against the table. The 
words were smothered but not the feeble, struggling, angry, scratch- 
ing sounds of her voice. 

He knew what it was. Whoever had been calling him had com- 
plained. At first there was no answer. Then there was a busy signal. 
Must be something wrong there. Telephone out of order there. Re- 
ceiver knocked off the hook, something wrong there. The girl was 
trying to find out. She’d send a man around to find out. 

Tucker got out of bed and began to dress. He didn’t want to see 
the telephone man or see the police or see anybody. The police 
would want to question him to find out what he knew about the 
killing of his man. He’d take a taxi to the ferry and take the ferry 
to New Jersey and take another taxi somewhere else. Short hauls, 
that was it. Then no hack driver would remember him. Short hauls 
to Newark and then he’d take a train, somewhere, somewhere. He 
didn’t know where. Not to Edna. That would bring danger down 
on her and the children. 

He knew there was no danger now for Edna. He knew Ficco was 
just as frightened as he and just as much in hiding. He just didn’t 
want Edna to see him all soft and scared. He felt, if he went to 
Edna, just being with her would make him do something tough 
that would get him into trouble. 

Tucker thought all that and didn’t know he thought it and didn’t 
want to know he thought it. Instead, he told himself, “That would 
be a hell of a thing, to bring all this down on Edna and the kids.” 

When Wheelock put down the telephone after complaining to the 
operator, he decided either Tucker had left or would have left before 
he could get there. He found he didn’t want to do anything about 
it. He called his oj05ce. The girl voice that answered had the fresh 
ring of morning in it and sounded sharply in his ears. He didn’t 
know who it was. 

“This is Wheelock,” he said. 

He noticed the voice’s abrupt slide into a kind of deference and 
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fear for the ‘‘Oh, yes sir,” and thought it must be one of the i 
clerks. He told her to tell Mr. Baker and Miss Locke he would 
away for a little while, perhaps a week. Mr. Baker was his ch 
assistant. Miss Locke was his secretary. 

Wheelock knew he would want to keep in touch with his ofii 
and with Bunte and Johnston by telephone. Johnston would ne 
advice on the things that came up in the policy business and in ru 
ning whatever was left of Leo’s bank. He decided he would n 
leave town, but would go to a hotel somewhere and register und 
a false name and just stay in his room and do his work over tl 
telephone. The best place to hide is in a big city. Somebody had to 
him that, somebody long ago, Joe. That’s right, Joe. Or no, may! 
not. Maybe it was somebody else. Anjway, it was true. And su 
denly he thought it was true, too, that he had been training all li 
life to be a fugitive, picking up information and storing it away ar 
not forgetting it. 

Henry took up his valise and went out of the apartment withoi 
a backward look. He slammed the door. The sound smashed ini 
silence and the closing door blew a gust of wind over him and i 
the wind was loneliness. All the loneliness in the apartment ha 
blown out with the wind and sound of the closing door and it fe 
on his clothes and on the back of his head and swept around an 
covered his face and fell down along him and sank into him. 


xxvm 


Wheelock got downstairs and walked slowly to the corner, feeling 
his loneliness and trying to decide on a hotel. He thought of hotel 
uptown and downtown and in Brooklyn and of hotel rooms he hac 
been in and of how the bedsprings sounded when he had sat oi 
them in the silence and how the dresser drawer sounded when h( 
had pulled it out in the silence and how his voice had sounded wher 
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he had talked into the telephone in the silence. The loneliness was 
on his clothes and on his face and under his clothes. It was skin for 
his skin and it was within his body, too. 

He got into a taxicab and gave the driver the address of Doris’s 
apartment. He felt he’d be able to pick a hotel after talking to her. 

When he rang, the landlady opened the downstairs door. She was 
a mousy-looking bag of a woman, her face plump and seamed, her 
fat slumped down from her chest and fallen over her middle. She 
opened the door inside the vestibule to a crack and held the neck of 
her robe closed with her hands. 

‘Is my wife in?” he asked. 

“Your wife?” 

“Doris Duvenal, That’s her name, stage name she works under.” 

She looked at the taxi going away and looked at Wheelock and 
then at his expensive valise. “Why, yes, I guess so.” 

She opened the door wider and Wheelock stepped in. 

“I didn’t know Miss Duvenal was married,” she said. 

“Well,” Henry smiled, “you know how it is on the stage*” 

She started up the stairs ahead of him. 

“I’d like to surprise her if you don’t mind,” he said. “You know, 
this whole thing is a surprise, dropping in on her like this, and I’d 
like to surprise her by myself.” • 

He kept his voice low. The whole house seemed to be asleep. The 
landlady halted and looked at him doubtfully. 

“Just tell me which apartment it is,” he whispered and smiled. 

“There’s somebody shares it with her.” 

“Yes, I know. She wrote me. But there are two rooms, she said, I 
remember she said, so it will be all right, won’t it, even if they 
are in bed.” 

His friendly, quite charming, boyish smile was an unusual ex- 
perience for her. 

“I mean,” she said, . . but you see ... I don’t know . . . you 
see, I mean, you know ... I don’t know.” 

Wheelock put on his most ingratiating smile. He let it stay for a 
moment and thought, “I hope she feels it in her pants.” 

“I could show you our marriage license,” he said, “but it’s in here.” 
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He lifted the valise. “I keep it with me always, wherever I go, fc 
good luck.” 

‘‘Oh, you know I didn’t mean anything like that!” 

“Of course.” 

“But we have to be careful, what with all kinds of people. You’ 
be surprised at the things people can think up to do.” 

“It’s all right. I’m really glad it happened because it makes me fe( 
my wife is in such safe hands.” 

“I must say I don’t butt in, but . . 

“She’s one flight up, isn’t she?” 

“That’s right, in C.” 

The stairs were carpeted, but they creaked. It was an old, narrow? 
dark house. There was an apartment at the landing — A. Wheeloc 
turned right down the hall, trailing his free hand along the thicl 
round, oak bannister. He went on his toes, but the hall floor creakec 
too. 

Apartment C was near the end of the hall. There was no bell. K 
knocked. No answer came and he knocked again. He was afraid 1 
knock loudly. He tried the door. The door opened and he walke 
in and closed it softly and went to the middle of the room. He w; 
in a sitting room. He found he was holding his breath. He let 
go nervously and put down his valise. 

“Doris,” he said. 

At one end of the room was a doorway screened with a bright 
striped curtain. He faced it. 

“Doris,” he repeated. His voice didn’t sound clear. He couldr 
hold it steady. 

There was a long silence. He didn’t go closer to the doorwa 
He stood still facing it. “Doris,” he said, “are you asleep?” His voi 
still quavered and he put his hand to his chest. 

“Who’s there?” 

It was Doris’s voice. Even in the confusion of sleep and fear, 
had a simper in it. Everything inside that he had been holding i 
let go. He had forgotten about her voice, 

“It’s me,” said Henry, his voice full and quiet, “your wanderii 
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boy.” He looked around the room. The room had a dark, walnut 
table and a lumpy sofa and two worn easy chairs and cheap lamps 
and a blue picture on the wall in a gilt frame. 

''So this is my pleasance,” he thought. He knew now he had not 
ever intended to go to a hotel. He took off his hat and coat and 
threw them on a chair. He v/anted to do that before Doris came into 
the room. If she saw him do it, she might become angry. 

Doris brushed back her hair hastily and hastily wiped her face 
dry of cold cream and flung her bathrobe around her and then took 
it off and borrowed her roommate’s because it looked better. The 
roommate was a girl from the show. She watched Doris wide-eyed, 
but Doris didn’t say anything to her and dressed as if she were 
muttering under her breath and came into the sitting room, looking 
worried and frightened, her pink mules clacking. 

“What’s the matter?” she cried. She flew, her grape-like eyes 
swelling with alarm, to Henry. 

Wheelock pointed to the doorway and Doris shook her head. She 
thought he meant he wanted to go in there. 

“She’s gone?” he asked. 

“No. What’s happened?” 

Doris had whispered. Henry took her hand and led her to the 
far corner of the room. He put her against the wall and leaned close 
to her and looked into her face. “I’m in trouble,” he said in a low 
tone. “You have to help me.” His voice shook and he swayed and 
lowered his head until it touched her shoulder. He was very tired. 

She didn’t move except to turn her head slightly towards him. 
Her body was stiff. Her hands remained at her sides. “Why?” she 
said. “What is this?” 

“It’s nothing, except, that is . . .” He lifted his head and looked 
at her. “Ill tell you the truth. There’s a man wants to make trouble 
for me and, if I stay away from him for a few days, I’ll be all right.” 

“But who?” she cried. She put her hands on his shoulders. “I 
mean, a hotel. Why here? Why not a hotel somewhere?” She shook 
him a little bit and his body yielded to her touch without resistance. 
It was slack under her hands. 
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“I can’t stay without you,” he said. 

‘‘No, now listen. You can’t stay here, simply can’t.” 

“Please, I must. I can’t be without you. That’s the truth. I’ll j 
crazy alone. You’ve got to help me.” 

“But, how can it be? No! How can it be?” 

“I must. I must, please, Doris.” 

“You can’t. My roommate.” 

“Please.” He put his face close against hers and his whisper we 
along her face like breathing. “We’ll tell her to go to a hotel for 
few days. I’ll give her the money, any money she wants.” 

“But it’s impossible!” 

“Doris, please.” 

“No, this is impossible!” 

“Doris, you’ve got to help me. I want to marry you. I must, doi 
you see? Don’t you see what will happen to me if you turn agair 
me, too? You’re all I’ve got left.” 

She tried to get out of the corner and he put his hands against t 
wall, fencing her in without touching her. “No,” she said, “we 
not married or anything. No!” 

“I want to get married.” 

“No.” 

“You say no? You mean no? You, too?” Anguish rose and roll 
and fell and rolled under the skin of his face. 

“What’s the matter?” she said. “Is it really bad?” 

The tears came into his eyes. He looked away from her, ashamt 
He pressed his chin against his shoulder and bit his lips. 

“This man,” she said, “is he bad? Will he ... I mean, hurt you 

“Pretty bad.” He looked into her eyes for a moment. The tej 
were .trailing down his face and his chin was twisting and his loM 
hp curled and quivered. 

“Don’t, darling,” she said. She put her arms around his neck. I 
had lowered his head and she pressed him into her and his he 
went against her chest. He smelled warmth and the dry smell 
sleep. His head began to roll slowly from side to side and she f 
one hand on it. It rolled under her hand. 
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“Ssssh/' she whispered^ “it’s all right;, all right, dear, all better 
now.” 

She saw her roommate standing in the doorway, the curtain 
pushed to one side. Doris frowned and shook her head and the 
roommate went silently back to the bedroom. 

Doris led Henry to the couch, whispering, “Sssh,” and, “it’s all 
right,” and “there, there,” and, “please, darling.” 


The roommate was sent to a hotel. Henry wanted to give her 
f 100 for expenses, but Doris insisted $20 would be enough. When 
Doris heard Henry had identified himself to the landlady as her 
husband, she laughed. 

“You’ve got your nerve,” she said. But it made it easier to explain 
why he was staying and the other girl was moving out. 

Wheelock slept all day and into the evening, almost until Doris 
came home from the theater. When he woke up, it was a little 
before eleven o’clock. He dressed and found a gas stove and ice- 
box in a corner of the sitting room under a green drape. He made 
eggs and bacon and coffee for himself and Doris and found he was 
hungry and made more eggs and bacon and ate more bread and 
drank more coffee, 

“I’ve never had a better meal in my life,” he said. 

“If you could only sew. I’d marry you.” It was Doris’s idea of a 
joke and Henry laughed willingly. 

They cleaned the dishes together in the bathroom sink. She 
washed and he dried. He told her it was a hell of a place to wash 
dishes and she said it was all the place there was, this wasn’t a 
housekeeping apartment. The landlady had put in a stove and 
icebox only because they had asked her to on account of the strange 
hours they kept, being in show business. 

He was silent after that for a while and then he said, “I feel 
real married.” 

“Well, we’re not.” Her voice was too emphatic. It sounded 
frightened. She lowered her head and scrubbed at a dish. 



He wondered if she had had some idea that he would contiu 
to sleep in the living room. That was the way it happened in t 
movies. She must be thinking that. It happened that way in 1 
movies and was always so cute that way and so exciting. Only j 
knew it wasn’t going to happen that way here. Her voice show 
she was thinking of the movies, but knew what to expect and v 
waiting for it to happen, and didn’t know which she’d like bett 
the movie way or the real way. So she must have had a man befc 
one, two, not many. It couldn’t have been many. She was so yom 
But at least one. Some country boy, maybe, with overalls to i 
hinge and drop, a general store squirt, or the fellow from the j 
station or the local bus driver or somebody, in a barn or behi 
a barn or in the grass, or on the back seat of an auto, somewh^ 
maybe just to find out what it was like and if it was as gc 
as they made it seem by wanting it so much. 

Henry felt sorry for her. He felt her youth and eagerness a 
fear and laughed suddenly. He draped the dish towel over i 
edge of the bathtub and went over to her and turned her arou 
and put his arms around her. “You know we’re going to 
married soon, Mrs. Wheelock,” he said. 

“Go away. I smell from dish water.” 

“It’s a wonderful smell.” 

She tried to push him away, but he wouldn’t let her and j 
tried to break his hold and he wouldn’t let her. 

“It’s the smell of marriage,” he said, laughing. 

She struggled. Her body wriggled against his and he stop| 
laughing. 

“Doris,” he said. 

She stopped struggling and looked at him and he pressed 1 
close and kissed her. It was a long kiss. His lips moved over 1 
mouth and moulded her lips. He led her towards the bedroc 
still holding her, still kissing her. 

<Tve got my apron on,’’ she said. 

Her voice was muffled by his mouth and went into his moi 
and sounded in his head. 

“I’ll take it off,” he told her. 
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XXIX 


The next day was Saturday and Doris had a matinee to give as 
well as an evening performance. Wheelock began telephoning. The 
only telephone in the house was downstairs in the hall where 
anyone might overhear, so he used a public phone in a drug store 
on the corner. He called Johnston twice to give him instructions 
on matters that had come up in the policy business and found out, 
the second time, that Joe had been there. 

“How did he act?” he asked. 

“What do you expect?” Johnston said. 

“Can you talk now?” 

“Yes, sure, there’s nobody here.” 

“Well, how did he act? What did he do? What did he want 
to know?” 

“He wanted to know where Ben was.” 

“Did you tell him?” 

“How could I ? I don’t know where he is myself.” 

“What else? Tell me the whole thing, how he came in and what 
he said, what you said, how he looked, the whole thing, what he 
said he was going to do and so forth, the whole story.” 

“Well,” said Johnston, “he came in and he looked like hell. I 
told him what Ben had said about going away to lay low, that’s 
all. That’s the whole thing. And I was to stall everybody off and 
run the works until you and him come back. That’s all. And he 
was to help with the stalling off. That’s all.” 

“Then he went away?” 

“Not for a while. The whole thing lasted quite a bit of time. 
What did you expect?” 

“Tell me the whole thing. That’s what I want to know.” 

“Well, Joe wanted to know if we had heard from Ficco, any- 
thing like that, you know, about his brother, if we got some wor^ 
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that we have to pay Ficco something to get Leo back and like 
that. Well, nothing like that has come in and I told him.” 

“What else?” 

“Well, that’s all, I guess. He was sore, naturally. What do you 
expect? He thought I was holding out on him and knew where 
Ben was or you was, but I convinced him I didn’t,” 

“How? How did you do it?” 

“I showed him my bald head.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“That’s what I mean. I pointed to my bald head and he decided 
he couldn’t go to work on an old man like me.” 

Wheelock was silent and Johnston waited a moment. 

“He knows me a long time,” Johnston said then, “and knows 
when I’m telling the truth and it is the truth. I don’t know where 
Ben is or you and you’d better not tell me.” 

“He’s not there now?” 

“Who?” 

“Joe.” 

“No, nobody’s here, I told you.” 

“Did he say what he wants me for or Ben?” 

“Yes, he did say. He thinks if Ficco is going to get word to 
someone he wants dough to let go of what he’s got, you know . . .” 

“All right. Leo. Say it. To let go of Leo. Say it!” 

“Yes, that’s the one I mean. Well, Joe figures Ficco will get 
word to Ben or to you, nobody else. Who else should he get word 
to, me?” 

That’s the thing, thought Wheelock. Of course! That was the 
thing, the little thing, they had forgotten! No, they had thought 
about it. Ficco hadn’t snatched Leo for money, but for informa- 
tion. Why not for money? Why hadn’t he grabbed him for money, 
a mad, wild dog like that! 

“Listen,” said Wheelock, “when Joe comes back, you teU him . . .” 

“The hell I will. I won’t tell him nothing. He’s in a nervous 
condition and he’s got a gun and he’s very nervous.” 

“Tell him this.” 

“No, I won’t. If you got anything to tell him, tell him yourself. 
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I haven’t heard a word from you. I don’t know nothing and I don’t 
want to know nothing. That’s the way I feel.” 

“All right,” Henry said, “that’s the best, I guess.” 

“I don’t care if it’s the best or not. That’s what I’m going to do.” 

After that, Henry felt he had to walk around the block. The 
restlessness had come back into him. But he was afraid to go into 
the street. He kept thinking Joe would happen by and see him. 
“There are a thousand streets in this town,” he argued with himself 
and added, ‘No, my luck’s all run out.” He remained in the drug 
store from which he was telephoning and drank some coffee and 
then called Bunte. 

Bunte said the police had got on to the fact that the killing 
and kidnapping were connected with the policy business and he 
had given them the lead on Ficco. He hadn’t said anything about 
Tucker. He had just told of Ficco ’s attempt to extort money from 
Gilliam. The police, said Bunte, were pretty sure Leo was dead. 
A woman who had been in the restaurant at the time said she 
had seen them beat Leo’s brains out with a gun butt, but the police 
didn’t believe her. They didn’t think the gunmen would carry off 
a stiff. But they had decided pretty much, from what the waiter 
in the place said and from what Leo’s wife said about his blood 
pressure, that Leo had had a stroke. They wouldn’t get him a doctor 
so the chances were pretty good Leo was dead by now. 

Then Henry called his office. He knew that, although it was 
late Saturday afternoon now. Baker would be there and his secre- 
tary, Miss Locke, too. Baker was ambitious and a hard worker, 
no clock watcher and the aging, unmarried Miss Locke, Henry 
suspected, found life dull outside the office. 

Wheelock talked to Baker for a while. Everything seemed to be 
going all right. “I could go to Europe and you’d never miss me,” 
he said. 

Baker denied that and then Henry asked to be switched to Miss 
Locke. He wanted to find out what was in his mail. She told him. 
Her voice seemed dry and quiet. There wasn’t anything important 
in the mail. 

“Well,” he said, “I’ll keep in touch.” 
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“Just a minute,” said Miss Locke. “Mr, Minch, has been waiting 
here to talk to you all afternoon.” 

Henry didn’t say anything. His hand pulled the receiver fron 
his ear and he stood a moment, holding the receiver in the aii 
thinking, thinking so fast he didn’t know what he was thinking 
about. Then, slowly, he put the receiver on the hook and pulle( 
it down to make sure the connection was cut off, and stood pullinj 
the receiver down and staring at the blank, dead telephone. 

He knew why Miss Locke had done it. She had been making ; 
play for him all these years. Why, the woman was as old as he was 
two, three years older. But she had been hoping. Even though h' 
had never even looked at her, she had hoped. And now she ha( 
read the newspapers about Tucker being missing and had pu 
things together and had decided there was no use hoping anc 
had given him the needle on purpose. And now Joe knew he wa 
in town and hiding from him. He would ask and they would tel 
him it had not been a long distance call. 

“By God,” he cried to himself, “do I have to get killed becausi 
an old maid bitch is in heat!” 

When Henry got back to Doris’s apartment, he was shaking 

Doris and Henry had all day Sunday together. It was a long daj 
There were breakfast and the big Sunday papers for the earl 
afternoon, just after they got up, and then nothing. He couldn’ 
talk to her. The simper in her voice became more and more irritat 
ing. There was nothing to say to her. All she knew was wha 
she had learned in Sunday school. 

“Go down to Hall,” she said, “and make a clean breast of th 
whole thing and you’ll be out of it, you’ll see. You’ll be out of i 
and Hall won’t do anything, you’ll see.” 

That’s all she knew. Confession was good for the soul. Be honesi 
Obey the law. Keep to- the right. Cross only at crossings. Curl 
your dog. What did she know about Hall? How did she know h 
wanted to get out of it, this thing that was his business and tha 
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Still had a future, if they could just lay low long enough and let 
the cops get Ficco and let Hall make his career out of Ficco. 

“Hall will appreciate it if you help him, you’ll see,” she said. 

It occurred to neither of them to question the moraUty of selling 
Bunte and Tucker and Joe Minch to Hall for a profit. Doris 
thought of going down to Hall only as an atonement to society 
and felt, mystically, that this mystical thing known in her mind 
as society would reward repentance. Henry knew better. He had 
a much more realistic, appreciation of what Hall represented. But 
he had become so completely a man of business that it did not 
occur to him to defend himself on moral grounds, on the grounds 
that it simply was not right to sell the lives of human beings, any 
human beings, for a profit. And if. he had thought of it, he could 
not have made such a defense ring true. Instead, he attacked Doris’s 
naivete. 

Sure, he told himself as she spoke, put your hand out when 
making a turn. Stop clear of the crosswalk. Honor thy father and 
mother. Do not talk to the operator while car is in motion. Ask 
for transfer when paying fare. Spit in your handkerchief. Throw 
waste in the basket. Love thy neighbor if he’s not a catholic or a 
jew or a seventh-day adventist or a nigger or a greaser or a ginzo 
or a hunkie or a bohunk or a frog or a spick or a limey or a heinie 
or a mick or a chink or a jap or a dutchman or a squarehead or a 
mockie or a slicked-up greaseball from the Argentine, or if he 
don’t scratch himself too loud, or if to love him doesn’t cost 
anything. ^ 

“I’m going to bed,” he said. He forced himself to smile at her, 
“I’m still not slept out altogether.” He thought, if he slept, it would 
pass more time. That girl is boring me to death, he told himself. 
He got into bed and lay still and closed his eyes, but sleep would 
not come. 

Maybe, he thought, when he woke up it would be late at night 
an(| she’d be ready for bed and the whole day would be gone. But 
there would be more days. He couldn’t spend the rest of his life 
in bed. “No!” he told himself, “the hell with that!” 

He was through being a heel. There would be more days and 
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they would be married and they were going to have a whole life- 
time together. ‘IVe been a heel long enough and now Fm finished,” 
he said to himself. 'I’m going to start being decent for a change. 
That I promise myself. And 111 stay decent. That I promise, too.” 

He had taken her as if she were medicine waiting on a shelf 
for him and now he couldn’t put her away. Even when it was all 
over, he told himself, and he didn’t need medicine any more, he 
couldn’t put her back on a shelf because she wasn’t medicine, she 
was a human being and he was going to be fair to her. If she 
wanted him, she could have him. He was going to stick to her as 
long as she stuck to him and be kind to her and decent to her 
and not hint by one word or act that he didn’t want her to stick 
to him. That was final. 

Wheelock got up and walked i|ito the sitting room. Doris was 
on the couch, darning some stockings. He sat down beside her. 

"I want to tell you,” he said, and knew before the words had 
formed in his mind that he could not cure himself of being a "heel.” 
Even now he was going to try to get rid of her. But gracefully! 
Not so she should know! At least, so she should not know! — “if 
there’s trouble, it’s not going to be something you can blow away 
with your mouth.” 

“I know.” She put down her sewing. “You told me.” 

“If Joe finds where I am, it’s not going to be something that 
will last a minute or two or an hour or a day, the trouble, I mean. 
It may be one of those always things.’^ 

“How can he find you?” 

“I don’t know.” He thought of Joe going from place to place. 
He wouldn’t sleep. No, Joe wouldn’t sleep. “I’m just saying,” he 
said, “and I want to be fair to you and warn you to look out for 
yourself.” 

“He won’t find you. He can’t.” 

“If you don’t look out, that’s what I got worrying me, if you 
don’t, you’ll be ruined with me.” 

“You’re my husband now, practically, for better or worse.” 

“No,” he cried. “Darling, now please be sensible. If vou get 
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all this notorietyj you’re through on the stage. You know that. 
Let’s talk facts.” 

“I love you.” She leaned over and kissed him. “That’s a fact, 
mister.” 

He remained still and thoughtful under her kiss. He realized 
suddenly he had never once told her he loved her. He would have 
to eventually, but as yet he could say fairly and honestly he had 
never lied to her. “I feel terrible,” he said, “walking in here like 
this and dragging you into it, right out of your sleep in fact. It 
wasn’t fair. I want to be fair to you. If he finds me, something 
wilLhappen, may happen. I don’t know. But we’ve got to look 
ahead.” 

“It was fair. I love you. All’s fair in love or war.” 

“I know, dear. I know: that. But, listen to me now. Something 
may happen, it may not, but something may, to break up my whole 
business and career, I don’t know what, maybe go to jail and 
the notoriety and all will ruin you. Who’ll give you a job? Just 
burlesque time for a few weeks. That’s all you’ll be able to get. 
‘Wheelock’s Moll! See her dance! Adults only!’ ” 

She looked at him archly. “I’m beginning to think, mister, that 
you’re trying to get rid of me already.” 

“Darling,” he cried. “Don’t say that.” He flung his arms around 
her and held her tightly. 

“It’s just,” he said at last, “we have to act sensibly. I don’t want 
to ruin you. I’m not going to ruin you and you listen to me because 
I’m the head of the family now.” 

They talked a long time about it. He told her he thought he 
ought to go to a hotel somewhere and she said he wouldn’t be 
any safer there and he would be so lonely and he said he wouldn’t. 
Then he told her he would be lonely, but he wanted to be fair 
to her and she said it was her right now to protect him and they 
argued and finally she promised him she would take care of her- 
self. If trouble came, she would run out on him as soon as she 
saw it was the real thing, the serious trouble. 

“I’ll be a fair weather pal,” she said. “I swear. I never heard of 
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you until your trouble is over. But then I heard of you the rest 
of my life.” 

She went downstairs to buy something in the delicatessen for 
supper, smoked turkey, she said, and when she had gone, he looked 
at the papers scattered on the floor. But he didn’t feel like reading 
them. He glanced at his watch. It was 7:30. 

‘^Well,” he thought, ‘‘it passed some time anyway.” 

He decided he would work on Doris some more about being 
fair to her and going to a hotel and hiding there. And then, when 
the trouble was over, if the trouble ever did get over, if Joe ever 
did setde down and Ficco ever did get caught and they could put 
the business together again, he’d marry her. Yes, he would! That 
was definite. If she wanted him, he’d marry her. He was through 
being a heel now for the rest of his life. 


XXX 


The knock on the door came a little after ten o’clock. The dishes 
had been washed and put away. Wheelock had begun again to 
talk about being fair to Doris and going to a hotel and she was 
saying again that, if there were any trouble, she would be sure to 
run out on it and stay away until it was all over. 

When the knock came, Henry was standing in the middle of the 
living room in his shirt sleeves. He looked at Doris and looked at 
the door and felt the floor press against his feet. He was in his 
socks. He would have to put on his shoes before he could run. 

“Who is it?” asked Doris. 

“Exterminator.” It wasn’t Joe’s voice, but neither was it the voice 
of any man. No one spoke normally in that tone. Doris and Henry 
stared at each other. 

Run, thought Henry, hide, hide in the bathroom, in the closet, 
under the bed, out the window, down the fire’ escape, taking his 
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shoes with him, coat, hat, money! No, how could he leave Doris 
to face Joe? 

“Open the door, please,” he said to Doris. He was surprised at 
his voice. It sounded so small and quiet. 

Doris went to the door. She kept it locked now. She unlocked it. 
Before she could do more, Joe burst it wide open. The door 
knocked Doris to one side and Joe came in shoulder first, bulling 
through the air. He saw Doris first and pushed her so hard with 
one hand it was almost as if he had hit her. Then he faced 
Wheelock. He held a revolver and he pointed it. 

“Now, you son of a bitch,” he said, “now!” He was breathing 
heavily. 

Henry looked at the gun. He didn’t see anything but the gun. 
He thought if he could say something, some little something sur- 
prising, it would startle Joe and snap him out of it and quiet him. 

“Now what?” Henry tried to keep his voice calm and question- 
ing, but it shook a little. “What’s the matter, Joe?” 

Joe’s gaze wavered towards Doris and then sprang back to Whee- 
lock. “I had an idea,” he said, “that a son of a bitch like you 
would hide in a hole with hair on it. That’s what gave you away.” 

“Cut it out,” said Wheelock angrily. 

“Cut it out?” Joe took a step forward. “I’ll cut your heart out, 
you double-crossing rat bastard. Rat bastard, rat son of a bitch, 
double-crossing, sneaky, God damn rat son of a bitch bastard, I’ll 
cut your throat out.” His voice rose into a scream. “Where’s my 
brother? Where’s Tucker? What’s that son of a bitch done for my 
brother? I’m going to kill him, too, that’s what I’m going to do.” 

“Sit down,” said Wheelock. “Take your hat and coat off. I’ve 
got a lot to tell you.” 

“You’re God damn right you have, you son of a bitch.” 

“You don’t need that thing you’re holding. Put it away.” 

“I’ll decide whether I need it,” said Joe. He took another step 
forward. “You’re not going to decide anything for me any more. 
You, you son of a bitch, you’re through with me. I’d kill you for a 
nickel. I’d kill you just as fast as I’d spit a rat out of my mouth, 
you son of a bitch.” 
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Joe’s left hand, the hand that did not hold the gun, was clenching 
and unclenching along his trouser leg. He lifted it suddenly and 
rubbed it across his chin. He hadn’t shaved in two days. He had 
been too busy hunting Tucker and Wheelock. He had known 
Wheelock played Broadway and he had hunted along Broadway 
and had found out about Doris and had got Doris’s address a few 
minutes before. He had come rushing, without thinking, to find 
out. 

To find out what had been done for his brother.? He knew 
nothing had been done. If Ficco asked for money, Tucker would 
tell him to keep Leo. To find out what had been done about the 
business? He knew. Johnston had told him and he knew that 
Tucker had figured out the right way — ^to stall, to play for time, 
until Ficco was caught and then move back and try to put the 
business back into line again. He knew this and knew it was right, 
it was business, and had gone hunting anyway, up and down Broad- 
way, getting people into corners, waiters, night club managers, 
girls, telling them if they didn’t come through for him, he’d re- 
member it and, when he got time, they’d be sorry he remembered 
it, until finally he had found out and had come rushing. He had 
to rush and he had to hunt to get away from what he knew and 
didn’t want to know — ^that nothing had been done and that doing 
nothing was the smart, right, only, way, the business way. And now, 
maybe, hunting and rushing was not enough and he would have 
to kill to get away from what he knew and did not want to know. 

Henry heard the rasp of Joe’s hand against the stubble of 
whiskers on his chin. Joe’s eyes looked drowned in blood. He was 
shivering and, when he didn’t talk, he seemed to have to struggle 
to catch his breath. His whole chest lifted and fell and his whole 
face opened to take in air. 

“You look as if you need something to eat,” Henry said, “and a 
batli. Why don’t you go in and take a shower and we’ll fix you 
something while you’re bathing.” 

Wheelock felt surer now. He smiled friendlily. Joe hadn’t done 
anything. He had just talked. That meant he wasn’t going to do 
anything. He was just looking for a place to work himself out. 
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that was all. He had had Friday and Saturday and Sunday to 
figure it and he knew they had done what was right for the busi- 
ness, for him, too, because it was his business, too, and he’d stay 
quiet, too, like the rest of them until it blew over. He was just 
looking for a place to scream himself out and curse himself out 
and cry himself out and work himself out of what he felt because 
of Leo and what he felt because of what he had to do for the 
business, his business, too, more his business than Wheelock’s now 
that Leo was out. 

“While you eat, we can talk,” said Henry. 

Doris hadn’t moved from where she had been flung. The door 
still stood open behind Joe. She had come up against a chair and 
she was standing there now with white face and open mouth. She 
was afraid to move. She thought a step by her or a loud breath 
would set off the gun. 

“That’s just like a son of a bitch like you,” said Joe. “You want 
me to bathe myself when my brother is dying three days and you 
want me to take a shower and sit here with you and some tramp 
you picked up while my brother is dying.” His voice quavered 
and he struggled with it and struggled with himself. “You didn’t 
want him,” he cried. “No, you and Ben didn’t want him, not 
good enough for you, you didn’t want him from the first, you 
bastards, son of a bitchen bastards. Nobody wanted him. Not you, 
not you. Never. Not you.” 

Joe put his empty hand before his eyes, not quite touching his 
forehead. His chin was wrinkled up and quivering and the tears 
were hot in his eyes and dripped thickly down his face. 

“From the beginning,” he mumbled and meant to say something 
about how Wheelock had objected to trying to save Leo’s money 
at the beginning of the formation of the combination three weeks 
before. But he thought suddenly of how he had been the favorite 
child and Leo had been the ignored one and how Leo had always 
helped him and how he had thought the combination was going 
to pay Leo back for everything, for running out of the home 
Leo had made for him, for running away from the cigar store 
Leo had bought for him, for ruining Leo’s garage business, for 
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everything, for hating Leo sometimes, yes, hating him, hating Leo 
enough to want to pull him down and kick him down and have 
him lying at his feet and be sorry for him again as he had been 
when they were children. 

‘Leo,” cried Joe. His voice broke in his throat and seemed to fall 
out of his mouth in pieces. “Leo, Leo, God forgive me, oh my Leo! 

He had tried for Leo. The combination! That was to be the 
thing to make up for all. Anybody who said he had forced Leo 
into the combination, not to make his brother rich, but to pull 
his brother down and have his brother lying at his feet where 
he could be sorry for him . . . he’d kill anybody who said that. 
And yet . . . and yet . . . what had he thought of for three days? 
What were the only thoughts plain in his mind? That Tucker 
and Wheelock had done the right thing for the business. And, 
with Leo out, Leo’s bank would be his. Yes, that, too, had been 
plain in his mind, fixed there, unconquerably there as dirt is un- 
conquerably fixed on earth. 

“Joe, please.” Henry came forward slowly with one hand out- 
stretched. “Joe, please, don’t do that.” He rested his hand on Joe’s 
shoulder and Joe threw it off. 

“Naaaah,” said Joe, “you bastard!” He hit Wheelock in the 
chest with the side of the gun. “Don’t touch me!” he shouted. 
“Don’t put your dirty, lousy rat hands on me!” 

The blow was a hard one. Wheelock fell backward against the 
table and spun around and clung to the table to keep from falling 
to the floor. As he clung, his eyes closed with pain and, even as 
the echo of Joe’s words sounded in his head, he heard a small 
noise flutter swiftly along the hall and down the stairs. He 
straightened up and turned around slowly. “I just wanted to talk 
to you, Joe,” he said. 

Henry looked for Doris. She was gone. His chest hurt him. He 
thought perhaps a bone in it had been broken, but he couldn’t 
take his eyes off the spot where Doris had been. Then, slowly, 
he shifted his gaze to the door. It still swung open. 

He wondered why people hadn’t come when they heard Joe 
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screaming and cursing like that. There must not be anybody to 
hear. It was Sunday night. The whole house must be empty, ex- 
cept for the landlady. The landlady must have let Joe in and then 
gone downstairs to her apartment in the basement. Wheelock stood 
figuring this out slowly and looking at the open door. He could 
see the hall and the stairwell and the blank, dark wall beyond. 

“I don’t want to talk to you,” said Joe. “I want to know where 
Tucker is and I want to know what you know, that’s all. God 
damn it, where’s Ficco? Has he sent word.? Do you know where 
Ficco is, that’s what I want to know!” 

“Can I sit down? You hurt me.” Henry held his hand to his 
chest. “I think you broke a rib.” 

If Joe would stop hollering like that, he thought, then he could 
decide what to do, whether to tell Joe Doris was gone and they 
were both in danger. Had she run away.? Was she doing what he 
had told her to do and taking care of herself? If only that were 
true! If only, if only! He had to think. If it were true, it would be 
dangerous to tell Joe. It would ^ve him another run-out to think 
of and might set oflE his gun. And if it weren’t true, it would be 
dangerous not to tell him because then it would mean she had 
gone for help, for the police. If only Joe would stop for a minute 
and let him sit down for a minute and think for a minute and 
figure out what she was up to and how she planned to work it to 
keep herself out of trouble. 

“I should have broken your head,” said Joe. “The dirty thing 
you done to me with my brother deserves no consideration.” 

“I didn’t do it.” 

Henry knew Joe realized it had not been his responsibility, but 
he wanted to argue about nothing and think of Doris and whether 
she had run away. His chest still hurt him. His head was swollen 
and heavy and he knew it was going to be a long night of telling 
Joe what Joe already knew and letting Joe scream and work himself 
up and maybe hit him and work himself up and up and up until 
finally he was worked out and ready to stay quiet for the business. 

“You know,” he said, “none of us is really responsible. There 
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was nothing to do anyway. He went, you know, painlessly, bing, 
like that!” He snapped his fingers, “I wish I could go like that 
when the time comes.” 

“What? What are you saying to me?” Joe’s voice sounded high 
and far off. 

“Well, Joe, I’m trying my best to say. Did he have high blood 
pressure?” 

“What? Tell me! What? Who? Tell me! WHAT?” 

“That’s what I mean,” said Wheelock. “He had a stroke at the 
time and there was no pain, no feeling or nothing. The best way, 
Joe, the very, very best way there is to go.” 

“Leo!” The name grunted out of Joe. “I knew it, Leo,” he cried. 
He lifted his head high and shouted over Wheelock’s head. “Leo! 
Leo! I knew it all the time!” 

Henry looked away. It was too painful to watch Joe’s face. 
“That’s right, Joe,” he said. “There’s no pain, you know, no pain 
at all. The witnesses saw him get the stroke, the people there at 
the time, and when you get it, there’s no, well, you know, no pain, 
the best way to go I guess, the best way, Joe, and that’s a fact. It’s 
merciful to go that way. I’m telling you the truth.” 

“You and Ben, you knew about this, my brother dying there, 
when maybe a doctor would help him, dying there and you did 
nothing, you and Ben?” 

“What could we do?” 

Wheelock saw Joe coming towards him. He took a step back- 
wards. Joe’s face was unrecognizable. He was a big man and he 
had cried big tears and the tears stood out on his face in yellow 
streaks and balls and, under them, his face looked black. 

“Where’s Ficco?” cried Joe. 

“I don’t know.” 

“TeU me!” 

For each step forward Joe took, Henry retreated one. 

Honest,” said Henry, “I don’t know. I wish I knew. Joe! You 
hear me, Joe? I wish I knew!” 

“Tell me! Where’s Ficco? Tell me! Where the hell is he? I’ll 
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kill him myself. That’s for nobody else. Tell me. That’s for me. 
I’ll chew his guts out with my teeth. Tell me, you son of a bitch! 
Tell me! Tell me or I’ll murder you!” 

Joe lifted his gun up and for a moment Wheelock wasn’t sure 
any more. He thought Joe might shoot. Then Joe threw the gun 
on the floor. It landed with a thud and bounced and bumped and 
slithered and Wheelock was sure again. It wasn’t death that faced 
him, only a beating, a bad beating, maybe bones broken, maybe a 
rupture. He had the physical courage to face that. 

“Tell me, you lousy little shyster bastard. Tell me!” cried Joe. 
He lunged towards Wheelock and grabbed him and shook him. He 
was powerful. He lifted Wheelock right off his feet and threw him 
down as if he were a rag. Wheelock stumbled and Joe grabbed 
him again and shook him again. 

“You tell me or I’ll kill you,” he said. “I’ll break every bone 
in your body and kill you. I mean it!” 

“Joe! I don’t know! Stop this!” 

“No.” 

“You know I don’t know. If I knew, the police would be there. 
Stop this, I’m telling you! Stop it!” 

“No! No!” 

Joe hit him. He hit Wheelock as hard as he could with his fist, 
high on the side of his face, and Wheelock went backwards and' 
lunged and tottered and pulled himself erect. 

“Joe!” he whispered. “For God sakes! The door!” 

Joe didn’t hear. He was coming towards him again, blindly. 
Wheelock tried to get away. 

“The door is open!” Henry said another time and ducked. He 
was afraid to speak loud. He thought someone might hear and 
come. 

Henry hadn’t ducked in time. Joe’s blow came down on the 
side of his face again. The whole inside of Wheelock’s head seemed 
to bounce away from the blow and smash. He fell to his knees and 
Joe hit him again, on his mouth, and kicked him and hit him 
again and again until he toppled over and lay flat. Then Joe began 
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to kick him and stamp on him, on his body and his hands and legs 
and, when the police came in, they found him trampling Wheelock. 

The police came in with drawn guns. There were two men in 
plainclothes and two in uniform. One of the plainclothesmen 
ran across the room and stuck his gun into Joe’s middle. 

Joe seemed surprised. His eyes were glazed and his mouth open. 
He backed away slowly, staring at the gun, and the other plain- 
clothesman came alongside of him and hit him on the head with 
the butt of his gun. Joe crouched and spun and pitched forward. 
His body crashed against the floor. 

Doris flung herself down beside Wheelock and lifted his head. 

Are you all right?” she cried. 

He heard her. He opened his eyes. “Yes,” he said. “All right. I 
don’t know yet. Maybe.” 

He tried to get to his feet. She helped him. He couldn’t straighten 
out. His side hurt and his chest hurt and his ba.ck hurt and his 
arms and legs and head felt broken. He felt broken and bleeding 
inside. He went, all stooped over, to the couch and sank into it. 

“It took so long to get them,” said Doris, “that’s why. Just rest. 
Rest and you’ll be all right. I told them, ‘Hurry.’ I said, ‘Hurry, 
hurry, it’s Joe Minch!’ ” Henry moved his hand slowly and covered 
his face. “Oh darling, darling, I think you’re hurt. Rest. Sit back 
and rest. If they had come sooner, but the policeman wouldn’t come. 
I told him, ‘It’s Joe Minch, you must hurry, he has a gun,’ but 
he wouldn’t come until the radio cars came.” He groaned. “Oh, 
you’re hurt. I know you’re hurt. I’ll get you a cold towel.” 

Wheelock hadn’t heard what she had said. He kept wishing she 
would stop talking. He was glad when she went away. He didn’t 
have to smile at her any more and could close his eyes and groan 
to himself. 

‘That’s the Guinea all right,” Henry heard one of the plain- 
clothesmen say. Then he leaned far back and closed his eyes and 
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moaaed softly. He was flat on his back. The couch felt deep 
around him. The flesh of his body trembled all over. 

Doris wrapped a cold towel around Henry’s head and wiped the 
blood off his mouth and from the side of his face with a wet 
handkerchief and sat crying and whimpering tenderly over him. 
The shock of the cold cleared his mind and he pushed her away 
and pulled on the back of the couch to sit up. He had to think. 
This was a moment when he had to do the right thing, think up 
something fast. His whole future, all the rest of his life, depended 
on what happened next. 

He watched the police. They were taking a long time. They 
were in no hurry to make up their minds about this. They were 
sniffing around all over. It wasn’t a simple assault case, not just a 
fight. No, no, this was Joe Minch. If it was Joe Minch in a fight, 
then it might have something to do with his brother, with homi- 
cide and kidnapping. Must have. Must have. No, they wouldn’t 
be in a hurry to bundle up Joe and go away. They’d sniff and 
poke and see what they could find. They didn’t know Wheelock, 
but they wouldn’t be in a hurry to let him go. He was the injured 
party. It was plain. He hadn’t committed the assault. He was the 
plaintiff. But, homicide! Kidnapping! They’d hold him a long 
while until they made sure, 

Henry thought abruptly of the gun in his coat in the bedroom. 
Still there! With the permit for it in his wallet in the inside pocket! 

That did it. There it was. The whole thing smashed. Hall was 
working on the homicide and kidnapping. He would learn about 
this and about the permit. That permit would give him the lead. 
He would track it down to the deputy commissioner who had 
issued it and the deputy would tell everything. 

Sure, why not? Save his skin. Everybody telling to save his 
skin. Bunte had called him up, sure, late at night, said it was a 
friend of his, sure, Tucker’s lawyer, do Tucker a favor, sure, anx- 
ious to oblige Tucker, personal favor for Bunte. Bunte always doing 
favors for Tucker. Sure, sure, late at night, just before the killing. 
Tucker must have been expecting the kilHng. Bunte must have 
been expecting the killing. 
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There it was, the whole case for Hall, the beginning of it, any- 
way, something to get his teeth into, something with which to put 
subpoenas to work for him and get at Wheelock’s files and with 
Joe Minch in jail and Wheelock in jail and Tucker a fugitive and 
Johnston in jail, there was the case, the whole case, and the whole 
thing smashed up. The end. Finished! He was finished and done 
with and better off dead. 

The police were still in the sitting room. Henry watched them. 
They were picking up things and looking into things and poking 
around and one was still bending over the unconscious form of Joe 
and putting handcuffs on him and going through his pockets. 
Henry felt he must have been lying on the couch and thinking 
only for an instant. The police had just come in and he had 
thought all these things in a fraction of a second. 

Doris was alongside him. She had her arm around him. “Please 
lie down,” she said. “Lie still and you’ll be all right. The doctor 
is coming.” 

He looked at her. He had forgotten about her. She was in the 
smash-up, tool Why hadn’t she let him alone! The damn fool! Oh, 
the God damn dumb jackass bitch of a fool! Why hadn’t she let 
him take his beating as he had been prepared to do instead of 
bitching up her life and his life this way! Did God ever make a 
fool Hke that before in His life! 

Henry heard a man call from the bedroom. The man must have 
been in there all the time, looking around. 

“Oh, Pete,” the man said, “can you come here a minute?” 

A plainclothesman, talking in low tones to one of the police- 
men, turned and walked slowly towards the bedroom. Henry knew 
the gun and permit had been found. The plainclothesman went 
slowly, looking from side to side as he walked, to see if he could 
find anything. Henry watched him and held his breath. 

When the man got past the brightly striped curtain in the door- 
way and the curtain fell back into place behind him, Henry 
grabbed up Doris’s hand and stuffed it into his mouth to keep 
from screaming. 



BOOK EIGHT 


AN EPILOGUE 


XXXI 


As WAS pointed out at the outset, there is no proper ending to 
this story. 

An ending requires a conclusion or a resolution. Leo and Bauer 
were dead, but their lives had not been concluded or resolved by 
death, merely interrupted. Joe could not decide whether he had 
forced Leo into the combination to make his brother wealthy or 
to strip his brother of power over him, but he did decide — shaving 
nothing to help him, having not so much even as Bauer had had — 
he did not want to live any longer. He hung himself from the bunk 
hook in his cell with a strip of mattress cover while awaiting 
trial. His death, too, was merely an interruption of his life. 

The state sought to contrive a conclusion for the story, but it 
could not. How could it, when the bulk of its energies were de- 
voted to perpetuating itself and, for that, it needs must conceal 
from itself and its citizens what its way of life was doing. Yet, 
the state staged a great trial and conducted an expensive, patient 
and talented search for ‘"truth” and this was the “truth” with 
which it emerged — that Bunte, Wheelock and Johnston belonged 
in jail for contriving and operating a lottery. 

Nor did Wheelock arrive at any conclusion about himself or 
resolve his life in any way. Instead, he prolonged its blunderings. 
His violent distaste for the corruption in him made him insist 
on making an end to it, by becoming “virtuous.” So he corrupted 
his life all the more by being “loyal” to Doris and by marrying 
her after he got out of prison, thus corrupting her life, too. 

Tucker, too, thought himself out in a limited way. He did not 
understand why his love for Edna and her love for him should 
have made him “tough,” why “toughness” should have restored 
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m to society, in the first place, and then made him an enemy 
society and then, finally, should have placed the whole structure 
his life in danger. But, although he did not understand why, 
i realized it was so and wrote Edna, sending her the keys for a 
£e deposit box in which $160,000 in cash lay. After that, he dis- 
)peared and neither Edna nor the children nor any of his other 
loplc ever heard more from him. 

But there is no end in any of this and no ending either. Sylvia, 
ir instance, was left comfortably well off and she bloomed into a 
sw kind of life. She rejected all her brother’s advice as to how 
le should invest the money Leo had left and went into the real 
itate business herself and managed to become crafty at it. She 
xupied her evenings with competent bridge. 

Catherine Bauer got the relief checks her husband had lost his 
Ee striving for. A whole volume would be required to describe 
fiat the sense of guilt her husband bequeathed to her did to the 
alance of her life and the children’s life. Egan remained on trafEc 
uty until he reached retirement age. Milletti won his promotion 
ad Foggarty got his pension as soon thereafter as he could. 

The policy combination remained and thrived, resisting, for no 
lysterious reason, all its people’s disasters. Ficco bossed the com- 
ination for a while, but other, smarter men took it from him and 
e is now working for them. 

Wally is Ficco’s chauffeur. It is felt he cannot be trusted with 
aything important. Perhaps that is the conclusion. 


The End 
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